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Chapter 1

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.


Chapter 2

I stride into the gala hall like I own the fucking place, my tuxedo fitting perfectly across my quarterback shoulders. The charity event is in full swing, crystal chandeliers casting a warm glow over the crowd of rich donors, university officials, and players' families all dressed in their finest. Servers weave through the crowd with champagne flutes and fancy hors d'oeuvres that probably cost more than most people's dinner. Everyone's eyes turn to me as I enter - that's what happens when you're the star quarterback who brought the team to conference victory last season. I'm used to the attention, the whispers, the admiring glances from women of all ages. What they don't know is that I just came down from fucking the coach's wife senseless, and her pussy juices are probably still on my breath.

"Rex! There you are, son!"

Coach Frank Sterling's voice booms across the room, cutting through the classical music and polite conversation. He's making his way toward me, a broad smile on his face, champagne glass in hand. Frank's a good-looking guy for his age – tall, fit, with salt-and-pepper hair that makes him look distinguished. No wonder he landed a hot British trophy wife. Too bad he can't keep her satisfied.

"Hey, Coach," I say with my most charming smile, the one that gets me out of trouble on and off the field. I accept his hearty handshake, feeling his firm grip. The same hand that probably caresses Elizabeth's body with gentleness and respect. Unlike how I just treated her.

"Come on over, there are some people I want you to meet," Frank says, clapping me on the back and guiding me toward the center of the room. His hand rests between my shoulder blades, fatherly and proud. If only he knew those shoulders were just covered in scratch marks from his wife's manicured nails.

Frank leads me through the crowd, introducing me to donors and university bigwigs. I shake hands, flash my million-dollar smile, and play the role of the humble star athlete perfectly. It's a game I've mastered – making these rich old fucks think I'm grateful for their attention while knowing damn well they need me more than I need them.

We reach a small circle of men in expensive suits, all holding whiskey glasses and looking important. Frank positions me at the center of their attention like I'm some prized trophy. Which, I guess, I am.

"This is Rex," Frank announces to the group, his voice swelling with pride. "He's the reason we won the conference last year. Best quarterback I've coached in twenty years."

The men nod appreciatively, looking me up and down like I'm a racehorse they're considering betting on. One older guy with a bow tie leans in.

"We're expecting great things this season, young man," he says, his breath reeking of expensive scotch.

I give him my practiced modest smile. "Just trying to make Coach proud, sir."

Frank's grip on my shoulder tightens affectionately. "This kid right here," he says to the circle of men, "he's like a son to me. Not just an incredible athlete, but a fine young man."

A son to him. The irony hits me like a linebacker, and I have to fight to keep my expression neutral. Less than thirty minutes ago, I was calling his wife a dirty slut while she begged me to cum inside her. And here he is, introducing me to donors as the son he never had.

"Rex has a bright future ahead of him," Frank continues, oblivious to my thoughts. "NFL scouts are already showing interest."

The men murmur approvingly, and I nod along, playing my part in this charade. My eyes, however, are scanning the room. Looking for her.

And then I spot her.

Elizabeth is standing near the bar, a vision in a skin-tight red dress that hugs every curve of her body. The neckline plunges dangerously low, offering a glimpse of the tits I was sucking on just an hour ago. Her dark hair is styled in loose waves, framing her face perfectly. She's sipping champagne, looking every inch the sophisticated coach's wife. But I know better. I know that underneath that expensive dress, her thighs are marked with my handprints. I know that my cum is still inside her.

Our eyes lock across the room, and for a moment, everything else fades away. The chatter, the music, Frank's proud monologue about my passing yards – it all becomes background noise. Elizabeth's lips curl into a slow, sultry smile that none of these people would recognize. It's not the polite smile of a coach's wife; it's the satisfied smirk of a woman who's just been thoroughly fucked.

Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, deliberately slow, reminding me of how that same tongue was cleaning my cock not long ago. Heat surges through my body, my cock stirring at the memory.

I wink at her, a subtle gesture that speaks volumes. Her response is a soft giggle behind her champagne glass, her eyes never leaving mine.

"Rex? Did you hear me?"

Frank's voice pulls me back to reality. He's looking at me with slight confusion, then follows my gaze to where his wife stands by the bar.

"Oh, there's Elizabeth," he says, waving to her. "She disappeared right after we arrived. Probably freshening up."

Freshening up. More like washing my cum off her thighs. I suppress a smirk.

"She looks great tonight, doesn't she?" Frank says, his voice filled with genuine admiration for his wife. "Twenty years of marriage and she still takes my breath away."

"She's definitely something," I reply, keeping my tone neutral while my eyes tell a different story to Elizabeth across the room.

Frank misses the subtext completely, nodding in agreement. "Let me introduce you to the university president," he says, guiding me away from Elizabeth's magnetic pull.

As we walk across the room, I glance back over my shoulder. Elizabeth is still watching me, her eyes dark with desire even from across the crowded gala. She raises her champagne glass in a silent toast, and I know exactly what she's celebrating.

The power I hold in this moment is intoxicating. Standing next to the man who mentors me, who trusts me, who treats me like family – while secretly knowing I've just defiled his wife in ways he probably never has. It's a rush that rivals any touchdown, any victory on the field.

I manage to slip away from Frank and his circle of boring donors after enduring twenty minutes of talk about fundraising goals and stadium renovations. My eyes have been locked on Elizabeth all night, watching her float through the gala like the perfect coach's wife – smiling, chatting, touching Frank's arm at just the right moments. But I catch the subtle glances she throws my way, the hidden hunger in her eyes that only I can see. When she quietly exits toward the terrace, I wait exactly three minutes before following. My cock is already hardening at the thought of what's about to happen.

The night air hits my face as I step onto the outdoor garden terrace, a welcome relief from the stuffy ballroom. String lights twinkle overhead, casting a soft glow over the stone pavers and carefully manicured plants. The distant sound of the gala fades, replaced by the gentle splash of a fountain somewhere in the darkness.

I spot Elizabeth immediately. She's leaning against the stone balustrade, champagne glass dangling from her fingers, staring out at the hotel's sprawling gardens. The red dress hugs her ass perfectly, the material stretched tight across her curves. She looks like a million bucks – Coach's perfect British trophy wife – but I can see the boredom in her posture, the restlessness in how she shifts her weight from one heel to another.

She doesn't turn when I approach, though I know she hears me. Playing hard to get now, after begging for my cock earlier? I smirk at her little game.

"Needed some air?" I ask, my voice low as I move directly behind her.

"Something like that," she replies, her British accent clipped and proper again, so different from the moaning, begging mess she was upstairs.

I don't waste time with small talk. Glancing quickly to make sure we're alone, I step forward and press my body against her back, pinning her against the stone pillar next to the balustrade. She gasps, but doesn't pull away. I can feel the heat of her body through the thin material of her dress.

"What are you doing?" she whispers, though she doesn't sound concerned – just excited.

My hands find her hips, gripping them firmly as I push my growing erection against her ass. "What does it look like I'm doing?" I murmur into her ear, letting my breath tickle her neck. "I'm picking up where we left off."

Elizabeth shivers against me, her body betraying her desire despite her attempt to maintain composure. "Rex, someone could see us," she says, but makes no move to escape my hold.

I spin her around, pressing her back against the pillar now, my body caging her in. The champagne in her glass sloshes dangerously close to the rim. "Isn't that part of the thrill?" I challenge, staring down into her hazel eyes. "Knowing your husband could walk out here any second and find you with me?"

Her pupils dilate at my words, her chest rising and falling more rapidly beneath the plunging neckline of her dress. "You're impossible," she says, but there's no bite to her words.

"Having fun in there?" I ask, nodding toward the gala hall.

Elizabeth rolls her eyes, taking a sip of her champagne before answering. "Dreadfully boring," she says, her accent making even that complaint sound elegant. "The same people, the same conversations, year after year."

"What you need," I say, moving closer until my lips nearly brush hers, "is something more exciting."

Her free hand rises to my chest, fingers splaying across my tuxedo jacket. For a moment I think she might push me away, but instead, she slowly drags her hand downward, nails scratching lightly against the expensive material.

"Is that right?" she murmurs, her voice dropping to that sultry tone I heard when she was beneath me. "And what might that be?"

Her hand doesn't stop its downward journey, sliding past my abdomen to cup the obvious bulge in my pants. My breath hitches as she squeezes gently.

"I think you know exactly what you need," I growl, pressing harder against her hand.

Elizabeth's lips curl into a wicked smile. She sets her champagne glass on the stone railing and brings her now-free hand to my belt buckle. With practiced fingers, she undoes it, then slowly pulls down my zipper. The sound seems impossibly loud in the quiet terrace.

"Elizabeth," I warn, though I make no move to stop her. "Your husband is just inside."

"Then we'd better be quick, hadn't we?" she purrs, slipping her hand inside my pants and wrapping her fingers around my cock. She pulls it free, the cool night air making me hiss.

Her hand is warm as she starts to stroke me, her grip firm and confident. Up and down, her thumb occasionally swiping over the head to gather the pre-cum already leaking from my tip. My hips buck involuntarily into her hand.

"Fuck," I groan, planting one hand on the pillar beside her head to steady myself. "You're such a dirty bitch."

"Only for you, darling," she whispers, increasing her pace. Her wrist twists on the upstroke, a move that sends jolts of pleasure through my entire body. For a prim British wife, she certainly knows how to handle a cock.

I lean down and capture her mouth in a rough kiss, my tongue pushing past her lips without waiting for permission. She tastes like expensive champagne and forbidden fruit. Her moan vibrates against my lips as her hand continues its relentless rhythm on my shaft.

The distant sound of laughter from the gala reminds me of where we are – literally steps away from a room full of people, including her husband. The danger makes my cock twitch in her hand.

"I'm bored, Rex," she says again when we break for air, her eyes dark with desire. "I need something... more exciting." Her grip tightens around my cock, making me groan. "I need you."

"Right here?" I challenge, though my cock is fully on board with the idea of bending her over the balustrade right now.

Elizabeth shakes her head, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. "I booked a private cabana by the pool," she whispers, her accent making the proposition sound even dirtier somehow. "Come find me in fifteen minutes."

She gives my cock one final, lingering stroke before tucking me back into my pants with surprising care. Her lips brush against my ear as she whispers, "Don't make me wait too long," before slipping out from between me and the pillar.

I watch as she picks up her champagne glass, takes a deliberate sip, and then sashays back toward the gala, her hips swaying hypnotically in that red dress. At the doorway, she turns and gives me one last smoldering look before disappearing inside.

My cock is rock hard, straining against my zipper as I quickly adjust myself and buckle my belt again. The thought of Elizabeth waiting for me in a private cabana, probably already wet and ready, has me checking my watch. Fifteen minutes. I'll give it ten – just enough time to make a quick appearance back at the gala so no one gets suspicious.

I take a deep breath of the night air, trying to calm my racing pulse. Coach Frank Sterling thinks of me as a son, and here I am, about to sneak off for round two with his wife. The thought should make me feel guilty, but all it does is make my cock throb harder.

Ten minutes. Then I'm going to fuck Coach's wife again, and this time, we won't have to rush.


Chapter 3

I make my way to the pool area, my cock already hard with anticipation. The hotel has several private cabanas lining the edge of the infinity pool, each one secluded by tall hedges and draped with flowing white curtains. Most are dark and empty at this hour, with the gala in full swing inside, but one glows with soft light. I push aside the curtain and step inside, my breath catching at the sight before me. Elizabeth is sprawled on a wide lounge chair, wearing nothing but a tiny white bikini that barely covers her tits and pussy. The material is so thin it's practically see-through, her nipples hard and visible beneath the fabric. Her legs are spread wide in blatant invitation, and her lips curl into a seductive smile when she sees me.

"Took you long enough," she purrs, her British accent dripping with desire.

I let my eyes roam over her body hungrily. Coach's wife looks like a fucking centerfold spread out like this. Her skin glows in the soft lighting of the cabana, tan lines visible where her usual swimsuit must cover more than this barely-there bikini. Her tits strain against the white fabric, begging to be freed. The tiny triangle between her legs doesn't hide the fact that she's already wet for me – a darker spot forming on the white material.

"Had to make sure no one saw me leave," I reply, loosening my bow tie and dropping it on a nearby chair. "Wouldn't want your husband wondering where both of us disappeared to."

She laughs, a low, throaty sound that sends blood rushing to my cock. "Frank's too busy entertaining donors to notice I'm gone. We have plenty of time."

I don't waste another second. Kicking off my shoes, I approach the lounge chair like a predator stalking its prey. Elizabeth watches me, her chest rising and falling more rapidly as I get closer. When I reach the end of the chair, I grab her ankles and yank her toward me, making her gasp in surprise.

"Rex!"

I drop to my knees between her spread legs, pushing them wider apart. "Shut up," I growl, my fingers digging into her thighs.

Her breath hitches at my words, her hips shifting restlessly on the lounge chair. I lean forward, pressing my mouth against the damp spot on her bikini, breathing hot air through the thin fabric. Elizabeth moans, her hands flying to my hair.

"Please," she whispers, all proper British reserve gone from her voice.

I smirk against her covered pussy. "Please what? Tell me what you want, Elizabeth."

"Your mouth," she gasps, her accent thickening with lust. "I want your mouth on me."

That's all I need to hear. I hook my fingers under the edges of her bikini bottom and pull it to the side, exposing her pussy to my hungry gaze. She's soaking wet, her lips glistening in the low light. Without warning, I dive in, my tongue finding her clit with unerring accuracy.

"Oh, God!" she cries out, her back arching off the chair.

I eat her out aggressively, my tongue working her clit with ruthless precision. I'm not gentle – this isn't about making love. This is about claiming what's mine, showing her what a real man can do. My tongue flicks rapidly over her sensitive nub before I suck it between my lips, applying just the right amount of pressure to make her squirm.

Her thighs tighten around my head, trying to trap me there, but I'm stronger. I push them wider apart, forcing her to stay open and vulnerable to my assault. My tongue dips lower, plunging into her entrance and tasting the evidence of her arousal.

"Fuck, Rex!" Elizabeth's posh accent makes even that curse sound elegant. Her hands grip my hair tightly, pulling me closer as her hips buck against my face. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

I have no intention of stopping. I alternate between sucking her clit and fucking her with my tongue, feeling her get wetter with each passing second. The knowledge that this is Coach's wife, that she should be upstairs at the gala on his arm instead of down here with my face buried in her pussy, makes my cock throb painfully against my tuxedo pants.

Elizabeth moans, her legs trembling as I push her closer to the edge. I slip two fingers inside her, curling them upward to find that spot that makes women lose their minds. Her reaction is immediate – a sharp cry, her inner walls clenching around my fingers.

"Oh god, right there!" she gasps, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

I pump my fingers in and out, maintaining the pressure on her g-spot while my tongue continues its relentless assault on her clit. She's close – I can feel it in the way her pussy tightens around my fingers, in the increasing desperation of her moans.

"Rex, I'm going to—" she doesn't finish her sentence as her orgasm crashes over her.

Her body goes rigid, her pussy pulsing around my fingers as she comes hard against my mouth. I don't let up, continuing to lick and suck until she's shaking from overstimulation, pushing weakly at my head.

"Too much," she whimpers, her chest heaving. "Too sensitive."

I finally pull back, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand as I look up at her flushed face. "We're just getting started," I tell her, standing up and dropping my tuxedo jacket on the floor.

Elizabeth watches through heavy-lidded eyes as I unbutton my shirt, revealing the muscular chest and abs that come from years of football training. Her gaze drops to the prominent bulge in my pants, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation.

I unzip my pants and let them fall to the floor, my cock springing free. Elizabeth's eyes widen slightly at the sight, a reaction I never get tired of seeing. I stroke myself a few times, watching her watch me.

"I'm going to fuck you right here, Elizabeth," I growl, stepping between her spread legs again. "Right here where anyone could walk by and see Coach's wife getting railed by his star quarterback."

She moans at my words, her legs spreading wider in invitation. "Yes," she whispers, her accent thick with lust. "Please, Rex."

I grab her bikini bottom and tear it off in one swift motion, making her gasp. The scrap of white fabric joins my clothes on the floor. I position myself at her entrance, rubbing the head of my cock through her soaked folds.

"Beg for it," I demand, pressing just the tip inside her, then withdrawing.

"Please," she whispers, her hips chasing my cock. "Please fuck me, Rex."

I push into her in one hard thrust, burying myself to the hilt. We both groan at the sensation – her tight pussy stretching around my thick cock, her walls still sensitive from her recent orgasm.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunt, holding still for a moment to savor the feeling.

"And you're so big," she moans, her hands gripping my biceps. "So much bigger than Frank."

The comparison to her husband sends a surge of primal satisfaction through me. I pull back and slam into her again, setting a hard, fast pace that has the lounge chair creaking beneath us. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoes in the cabana, along with Elizabeth's increasingly loud moans.

With each thrust, I'm claiming territory that should be Frank's, marking it as mine. The thought drives me wild, makes me fuck her harder, deeper.

"That's it," I growl, watching her tits bounce with each impact. "Take it. Take my cock."

We fuck like animals, my cock sliding in and out of Elizabeth's pussy with a ferocity that makes her scream. I grab the straps of her bikini top and yank them down, freeing her perfect tits. They bounce with each thrust, hypnotizing me as I pound into her. Sweat slicks our bodies, the sounds of wet flesh slapping together filling the cabana. She's so fucking tight, her walls gripping me like she never wants to let go. I change angles slightly, hitting that spot deep inside her that makes her eyes roll back in her head.

"Rex! Oh god, right there!" she cries out, her British accent thickening with each word.

I lean down, capturing one of her nipples between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her gasp. My hands grip her hips, fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks – more evidence of my ownership that she'll have to hide from Coach.

"You like that?" I growl against her breast before switching to the other nipple. "You like getting fucked by a college boy while your husband schmoozes with donors?"

"Yes!" she hisses, her nails raking down my back. "Harder, Rex. Fuck me harder!"

I oblige, slamming into her with enough force to make the lounge chair slide a few inches. The fabric beneath us is soaked with her juices, the evidence of how much she's enjoying this betrayal. I grab her legs and push them up toward her chest, folding her nearly in half as I drive deeper into her.

"Oh my God!" she screams, her eyes wide with shock at the new depth I'm reaching.

"That's it," I grunt, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Take all of me. Every fucking inch."

Elizabeth is babbling now, a mixture of "yes" and "please" and "Rex" spilling from her lips. Her hands grip the edges of the lounge chair, knuckles white as she holds on for dear life. I can feel her pussy clenching around me, getting closer to another orgasm.

But I'm not ready for her to cum again. Not yet. Not in this position.

I pull out suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. "Turn over," I command, already flipping her onto her stomach before she can respond.

Elizabeth doesn't resist, eagerly repositioning herself, her ass raised in the air, face pressed against the lounge chair. I grab her hips, pulling her ass higher, admiring the view. Her pussy glistens with arousal, pink and swollen from the pounding I've already given her. Her asshole is tight and puckered, tempting me, but that's an adventure for another time.

"Spread your legs wider," I order, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint.

She moans at the impact but does as she's told, spreading her thighs to give me better access. I position myself behind her, rubbing the head of my cock through her soaked folds, teasing her entrance.

"Please, Rex," she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder, her eyes dark with lust. "Don't tease me."

I grab a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back as I drive my cock into her in one powerful thrust. She screams, the sound echoing in the small cabana. Thank fuck for the noise from the gala and the distance from the main hotel, or someone would definitely come running.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her body jolting forward with each thrust. "Oh my god, Rex! It's so deep!"

I establish a brutal pace, my hips slamming against her ass with each thrust. The slapping sound of flesh on flesh fills the cabana, along with our heavy breathing and Elizabeth's increasingly loud moans. I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her skin, leaving bruises. My cock pistons in and out of her, driving deeper with each thrust.

"You like this, don't you?" I grunt, pounding into her. "You love being used by a younger man while your husband is at a charity event."

Elizabeth is beyond coherent speech now, just moaning and gasping as I fuck her senseless. Her head is thrown back, her mouth open in a constant moan of pleasure. I can feel her pussy clenching around me with increasing frequency – she's close again.

"Answer me," I demand, delivering another sharp slap to her ass. "Tell me how much better this is than fucking your husband."

"So much better!" she gasps between thrusts. "You're so much bigger... so much harder... oh god, Rex!"

Her admission sends a surge of satisfaction through me. I pound into her harder, my balls slapping against her with each thrust. The lounge chair groans beneath us, threatening to collapse under the force of our fucking.

"I'm going to cum again," Elizabeth whimpers, her body trembling beneath me. "Please, don't stop. Please!"

"Cum for me," I command, maintaining my relentless pace. "Cum all over my cock."

Her body obeys instantly, her back arching as a powerful orgasm rips through her. Her pussy convulses around me, trying to milk the cum from my cock, but I'm not ready to finish yet. I fuck her through her orgasm, not slowing down, not giving her a moment to recover.

"Rex! Too much!" she cries out, but her body tells a different story as her hips push back against me, taking me deeper.

"Never too much," I growl, pulling her hair harder. "You'll take what I give you."

She's babbling incoherently now, her accent making even her nonsensical moans sound elegant. Her body is completely at my mercy, responding to every thrust, every touch. I can feel my own orgasm building, my balls tightening as the pressure mounts.

With a final few brutal thrusts, I pull out and flip her onto her back again. Her eyes are glazed, her chest heaving as she tries to catch her breath. I stroke my cock furiously, positioning myself over her.

"Open your mouth," I command.

Elizabeth complies instantly, her lips parting as she stares up at me. With a guttural roar, I cum, shooting thick ropes of white across her tits, some landing on her neck and chin. She moans at the sensation, her tongue darting out to taste what landed near her mouth.

"Fuck," I groan, watching as my cum decorates her perfect tits. The sight of Coach's wife covered in my seed is possibly the hottest thing I've ever seen.

Before Elizabeth can say anything, we hear footsteps approaching the cabana. Our eyes meet in panic for a split second before we spring into action. Elizabeth scrambles to cover herself with a nearby towel while I quickly pull up my pants and zip them, not bothering with the belt.

"Elizabeth? Are you in there?" Frank's voice calls from just outside the cabana.

I step away from the lounge chair, running a hand through my hair to smooth it down. Elizabeth has managed to wrap the towel around herself, hiding both her nakedness and my cum on her chest. Her bikini bottom is still on the floor, so I quickly kick it under the chair just as Frank pulls back the curtain and steps inside.

"There you are," he says, looking relieved when he sees his wife. Then his eyes land on me, and a brief flash of confusion crosses his face. "Rex? What are you doing here?"

I slip into my charming quarterback persona instantly, flashing him a disarming smile. "Hey, Coach," I say smoothly. "I was just showing her the view." I gesture vaguely toward the infinity pool and the city lights beyond. "It's pretty spectacular from here."

Frank nods, seemingly accepting this explanation. "It is," he agrees, then turns to Elizabeth. "I've been looking everywhere for you, honey. Dinner is almost ready. They're about to serve the main course."

Elizabeth gives him a strained smile, clutching the towel tighter around her chest where my cum is likely still warm on her skin. "I was just taking a quick swim," she says, her accent carefully controlled. "Got too hot in that gala."

Frank doesn't seem to notice anything amiss. "Well, you should probably get dressed. Come on back when you're ready." He turns to me. "You too, Rex. The university president wants to talk to you about your pro prospects."

"I'll be right there, Coach," I promise with another winning smile.

Frank nods and steps back out of the cabana, apparently not finding anything suspicious about finding his wife half-naked with his star quarterback in a private cabana.

As soon as he's gone, Elizabeth shoots me a dirty look, but I can see the excitement still lingering in her eyes. The thrill of almost getting caught.

"You're trouble, Rex Ryder," she whispers, standing up carefully to keep the towel in place.

I grab my tuxedo jacket from the floor and shrug it on, not bothering with the shirt for now. "You love it," I reply with a cocky grin. "See you at dinner, Mrs. Sterling."

I step out of the cabana, straightening my bow tie as I walk back toward the hotel. Behind me, I hear Elizabeth's soft curse as she discovers the state of her torn bikini bottom. The night is still young, and I already have plans for where and how I'll fuck Coach's wife next.


Chapter 4

I take my seat at Frank's table, sliding into the chair next to Elizabeth. Her thigh presses against mine under the tablecloth, a subtle reminder of what we just did in the cabana. The charity dinner is in full swing now, waiters weaving between tables with trays of expensive food that I barely taste. My mind is still replaying the image of Elizabeth's face when I came all over her tits, right before her husband walked in. Now here I am, sitting across from Coach, making small talk while his wife's pussy is probably still sore from my cock.

"The salmon looks fantastic," Frank says, oblivious to the fact that I just railed his wife less than an hour ago. "Rex, you should try it. Protein's good for those muscle gains."

I flash him my signature smile, the one that's gotten me out of trouble since high school. "Thanks, Coach. I'll give it a shot." My fork stabs into the pink flesh on my plate, but I'm not thinking about food. I'm thinking about Elizabeth's tight cunt clenching around me in that cabana.

Elizabeth shifts beside me, her red dress riding up slightly. I know she's not wearing anything underneath since I tore her bikini. The thought makes my cock twitch. She leans close, her breath warm against my ear, voice low enough that only I can hear.

"Having fun playing the good boy for my husband?" she whispers, her British accent making even that taunt sound classy.

I turn my head slightly, my lips almost brushing her ear. "About as much fun as you're having sitting here with my cum inside you."

Her breath catches, and I can see her nipples harden beneath the thin fabric of her dress. Frank is busy talking to some university administrator on his other side, completely unaware of our exchange.

That's when I feel Elizabeth's elbow nudge me gently. Her eyes dart toward the next table over, where a stunning blonde woman sits with a man who looks like he fell straight out of an accounting textbook. The woman is maybe early forties, but she's aged like fine wine. Tits that defy gravity in a low-cut black dress, legs that go on for days, and the kind of sultry pout that's made for sucking cock. She's looking at me. Not just looking – devouring me with her eyes.

"That's Sophie Miller," Elizabeth whispers, her voice tinged with amusement. "She's a major donor. And from what I hear, her husband is a boring accountant who never touches her."

I raise an eyebrow, intrigued. "Is that right?"

"Mmhmm," Elizabeth hums, taking a sip of her wine. "Poor thing probably hasn't had a good fuck in years. She's practically undressing you with her eyes."

I look directly at Sophie now, not bothering to hide my interest. Our eyes lock, and I see her breath hitch slightly. She bites her lower lip, a perfect little gesture that tells me everything I need to know. I give her a slow smirk, the kind that promises things her husband has never done to her.

Sophie's husband says something to her, but she barely nods, her attention fixed on me. When he turns away to talk to another guest, she gives me a subtle nod. Game on.

Throughout the main course, I keep catching Sophie's eyes on me. Each time, she holds my gaze a little longer, gets a little bolder. Once, she even runs her tongue slowly across her top lip, a move so deliberate it makes my cock stir in my pants. All while her husband sits there, clueless, talking about tax brackets or some other boring shit.

Elizabeth notices every exchange, her hand occasionally sliding onto my thigh under the table. "She wants you bad," she murmurs. "I can practically smell her desperation from here."

"Jealous?" I tease, turning to face her.

Elizabeth laughs softly. "Please. I've had my fill... for now." Her fingers brush against my crotch before retreating. "Besides, I like to share. It makes things more... interesting."

The dessert course arrives – some fancy chocolate thing that probably costs more than most people's dinners. I watch as Sophie takes a bite of hers, the way her lips close around the spoon, how she closes her eyes briefly to savor it. She knows exactly what she's doing.

When she opens her eyes, they're fixed on me again. She dabs her lips with her napkin, then leans over to her husband, whispering something in his ear. He nods, still engaged in conversation with the man on his other side. Sophie stands, smoothing down her dress and making sure I get a good view of her curves. She gives me a meaningful glance before walking toward the exit.

"Bathroom break?" I say casually to no one in particular, standing up. Frank barely acknowledges me, deep in conversation with a booster about next season's prospects.

I follow Sophie at a distance, watching the sway of her ass in that tight dress. She glances back once, making sure I'm following, before disappearing around a corner. When I turn the same corner, a hand grabs my arm, pulling me into a small alcove behind a large potted plant. Sophie presses her body against mine, her tits crushed against my chest.

"I've been watching you all night. And I've heard so many rumors about you," she whispers, her voice husky with desire. Her hand slides down my chest, past my stomach, coming to rest on the growing bulge in my pants. "I wish my husband was half the man you are."

Her palm cups my cock through my pants, squeezing gently. I let out a soft hiss of pleasure, my hands automatically finding her hips.

"Your husband looks pretty fucking boring," I say, pushing my hips slightly against her hand.

Sophie laughs, a low, throaty sound. "You have no idea. He hasn't touched me in months." Her hand continues to massage my cock, which is now fully hard. "All that talk about finance and investments... but he doesn't know how to invest in his own wife."

She glances over her shoulder at the dining room, where we can just see her husband still chatting away, completely unaware that his wife is currently groping a college quarterback in a dark corner.

"I need a real man to fuck me," Sophie says, looking back at me with eyes dark with lust. "Someone who knows what to do with all this." She guides my hand to her ass, letting me feel the firm flesh beneath the thin fabric of her dress.

I squeeze hard, making her gasp. "I think that can be arranged."

Sophie glances at her husband one more time, then grabs my hand. "Come on," she says, pulling me toward the bank of elevators at the end of the hall. "My suite is on the tenth floor."

As the elevator doors close behind us, she presses herself against me again, her mouth finding mine in a hungry kiss. Her tongue pushes past my lips, demanding and desperate. I grab her ass with both hands now, pulling her hips against mine so she can feel exactly what she's getting herself into.

"My husband would never fuck me like this," she moans against my mouth. "He's so... gentle."

I push her against the elevator wall, my hand finding the hem of her dress. "I'm not gentle," I growl, sliding my hand up her thigh to discover she's not wearing any underwear.

Sophie's breath catches as my fingers brush against her pussy. "Good," she whispers, eyes locked on mine as the elevator climbs. "I don't want gentle. I want you to make me forget my own name."

The elevator dings as we reach the tenth floor. Sophie leads me down the hallway, her fingers entwined with mine, walking quickly like she's afraid she might change her mind if she slows down. At her door, she fumbles with the keycard, her hands shaking slightly with anticipation.

I lean in close, my breath hot against her ear. "Nervous?"

She looks up at me, desire and defiance mixing in her eyes. "No," she says, pushing the door open. "I'm fucking starving."

The door to Sophie's suite barely closes before she's on me, manicured nails clawing at my tuxedo jacket, ripping it off my shoulders. I kick the door shut with my heel as she fumbles with the lock, her breath coming in short, desperate pants. The suite is massive – probably costs more per night than most people's monthly rent – but I don't have time to admire the view. Sophie spins around, her eyes wild with hunger, and pushes me backward until my knees hit the edge of the king-sized bed. I fall back onto Egyptian cotton sheets as she climbs on top of me, her expensive dress hiking up around her thighs.

"I saw you today with Elizabeth… at the cabana," she breathes, grinding her hips against my already hard cock. "The way you move... the way you look at women... God, I needed this."

I grab her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh as she rocks against me. Her blonde hair falls in waves around her face, her lipstick already smudged from our elevator kiss. For a woman in her forties, she's fucking hot – tits still perky, waist narrow, skin smooth and tan. The kind of woman who spends her husband's money on personal trainers and spa days while he's busy making more of it.

"Your husband know you're up here about to fuck a college kid?" I taunt, my hands sliding up to cup her tits through her dress.

Sophie moans, arching her back to push her chest further into my hands. "He wouldn't even notice if I told him," she says, her voice bitter and horny at the same time. "Too busy networking. Always networking."

I sit up suddenly, capturing her mouth in a brutal kiss. Her lips part instantly, her tongue meeting mine with equal aggression. She tastes like expensive wine and desperation. My hands find the neckline of her dress, and I yank down hard, tearing the delicate fabric to expose her breasts. She gasps into my mouth but doesn't protest – just the opposite, her hips grind harder against me.

"Yes," she hisses as I lower my mouth to her nipple, sucking it roughly between my teeth. "Oh god, yes."

Her tits are real – not the biggest I've had, but perfect handfuls with responsive pink nipples that harden under my tongue. I bite down just hard enough to make her cry out, then soothe the sting with a slow lick. My hands roam her body, pushing her ruined dress further up her thighs until it's bunched around her waist.

"I want you to fuck me while I tell you about my husband," she pants, her fingers tangling in my hair as I switch to her other breast. "Tell me how much better you are than him."

The request makes my cock throb. This rich bitch wants to be degraded, wants to degrade her husband while getting railed by a guy young enough to be her son. I'm happy to oblige.

"What's to tell?" I growl against her skin, my hands gripping her ass roughly. "He obviously can't handle a woman like you. Look at you – so fucking desperate for a real cock."

Sophie whimpers, her eyes glazing over with lust. "He hasn't touched me in months," she confesses, her voice breaking slightly. "Says he's too tired from work. Too stressed."

I laugh, low and mean. "I've got a full course load and football practice every day, and I've still got enough energy to make you scream."

With a sudden movement, I flip us over so she's on her back, legs splayed open beneath me. I rip her dress all the way up, exposing her completely. No panties – just like I thought. Her pussy is waxed completely bare, already glistening wet.

"Let's see if you taste as good as you look," I say, sliding down her body. I push her thighs wider apart, exposing her completely.

"Oh god," she gasps, her hands finding my hair again. "Please..."

I don't tease – not yet. I dive in, my tongue flat against her slit, licking from her entrance to her clit in one long stroke. Sophie's back arches off the bed, a strangled cry escaping her lips. She tastes expensive somehow, like she uses designer soap on her pussy. I lap at her like I'm dying of thirst, my tongue circling her clit before plunging inside her.

"Fuck! Rex!" she cries out, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. "Just like that, oh my god!"

I work her with my tongue, alternating between long, slow licks and quick flicks against her clit. Her hips buck against my face, trying to get more pressure, more friction. I pull back slightly, making her whimper in frustration.

"Beg for it," I command, my breath hot against her sensitive flesh. "Beg for my cock."

Sophie's eyes are wild, her chest heaving with each breath. Her makeup is smeared, her hair a mess against the pillows. She looks completely undone already, and I haven't even fucked her yet.

"Please," she whines, her hips lifting off the bed. "Please fuck me, Rex. I need your cock inside me."

I circle her entrance with my finger, pushing just the tip inside her. "Tell me how your husband fucks you," I demand.

Sophie's face contorts with frustration and need. "He doesn't," she gasps as I push my finger deeper. "When he does, it's... gentle. Quick. He won't even look at me."

I add a second finger, pumping them slowly in and out of her. "And how do you want me to fuck you?"

Her eyes dart to the door, a flash of excitement crossing her face at the thought of getting caught. "Hard," she moans, pushing against my hand. "Rough. Make me feel it tomorrow."

I curl my fingers inside her, finding that spot that makes women lose their minds. Sophie's whole body jerks, a loud moan tearing from her throat.

"What if your husband walks in?" I ask, my thumb finding her clit as my fingers continue their assault. "What if he sees his wife getting finger-fucked by a college quarterback?"

"Oh god," she gasps, her inner walls clenching around my fingers. Her eyes fix on the door again, widening slightly. The idea turns her on even more; I can feel her getting wetter. "He wouldn't... he's still at dinner..."

"You sure about that?" I tease, working her harder. "Maybe he's wondering where his wife disappeared to."

Sophie spreads her legs wider, her body responding to the danger. "Please, Rex," she begs, her voice desperate now. "I need your cock. I need you to fuck me."

I stand up, unbuckling my belt slowly, making her watch as I free my cock. Her eyes widen at the size of it, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Jesus," she whispers, "you're huge."

"Bigger than your husband?" I taunt, stroking myself a few times.

Sophie nods frantically. "So much bigger. Please, Rex. Please fuck me."

I position myself between her spread thighs, rubbing the head of my cock through her soaked folds. She's dripping wet, her pussy practically begging to be filled. I push just the tip in, watching her face contort with pleasure.

"You want this college cock?" I growl, holding her hips down as she tries to push against me.

"Yes!" she cries out, her hands gripping the sheets. "God, yes!"

I slam into her in one hard thrust, burying myself to the hilt. Sophie screams, her back arching off the bed. Her pussy is tight around me, gripping my cock like she's afraid I'll pull out and leave her empty.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her eyes wide with shock and pleasure. "Oh my god, Rex!"

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. I set a brutal pace, each thrust making her tits bounce. The headboard slams against the wall with each movement, loud enough that anyone walking past would know exactly what's happening in here.

Sophie's eyes keep darting to the door, her pussy clenching tighter around me each time. The fear of getting caught is making her even hotter, her body responding to the danger.

"What would your husband say?" I grunt, driving into her harder. "If he saw you like this? Taking a young cock so deep you can barely breathe?"

"Oh god," she moans, her nails raking down my back. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

I grab her legs, pushing them up toward her chest to change the angle. The new position lets me hit even deeper, and Sophie's eyes roll back in her head.

"There!" she screams, her whole body tensing. "Right there! Oh fuck, I'm going to cum!"

I hammer into her, hitting that spot with each thrust. Sophie's moans get higher, more frantic, her pussy squeezing me tighter and tighter. When she finally comes, her entire body goes rigid, her back arching off the bed as a scream tears from her throat. Her inner walls convulse around my cock, milking me, trying to pull me deeper.

"Rex! Fuck! Yes!" she cries out, her orgasm ripping through her with an intensity that surprises even me.

I keep fucking her through it, not slowing my pace, watching as pleasure and borderline pain war on her face. Her legs shake uncontrollably around my waist, her pussy so wet now that I can hear the obscene sounds of our bodies slapping together.

As her orgasm subsides, Sophie collapses back onto the bed, chest heaving, eyes glazed. But I'm nowhere near done with her yet.

I stand up over Sophie's trembling body, her first orgasm still rippling through her as I grab her legs and position them over my shoulders. Her eyes are glazed, mascara smeared down her cheeks, lipstick completely gone. She looks fucking wrecked already, and I've barely started with her. I slide into her again, my cock pushing deep into her soaked pussy, making her gasp as I bottom out. The position lets me go deeper, hitting spots her accountant husband probably doesn't know exist. I start thrusting hard and fast, my balls slapping against her ass with each powerful stroke. Sophie's moans get louder, her tits bouncing with each impact. That's when we hear it – the click of a keycard in the door.

Sophie's eyes widen, darting toward the entrance. For a split second, I think she's going to push me off, to scramble for the sheets, to try hiding what we're doing. But instead, her pussy clenches around me, gripping my cock tighter, and a slow, wicked smile spreads across her flushed face.

The door swings open, and her husband walks in, still dressed in his boring dinner suit, his eyes on his phone. "Sophie? Are you in here? I've been looking—"

His words cut off abruptly as he looks up. The phone slips from his fingers, clattering to the carpet. His face drains of color, then floods red as his brain processes what he's seeing: his wife, legs spread wide, with a muscular young man balls-deep inside her.

I don't stop thrusting. If anything, I increase my pace, slamming into Sophie harder, making her breasts bounce obscenely. Her husband stands frozen in the doorway, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water, no words coming out.

A slow, cruel smile spreads across Sophie's face as she locks eyes with him. She doesn't look ashamed or embarrassed – she looks triumphant.

"There you are, darling," she purrs, her voice dripping with condescension. "Come on in. Don't be shy. Rex was just showing me what a real man feels like."

Her husband's face contorts with shock, hurt, and humiliation. He takes a stumbling half-step forward, then stops, unsure what to do. His eyes dart between his wife's face and where my cock is disappearing into her body with each thrust.

I grin at him over my shoulder, never breaking my rhythm. "Hey, man," I say casually, as if we've run into each other at the hotel bar and not while I'm fucking his wife. "Great party downstairs."

Sophie laughs, the sound turning into a moan as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "Oh god, Rex," she cries out, looking right at her husband. "Tell me you're better than him. Tell me you're going to ruin me."

Her husband makes a choked sound, like someone punched him in the stomach. He should leave. He should scream or shout or try to fight me. But he just stands there, watching, utterly paralyzed by the scene unfolding before him.

I grab a fistful of Sophie's hair, yanking her head back so she has to look at me instead of her husband. "I'm going to ruin you, Sophie," I growl, loud enough for him to hear every word. "I'm going to make you forget his name."

Her back arches at my words, a high-pitched moan escaping her lips. I pound into her harder, the wet slapping sounds of our bodies colliding filling the suite. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard slamming rhythmically against the wall.

"Look at him," I command Sophie, loosening my grip on her hair so she can turn her head toward where her husband stands. "Look at him while I fuck you."

Sophie obeys, her eyes locking with her husband's as I drive into her. "Can you see how big he is?" she gasps between thrusts. "How deep he's fucking me? You've never made me feel like this, never."

Her husband's face crumples, but he still doesn't move. His eyes are fixed on the spot where my cock disappears into his wife's pussy. I angle my hips slightly, making sure he gets a good view of my shaft glistening with his wife's juices.

"Your wife's got a great pussy," I tell him conversationally, as if discussing the weather. "So tight. So wet. Makes me wonder when the last time was you actually fucked her properly."

"Months," Sophie moans, her hands gripping the sheets. "It's been months, and even then, it was nothing like this."

I shift positions slightly, grabbing Sophie's legs and pushing them wider apart, giving her husband an unobstructed view of everything. "Watch closely," I tell him, slowing my pace so he can see every detail of my cock stretching his wife's pussy. "This is how you're supposed to fuck a woman like Sophie."

Her husband makes another strangled sound, his hands clenching and unclenching at his sides. There are tears in his eyes now, but he still doesn't leave. Can't leave. He's transfixed by his own humiliation.

"Harder!" Sophie begs, her eyes still on her husband. "Fuck me harder! Show him how it's done!"

I oblige, increasing my pace again, slamming into her with enough force to make the entire bed shake. Sophie's moans turn to screams, her body writhing beneath me. Her husband flinches with each sound she makes, each one a knife twisting in his gut.

"You like watching your wife get fucked by a college quarterback?" I taunt him, my voice rough with exertion. "Like seeing how a real man handles her?"

He doesn't answer – can't answer – but Sophie does. "He loves it," she gasps, her words punctuated by my thrusts. "Look at him. He's getting hard watching you fuck me."

I glance at her husband's crotch and, sure enough, there's a visible bulge in his pants. The poor bastard is getting turned on watching his wife get railed by another man. That's some next-level pathetic shit.

"Stroke yourself," Sophie commands her husband, her voice suddenly sharp with authority. "Take it out and stroke yourself while you watch."

To my surprise, her husband's trembling hands move to his belt buckle. He fumbles with it, his eyes never leaving the spot where my cock is pistoning in and out of his wife. When he finally frees his erection, I have to suppress a laugh. No wonder Sophie came looking for me – her husband's dick is half the size of mine.

"See what I've been dealing with?" Sophie says to me, her voice a mix of disgust and amusement. "That's why I needed a real man. That's why I needed you."

I grab her hips, lifting them slightly to change the angle of my thrusts. Sophie's eyes roll back in her head, a strangled cry escaping her lips. "Oh fuck! Right there! Don't stop!"

Her husband watches, one hand slowly stroking his pathetic cock, his face a mask of shame and arousal. Tears stream down his cheeks now, but he doesn't look away, doesn't stop touching himself.

"I'm going to cum again," Sophie announces, her voice rising in pitch. "I'm going to cum on his big cock while you watch, darling!"

Her inner walls start to clench around me rhythmically, her body tensing as her orgasm approaches. I pound into her harder, faster, determined to make this a show her husband will never forget.

"That's it," I growl, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. "Cum for me. Show him how a real man makes you feel."

Sophie's back arches off the bed, her mouth open in a silent scream as her orgasm hits her with full force. Her pussy spasms around my cock, squeezing me tight as waves of pleasure wrack her body. She's never looked more beautiful than in this moment of complete abandonment, with her husband watching from the doorway, jerking his small cock with tears in his eyes.

"Rex! Oh god! Yes! YES!" she finally screams, her body shaking uncontrollably beneath me.

I keep pounding through her orgasm, not giving her a moment to recover. Her husband watches, his hand moving faster on his dick, his breathing ragged. He's close too, the pathetic fuck, getting off on his own humiliation.

As Sophie comes down from her high, her body going limp beneath me, I finally slow my pace, but I don't stop. I'm not done with her yet. Not even close. And her husband is still standing there, still watching, still stroking himself.

I feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening as I continue to slam into Sophie's soaked pussy. Her husband is still there in the doorway, stroking his sad excuse for a cock while tears stream down his face. The sight of him – this pathetic, broken man watching another guy fuck his wife – pushes me closer to the edge. I grab Sophie's thighs, pushing them wider apart, making sure her husband can see every detail of my cock stretching his wife's pussy. I want this image burned into his brain forever: his beautiful wife, legs spread wide, taking my thick cock deeper than he's ever been able to reach.

"You want to see something really good?" I call out to him, my voice rough with exertion. "Watch this. I'm about to fill your wife's pussy with my cum."

His eyes widen, his hand faltering on his cock. He opens his mouth as if to protest, but no words come out. Sophie moans loudly at my words, her back arching off the bed.

"Yes!" she cries, looking directly at her husband. "I want him to cum inside me! I want to feel it!"

The husband makes a choked sound, somewhere between a sob and a moan. His hand resumes its pathetic stroking, faster now, more desperate. He's getting off on this – on watching another man about to cum inside his wife.

I pound into Sophie harder, my cock driving so deep I can feel her cervix with each thrust. She's so fucking wet, her pussy making obscene squelching sounds each time I slam into her. Sweat drips down my chest, my muscles burning with the effort of maintaining this punishing pace.

"You hear that?" I grunt at her husband. "Your wife wants my cum inside her. When's the last time she begged for yours?"

He doesn't answer, but his face tells me everything I need to know. Sophie laughs, the sound cutting off into a gasp as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her.

"Never," she answers for him, her voice dripping with contempt. "He always pulls out. Afraid I might get pregnant."

I grab her hips, lifting them slightly to change the angle of my thrusts. "I'm not afraid," I growl, feeling her pussy clench around me at my words. "I'm going to flood your wife's womb with my cum, and she's going to fucking love it."

Sophie's eyes roll back, her body responding to my words as much as my cock. "Yes!" she screams. "Do it! Cum inside me!"

Her husband's breathing becomes more labored, his hand moving frantically on his cock. He's close too, the sick fuck, about to cum while watching another man seed his wife.

I increase my pace, my thrusts becoming more erratic as my orgasm approaches. Sophie's nails dig into my shoulders, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper. Her pussy is clenching around me rhythmically now – she's close to another climax.

"Look at him," I command her, nodding toward her husband. "Look at him while I fill you up."

Sophie turns her head, her eyes locking with her husband's as I drive into her relentlessly. The connection between them – husband and wife – makes this moment even more twisted, even more erotic. He's watching his wife get the fucking of her life, and she's making sure he sees every moment, feels every ounce of his inadequacy.

"I'm cumming again," Sophie announces, her voice rising in pitch. "He's making me cum again!"

Her husband's face contorts with a mixture of arousal and despair. His hand moves faster on his cock, his breathing coming in short, sharp gasps.

"That's right," I growl, feeling my own orgasm barreling toward me. "Cum on my cock while your husband watches. Show him what a real man does to you."

Sophie's back arches off the bed, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise as her orgasm hits her. She screams my name, her body shaking beneath me, her eyes never leaving her husband's face.

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go. My cock pulses, pumping load after load of hot cum deep into her womb. I groan through clenched teeth, the intensity of my orgasm making my vision blur at the edges.

"Fuck!" I grunt, my hips jerking against hers with each spurt of cum. "Take it all, Sophie. Every fucking drop."

Sophie moans, her inner walls milking my cock, drawing out every last bit of my seed. Her eyes are still fixed on her husband, a triumphant smile playing on her lips despite her breathless state.

At the same moment, her husband gasps, his body tensing as he cums into his own hand. It's pathetic – a sad little orgasm to match his sad little dick. When he opens his eyes, the reality of what just happened seems to hit him anew. He stands there, cum dripping from his fingers, looking utterly broken.

I stay inside Sophie for a moment longer, enjoying the aftershocks that ripple through her body. Then I slowly pull out, watching as my cum immediately starts to leak from her well-fucked pussy. The sight is primal and satisfying – evidence of my conquest.

"Clean me up," I order Sophie, moving up her body until my cock is hovering near her face.

Without hesitation, Sophie leans forward and takes me into her mouth. Her tongue swirls around my sensitive head, tasting our combined fluids. Those perfect lips stretch around my semi-hard cock, sucking me clean with enthusiasm while her husband watches in silence.

I reach down, cupping her tits as she works. They're slick with sweat, her nipples still hard against my palms. I squeeze roughly, making her moan around my cock.

"Your wife gives great head," I tell her husband conversationally. "But you probably already know that."

His face flushes darker, his eyes dropping to the floor in shame. He's tucked his limp dick back into his pants but hasn't moved from the doorway. Just standing there like a statue, paralyzed by his own humiliation.

When Sophie finishes cleaning my cock, she looks up at me with those big blue eyes, a mixture of satisfaction and worship in her gaze. I pat her cheek, perhaps a bit too roughly, then stand up and start gathering my clothes.

"You've got quite a woman here," I say to the husband as I pull on my pants. "Too bad you don't know what to do with her."

Sophie laughs from the bed, not bothering to cover herself. My cum is still leaking from between her thighs, staining the expensive hotel sheets. She looks thoroughly fucked and completely satisfied.

I finish dressing, taking my time, enjoying the tension that fills the room. The husband still hasn't said a word – what could he possibly say at this point? His wife just had multiple orgasms with another man while he watched and jerked off.

When I'm fully dressed, I walk toward the door where he's still standing. He steps aside automatically, making way for me to pass. As I draw level with him, I stop and look him directly in the eyes.

"Thank you for the donation," I say with a smirk. "I hope you appreciated my donation for your wife."

His face crumples again, fresh tears welling in his eyes. I pat him on the shoulder as I pass, the gesture deliberately condescending.

"See you at the breakfast buffet," I call back to Sophie as I exit the suite, not bothering to close the door behind me.


Chapter 5

The morning sun beats down on my shoulders as I push through the glass doors leading to the hotel's pool deck. My head should be pounding after last night – fucking Coach's wife, then railing that donor's wife right in front of her husband – but I feel fucking fantastic. Being a star quarterback has its perks, and unlimited stamina is definitely one of them. The pool area is already filling up with hotel guests, mostly rich fuckers trying to show off their designer swimwear and fake tans. I toss my towel onto an empty lounger, enjoying the way conversations pause and heads turn as I walk past. My body tends to have that effect – tanned skin stretched over hard muscle, the result of years of football training and good genetics. I don't bother being modest. When you look this good, why would you?

I stretch lazily, making sure everyone gets a good look at the ridges of my abs and the V-line disappearing into my swim shorts. A few older women at the nearby tables nearly drop their mimosas. Yeah, I still got it, even after last night's marathon. The sun feels good on my skin as I scan the pool area, checking out the talent. That's when I see her.

She's lounging by the far edge of the pool, partially hidden behind an oversized potted palm. Mid-forties probably, but with the kind of body most twenty-year-olds would kill for. Her bikini is a joke – two tiny triangles barely covering nipples that are clearly hard beneath the thin fabric, and a bottom that might as well be dental floss. Her skin is golden-brown, oiled to a perfect sheen that makes her look like a trophy. Long legs, flat stomach, tits that are definitely fake but in the best possible way – perky and round and begging to be squeezed.

Our eyes meet across the pool deck, and she doesn't look away. Instead, she smiles and takes a deliberate sip of her colorful cocktail, her tongue darting out to catch a drop on the rim of the glass. The move is practiced, calculated, and sexy as hell. I smirk back at her, letting my eyes roam obviously over her body. She doesn't mind. Actually, she shifts slightly, arching her back to push those perfect tits up higher, giving me a better view.

I grab a bottle of water from a passing server and make my way toward the pool, deliberately taking a path that will lead me past her lounger. As I get closer, I can see more details – honey-blonde hair falling in beach waves to her shoulders, pouty lips painted a glossy pink, designer sunglasses perched on her perfect nose. She's not just hot for her age – she's fucking hot, period.

She watches me approach, a smile playing on those glossy lips. When I'm almost to her lounger, she stands up in one fluid motion, intercepting my path. Up close, she's even more stunning – those tits are definitely the work of an excellent surgeon, but the rest of her seems natural. Just really, really well maintained.

"You're Rex Ryder," she says. It's not a question. Her voice is slightly husky, like she just woke up or just had sex. Maybe both.

I flash her my signature grin, the one that's gotten me into more panties than I can count. "That's what they tell me."

She laughs, a genuine sound that makes her even more attractive. "I'm Kate," she says, extending a manicured hand. "I'm a huge fan."

I take her hand, but instead of shaking it, I bring it to my lips for a kiss. Old-school move, but it works every time. "Always nice to meet a fan," I say, letting my lips linger on her skin a moment longer than necessary.

Kate doesn't pull her hand away immediately. "I've watched all your games," she says, her eyes traveling down my chest to the waistband of my shorts. "You're even more impressive in person."

"You haven't seen my best moves yet," I reply, letting the double meaning hang in the air between us.

Kate bites her lower lip, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "I bet I haven't."

She steps closer, her breasts almost brushing against my chest. The smell of her expensive perfume – something tropical and intoxicating – fills my nostrils. Her cocktail glass is still in her hand, condensation making it slippery in the heat.

"Oops!" she gasps as the glass tips, spilling cold, pink liquid down the front of my shorts. The icy liquid hits my cock, making me flinch slightly. "Oh my god," she says, reaching out immediately to help wipe it off. "I'm so clumsy."

Her hand presses against my crotch, ostensibly dabbing at the spilled drink, but her fingers linger, squeezing slightly. Our eyes meet, and there's nothing accidental about what's happening.

"I think you need to go change," she says, her voice dropping to a whisper. Her hand is still on my shorts, which are quickly becoming tented despite the cold liquid. "I have a cabana right here."

She nods toward a nearby private cabana – one of the expensive ones with actual walls and a door instead of just curtains. Her hand finally leaves my crotch, but only to slide up my abs, tracing the ridges of muscle.

"That's convenient," I say, catching her wrist. "Lead the way."

Kate smiles, a knowing look in her eyes as she turns and walks toward the cabana. Her ass is a work of art in that tiny bikini, each cheek perfectly round and tight, swaying hypnotically as she walks. I follow, not caring who sees the obvious bulge in my wet shorts. Let them look. Let them all see who's about to fuck this hot MILF senseless.

The cabana is luxurious – far nicer than the one where I fucked Elizabeth yesterday. This one has actual furnishings: a plush daybed, a small bar setup, even a private bathroom. The walls are solid on three sides, with the fourth being a frosted glass door facing the pool. When Kate closes it behind us, the sounds of the pool area dim instantly.

"Nice place," I comment, looking around. "Must have cost a pretty penny."

Kate shrugs, dropping her cover-up on a chair. "My husband's company is paying for it. He's at some boring conference all day." She steps closer to me, her fingers trailing down my chest again. "Such a shame to waste it..."

I grab her wrist, stopping her wandering hand. Her eyes widen slightly, a flash of surprise crossing her face.

"You're in trouble now," I growl, my voice dropping to a dangerous register.

Kate's pupils dilate, her breathing quickening visibly. "Am I?" she whispers, not pulling away from my grip.

I back her up against the wall, pinning her there with my body. Her tits press against my chest, her nipples hard points beneath the thin bikini fabric. I lean down, my lips hovering just above hers.

"You spilled that drink on purpose," I accuse, my free hand finding her hip, fingers digging into the soft flesh.

She doesn't deny it. Instead, she licks her lips, her eyes dropping to my mouth. "And what if I did?"

I press harder against her, letting her feel exactly how hard my cock is. "Then you'd better be prepared to deal with the consequences."

Kate's breath hitches, her body arching slightly into mine. "I'm counting on it," she breathes.

I crash my lips onto hers, not bothering with gentleness. This isn't about romance or seduction – we both know exactly what this is. My tongue pushes into her mouth, claiming it roughly. She tastes like her fruity cocktail and expensive lipgloss, sweet and artificial.

Her arms wrap around my neck, pulling me closer as she kisses me back with equal ferocity. One of her legs hooks around my waist, grinding her barely-covered pussy against the bulge in my shorts.

"I've wanted this since I first saw you play," she admits when we break for air, her chest heaving. "You have no idea how many times I've touched myself thinking about you."

I grab her ass with both hands, lifting her so both legs wrap around my waist. "Show me," I command, carrying her toward the daybed. "Show me exactly what you want the star quarterback to do to you."

Kate's eyes darken with lust as I toss her onto the soft surface. "Everything," she whispers, reaching behind her back to untie her bikini top. "I want you to do everything to me."

Kate's bikini top falls away, revealing perfect round tits with small pink nipples that are already hard. I don't waste time admiring them – I dive right in, capturing one nipple between my teeth and biting down just hard enough to make her gasp. My hands are everywhere, greedy and rough, grabbing, squeezing, claiming every inch of her tanned skin. I yank her bikini bottoms off with one brutal motion, tearing the flimsy material in the process. She doesn't complain – just spreads her legs wider, inviting me to take what we both know I want. I strip off my wet shorts, my cock springing free, already rock hard and ready. Kate's eyes widen at the sight, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation.

"Jesus," she breathes, her hand moving to wrap around my shaft. "You're fucking huge."

I slap her hand away, grabbing a fistful of her honey-blonde hair instead. "Did I say you could touch me?" I growl, yanking her head back to expose her throat.

Kate's breath catches, her eyes darkening with lust. She likes it rough – I can tell from the way her pussy glistens with wetness already, from how her nipples harden further at my show of dominance.

"No," she whispers, her body trembling slightly.

"No, what?" I demand, tightening my grip on her hair.

"No... sir," she adds, getting the hint immediately.

I smirk, releasing her hair only to grab her shoulders and flip her onto her stomach. "Ass up," I command, and she complies instantly, raising her hips off the daybed. Her ass is perfect – round, firm, tanned all over with no tan lines. This bitch definitely sunbathes naked.

I deliver a sharp slap to her left cheek, watching the skin turn pink under my handprint. Kate moans, pushing her ass higher in blatant invitation. I spank her other cheek just as hard, enjoying the jiggle of her flesh and the gasp that escapes her lips.

"You like that?" I taunt, raining down a series of slaps on her ass until it's glowing red. "You like being treated like the dirty little slut you are?"

"Yes," she moans, her face pressed into the daybed. "God, yes. Use me, Rex."

I grab her hips, positioning myself behind her. Without warning or preparation, I thrust into her in one hard stroke, burying myself to the hilt. Kate screams, her back arching as her body stretches to accommodate me.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her hands gripping the edges of the daybed. "So big!"

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. I set a brutal pace, each thrust making her entire body jerk forward. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes in the cabana, mixed with Kate's increasingly desperate moans.

Grabbing a fistful of her hair again, I pull her head back sharply, forcing her spine into a bow. "Take it," I grunt, pounding into her harder. "Take every inch."

"Yes! Fuck me!" she gasps, pushing back against my thrusts. "Harder! Use me!"

I lean forward, gathering saliva in my mouth before spitting directly onto her face. Kate moans at the degradation, her pussy clenching around me. Definitely a submissive freak – the dirtier I treat her, the wetter she gets.

"You're nothing but a fucktoy," I tell her, emphasizing my words with particularly hard thrusts. "Just a tight hole for me to use."

"Yes," she agrees breathlessly, her body shaking with each impact. "Just a toy. Your toy."

I release her hair to grab both her wrists, pinning them behind her back with one hand while the other grips her hip for leverage. The position leaves her completely helpless, face down on the daybed with her ass in the air, taking my cock like the slut she is.

That's when I notice movement through the frosted glass door of the cabana. Someone is watching us. I adjust my angle slightly to get a better view without interrupting my rhythm, and what I see makes my cock throb even harder inside Kate.

Elizabeth is standing there, partially hidden by a potted plant, her eyes fixed on us through the glass. She's wearing a white cover-up over what I assume is her swimsuit, but her hand is unmistakably between her legs, moving in small circles. Coach's prim and proper British wife is fingering herself while watching me rail another woman.

Our eyes lock through the glass, and Elizabeth doesn't look away. Instead, her free hand moves to her breast, squeezing it through the thin fabric of her cover-up. I can see her nipples hardening, her chest rising and falling with quickened breath. She bites her lower lip, her fingers moving faster between her legs.

The sight of Elizabeth watching, getting off on my performance, sends a surge of fresh arousal through me. I pound into Kate harder, my eyes never leaving Elizabeth's face. It's like we're connected by an invisible thread of lust, performing for each other across the barrier of frosted glass.

"Oh god, Rex!" Kate screams beneath me, unaware of our audience. "I'm close! I'm so fucking close!"

I grab her hair again, pulling her head back to whisper in her ear. "Cum for me, slut. Cum on my cock."

Kate's body responds instantly to my command, her pussy clenching around me as an orgasm tears through her. She screams my name, her entire body shaking with the force of her climax. Through it all, I keep my eyes on Elizabeth, whose movements are becoming more frantic, more desperate.

"Rex," Kate gasps as her orgasm subsides, her body going limp beneath me. "Slow down... just for a second..."

I ignore her request completely, maintaining my punishing pace. If anything, I fuck her harder, putting on a show for Elizabeth. I flip Kate onto her back, hooking her legs over my shoulders to fold her nearly in half. The new angle lets me drive even deeper, making Kate cry out with each thrust.

"Too much!" she gasps, her eyes wide and glazed. "Oh god, Rex!"

"Take it, you fucking slut" I growl, slamming into her with renewed vigor. "Take all of it."

Through the glass, I watch as Elizabeth's hand movements become more frantic. She's close too, her hips moving slightly against her fingers. The knowledge that Coach's wife is getting herself off watching me fuck another woman is intoxicating. I put on a show for her, grabbing Kate's tits roughly, squeezing them together, pinching her nipples until she cries out.

"You like being watched?" I whisper to Kate, curious if she's noticed our audience.

Her eyes widen slightly, darting toward the glass door. When she spots Elizabeth, a new moan escapes her lips, her pussy clenching around me again.

"Oh my god," she gasps. "Someone's watching us."

"Does that turn you on?" I ask, though I can feel the answer in the way her body responds, getting wetter, tighter around my cock. "Knowing someone's getting off watching you get fucked?"

"Yes," Kate admits, her eyes now fixed on Elizabeth. "Fuck yes."

I pound into her harder, angling my hips to hit her g-spot with each thrust. Kate's moans rise in pitch, her body tensing beneath me as another orgasm builds. Through the glass, I can see Elizabeth's face contort with pleasure, her movements becoming erratic. We're all racing toward the finish line together, connected by voyeurism and exhibitionism.

"Cum again," I order Kate, my voice rough with exertion. "Cum while she watches you."

Kate's back arches off the daybed, her pussy clamping down on my cock as her second orgasm crashes over her. "Fuck! Rex! Yes!" she screams, her nails raking down my back hard enough to draw blood.

The sight of Kate coming undone beneath me pushes Elizabeth over the edge too. I watch as her body goes rigid, her mouth opening in a silent scream as she climaxes against her own hand. Her eyes never leave mine, even as pleasure washes over her face.

The connection between us in that moment is more intimate than any physical touch. We're fucking different people, yet somehow fucking each other through the glass barrier. Her eyes tell me she's imagining it's her beneath me, taking the pounding I'm giving Kate.

Kate collapses beneath me, utterly spent, her body slick with sweat and her makeup ruined. "Please," she gasps, her voice barely audible. "I need a break. It's too much."

But I don't stop. I can't stop. Not while Elizabeth is watching, her hand still moving between her legs despite her recent orgasm. I keep pounding into Kate, using her body like the toy she wanted to be, my eyes locked with Elizabeth's through the glass.

"Who's the slut now?" I mouth to Elizabeth, making sure she can read my lips.

She smiles, a slow, wicked curve of her lips that tells me exactly what she's thinking: We both are.

I slam into Kate with renewed fury, my hands gripping her throat as I pound her into the daybed. Her eyes are glazed, mascara streaking down her cheeks from tears of pleasure-pain. She's beyond words now, just making choked, animal sounds each time my hips crash against hers. But I'm not doing this for her anymore. My entire focus is on Elizabeth outside the glass door, her hand still working frantically between her legs as she watches me destroy this MILF beneath me. There's something primal and fucked up about having Coach's wife watch me fuck another woman – especially after what we did yesterday. The eye contact between us is electric, charged with unspoken promises of what will happen the next time I get her alone.

"You're nothing but a hole," I growl at Kate, tightening my grip on her throat just enough to make her gasp for air. Her pussy clenches around me at the words, her body betraying how much she loves the degradation. "Just a fucking toy for me to use."

I release her throat only to flip her onto her stomach again, yanking her hips up and driving back into her with enough force to make the entire daybed creak beneath us. My palm comes down hard on her ass, leaving yet another red handprint on her already marked skin. Kate cries out, her face pressed into the mattress, but pushes her ass back against me, silently begging for more.

Through the glass, Elizabeth's eyes widen at my brutality. Instead of turning away in disgust, her hand moves faster between her legs, her other hand now inside her swimsuit top, pinching her nipple hard enough that I can see the fabric moving. She's getting off on this – on watching me be rough with another woman. The knowledge makes me even harder inside Kate, my cock swelling with fresh arousal.

I grab a fistful of Kate's honey-blonde hair, pulling her head back painfully. "Look at her," I command, forcing Kate's face toward the glass door. "Look at her fingering herself while watching you get fucked."

Kate's eyes focus on Elizabeth, a moan escaping her lips at the sight. "Oh god," she gasps, her pussy clenching around me. "She's... watching us..."

"She's getting off on it," I grunt, punctuating each word with a brutal thrust. "On watching me use you like the worthless slut you are."

Outside, Elizabeth is bolder now that she knows we can see her. She pulls aside her swimsuit bottom, giving me a clear view of her fingers working her pussy. With her other hand, she pulls down the top of her swimsuit, exposing one perfect breast to my hungry gaze. She pinches her nipple hard, her eyes locked with mine through the glass.

The sight drives me wild. I pound into Kate with animal ferocity, my balls slapping against her with each thrust. I'm barely aware of Kate anymore – she's just a vessel for my lust, a way to show Elizabeth what she can expect later. My hands dig into Kate's hips hard enough to leave bruises, holding her in place as I use her body for my pleasure.

"I'm... cumming... again," Kate stammers between thrusts, her voice breaking with the force of my assault. "Oh god, Rex! Yes!"

Her pussy spasms around my cock, milking me as another orgasm tears through her. Her entire body shakes beneath me, but I don't slow down. If anything, I fuck her harder through her climax, prolonging it until she's sobbing with overwhelming sensation.

"Please," she begs when she can speak again, her voice hoarse from screaming. "I can't... no more..."

I ignore her pleas, my attention fully on Elizabeth. She's close again – I can tell from the way her hips move against her hand, from the flush spreading across her chest and neck. Her eyes are half-lidded with pleasure but still fixed on mine. We're fucking each other with our eyes while I use Kate's body as a proxy.

The pressure is building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening as I approach my limit. I've been holding back, putting on a show, but now I want to finish this. I want Elizabeth to see me cum, to know what's waiting for her.

"I'm going to cum on your face," I tell Kate, pulling out of her abruptly. "Get on your knees."

Kate complies immediately despite her exhaustion, sliding off the daybed and dropping to her knees on the cabana floor. She looks up at me, her face a mess of sweat and tears, but her eyes still hungry. I position myself in front of her, stroking my cock with one hand while the other grips her hair to hold her head steady.

Outside, Elizabeth mimics our position, dropping to her knees on the pool deck, hidden from other guests by the large potted plant. Her fingers move frantically between her legs as she watches, her free hand squeezing her exposed breast. She's close – we both are.

"Open your mouth," I command Kate, my strokes becoming faster, more urgent.

Kate obeys, her tongue extending slightly, eyes looking up at me with worship. But I'm not looking at her – I'm staring directly at Elizabeth through the glass. Our eyes lock as the pressure inside me reaches its peak.

"Fuck!" I groan as the first rope of cum shoots out, landing across Kate's cheek and lips. I keep stroking, more cum spurting onto her face, in her hair, across her waiting tongue. All the while, I maintain eye contact with Elizabeth, making sure she knows who I'm really thinking about as I cum.

Elizabeth's body goes rigid at the same moment, her back arching as her second orgasm hits her. She bites her lip to keep from crying out, her body shaking with the force of her climax. Even through the frosted glass, I can see the intense pleasure washing over her face, made all the more powerful by our shared voyeurism.

Kate dutifully takes my load, moaning softly as cum drips down her face. When I'm finally spent, I release her hair, looking down at my handiwork with satisfaction. Her once-perfect face is now marked with my seed, strands of it hanging from her chin, clumping in her eyelashes.

"Thank you," she whispers, looking up at me with genuine gratitude.

I don't respond, already turning away from her. I grab a fistful of her hair again, using it to wipe the last few drops of cum from my cock. Kate winces but doesn't protest. She's been thoroughly used, exactly as she wanted.

Outside, Elizabeth quickly adjusts her swimsuit, hiding the evidence of what she's been doing. But her flushed face and the slight tremble in her hands give her away. She looks at me one last time, a small, secret smile playing on her lips before she turns and disappears into the crowd of pool-goers.

I grab my swim shorts from the floor, pulling them on with unhurried movements. Kate is still on her knees, cum drying on her face, looking up at me expectantly – like she's waiting for me to say something meaningful, to acknowledge what just happened between us.

"Thanks for the fuck," I say casually, running a hand through my hair to fix it. "You might want to clean up before your husband sees you."

Her face falls slightly at my dismissive tone, but what did she expect? I'm not here for connections or conversations. I'm Rex Ryder, star quarterback. I fuck who I want, when I want, and I don't do feelings.

I walk to the cabana door, pausing with my hand on the handle. "By the way," I toss over my shoulder, "I’ll be back if I feel horny again."


Chapter 6

My phone buzzes with a text as I'm heading back to my room. It's from Elizabeth.

"Sauna. 15 minutes. Come alone."

My cock stirs at the memory of her watching me through the glass door of the cabana, fingering herself while I fucked Kate senseless. Coach's proper British wife is turning out to be the biggest slut of them all, and I'm more than happy to give her what she craves.

I take my time getting to the sauna, making her wait. Power move. When I finally push open the heavy wooden door, a wall of hot steam hits me in the face, so thick I can barely see two feet in front of me. Perfect cover for what's about to go down. The air is heavy with moisture, making my skin slick within seconds. Through the dense fog, I make out a silhouette on one of the wooden benches.

"Took you long enough," Elizabeth's British accent cuts through the steam, sounding even more proper against the hiss of the hot rocks.

As I step closer, the steam parts just enough to reveal her completely naked body sprawled on the bench, legs slightly spread, skin glistening with sweat. Her dark hair is pulled up in a messy bun, tendrils clinging to her neck. Those perfect tits rise and fall with each breath, nipples hard despite the heat. Coach's wife looks fucking edible.

"Had to make sure no one saw me," I reply, dropping my towel to reveal my already hardening cock. "Though I think you like the risk, don't you? After your little show at the pool earlier."

Elizabeth's eyes darken at the mention of her voyeurism. "I couldn't help myself," she admits, licking her lips as she eyes my growing erection. "Watching you fuck that woman... I needed to touch myself."

"And now?" I ask, stepping closer until my cock is level with her face.

She doesn't answer with words. Instead, she slides off the bench onto her knees, her fingers already working at my belt buckle. The wood is rough beneath her knees, but she doesn't seem to care. Her breath comes faster as she pulls my shorts down, my cock springing free in front of her face.

"I need this now," she whispers, her accent making the dirty words sound almost elegant. Without another word, she wraps her lips around the head of my cock, taking me into the wet heat of her mouth.

"Fuck," I groan, my head falling back as she swallows me deeper. Coach's wife has serious skills, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she bobs her head. I thread my fingers through her damp hair, guiding her movements, pushing her to take me deeper.

The steam swirls around us, creating a cocoon of heat and secrecy. Sweat trickles down my chest and back, but I barely notice, too focused on the sensation of Elizabeth's mouth working my cock. She hums around me, the vibration sending shocks of pleasure up my spine. My hips start moving involuntarily, pushing deeper into her throat.

Suddenly, the door creaks open, sending a rush of cooler air into the sauna before it quickly closes again. Elizabeth freezes, my cock still deep in her mouth. Through the thick haze, I can make out a familiar silhouette entering the sauna.

"Anyone in here?" Frank's voice calls out, sounding muffled through the dense steam.

My heart rate spikes, not with fear but with a sick thrill. Elizabeth tries to pull away, but I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her firmly in place with my cock still lodged in her throat. Her eyes widen, looking up at me with a mix of panic and arousal.

"Just me, Coach," I call out, my voice steady despite the electric charge running through my body. "Rex."

"Rex? Good job at the charity today," Frank says, his silhouette moving closer through the steam until he materializes beside me. He claps a hand on my shoulder, completely oblivious to his wife kneeling at my feet, her lips stretched around my cock. "You really worked the room well."

I don't even flinch at his touch. Instead, I push Elizabeth's head forward subtly, forcing her to take me deeper. She gags slightly but doesn't pull away, her eyes watering as she stares up at me. The risk of being caught has her pussy visibly dripping between her legs.

"Thanks, Coach," I reply, my voice remarkably calm considering the circumstances. "Just doing what you taught me."

Frank squints into the steam, his eyes passing right over the shadowy form of his wife. The sauna is so thick with vapor that he can barely make out my face, let alone see what's happening below my waist. He moves toward a bench on the far side of the room.

"Nice in here," he remarks, settling onto the wooden slats. "Mind if I join you? Just need to cool down for a minute. These charity events are more exhausting than game day."

I pull out of Elizabeth's mouth with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting the tip of my cock to her swollen lips. The sound is hidden by the hiss of the sauna rocks.

"Sure thing, Coach," I say, my voice a low rumble. "Grab a bench."

Frank takes off his jacket, settling in on the far side of the sauna. He can't see us clearly through the steam, but we can hear him perfectly as he starts talking about recruitment prospects for next season. The contrast between his professional talk and what's happening just feet away makes my cock throb with twisted pleasure.

I look down at Elizabeth, a cruel smirk forming on my lips. Her cheeks are flushed, whether from the heat or the situation, I can't tell. Probably both. Without a word, I push her head back down onto my cock, guiding it between her lips.

Elizabeth doesn't hesitate. She wraps her lips around me again, her tongue working furiously against the underside of my shaft. Her eyes stay locked on mine, wide with the thrill of the forbidden as her husband drones on about offensive strategies just feet away.

"I'm thinking we need to focus on our running game more next week," Frank says, completely unaware that his wife is currently deep-throating his star player. "You've got a strong arm, Rex, but we need more options."

"Mmm-hmm," I manage, biting back a groan as Elizabeth takes me deeper, the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat. I rock my hips forward slightly, fucking her face with slow, deliberate strokes while maintaining conversation with her husband. "Whatever you think is best, Coach."

The depravity of the situation has me harder than I've ever been. Coach Frank Sterling, the man who treats me like a son, sits just feet away while I face-fuck his wife. Elizabeth's technique is flawless, her tongue flat against the underside of my shaft, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks. When Frank turns his head away momentarily, I push deeper, forcing Elizabeth to take every inch until her nose presses against my pubic bone.

She gags silently, her throat constricting around my cock in the most delicious way. Tears stream down her cheeks, mixing with the sweat from the sauna, but she doesn't pull away. If anything, she sucks harder, her hands gripping my thighs for support.

"You know, Rex," Frank continues, oblivious to the wet, muffled sounds coming from his wife's throat, "you're like family to me. I couldn't be prouder if you were my own son."

The irony of his words makes my cock pulse in his wife's mouth. Elizabeth feels it too, her eyes dancing with wicked amusement despite the cock lodged in her throat. Family. If only he knew what kind of "family" dynamics were really happening in this sauna.

I look as Frank finally stands up, stretching his arms over his head. The steam swirls around his silhouette as he moves toward the door. "Well, I'm going to head back to the room and get some work done," he says, completely oblivious to what was happening right under his nose. "Don't stay in here too long."

He walks out, closing the door behind him with a solid thunk. The moment the door clicks shut, I pull out of Elizabeth's mouth, her lips making a wet popping sound as they release my cock.

"That was incredible," she breathes, her voice hoarse from having my cock down her throat. Her eyes are sparkling with lust and adrenaline, makeup smeared around them from tears and sweat. "I've never been so scared and turned on at the same time."

I smirk down at her, my cock still rock hard and glistening with her saliva. "You're a filthy fucking whore, aren't you? Sucking me off while your husband sits right there."

Elizabeth doesn't deny it. If anything, her pupils dilate further at my words, her breathing quickening. "Only for you," she whispers, her British accent making even that admission sound somehow elegant. "You make me want to do these terrible things."

I don't waste another second. Grabbing her by the arm, I yank her to her feet and spin her around. She gasps as I bend her over the wooden bench, her palms slapping against the damp wood as she catches herself. Her ass is perfectly positioned – round, firm, and begging to be fucked. Sweat glistens on her skin in the dim light filtering through the steam.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, giving her ass a hard slap that echoes in the enclosed space. The red handprint blooms immediately on her pale skin.

Elizabeth obeys instantly, widening her stance, her back arching to present herself to me. Her pussy is soaked, glistening with arousal that has nothing to do with the steam surrounding us. I run my fingers through her folds, gathering her wetness before plunging two fingers inside her without warning.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her body jolting forward with the sudden intrusion.

"This is what you wanted all along, isn't it?" I taunt, pumping my fingers in and out of her roughly. "To get fucked while your husband was right here. You're such a fucking slut, Elizabeth."

"Yes," she admits, pushing back against my hand. "Please, Rex. I need your cock now."

I remove my fingers and position myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging at her entrance. I tease her, sliding it up and down her slit without pushing in, watching her squirm with need. When she tries to push back against me, I grab her hips hard enough to bruise, holding her in place.

"Beg for it," I demand, my voice low and dangerous. "Beg me to fuck you in the same room your husband just left."

"Please," she whimpers, her accent thickening with desperation. "Please fuck me, Rex. I need your cock inside me. I need you to fill me up. Please!"

That's all I need to hear. With one powerful thrust, I enter her completely, burying myself to the hilt inside her tight pussy. We both groan at the sensation – her walls stretching to accommodate my size, my cock enveloped in her wet heat.

"You're mine, Elizabeth," I growl, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back into her. The sound of our skin slapping together echoes off the sauna walls, mixing with the hiss of the hot rocks. "Frank thinks I'm like a son to him, but I'm fucking his wife like she's my personal whore."

Elizabeth screams my name as I pound into her like an animal, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. Each thrust is harder than the last, driving her forward against the bench. The wood must be rough against her palms and knees, but she doesn't complain – just pushes back against me, meeting each thrust with equal force.

"Yes! Yes! Fuck me harder!" she begs, her proper British accent dissolving into raw, animal sounds. "Oh god, Rex! Don't stop!"

I grab a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back sharply as I continue to slam into her. The position arches her spine, forcing her to take me even deeper. The sight of Coach's prim and proper wife bent over a sauna bench, taking my cock from behind while screaming for more – it's the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"You like getting fucked like this?" I snarl, not slowing my pace. "You like being used like a cheap slut?"

"Yes!" she cries, her pussy clenching around me at my words. "I love it! I love your cock! Please don't stop!"

The heat of the sauna makes our bodies slick with sweat, allowing me to slide even deeper inside her with each thrust. My balls slap against her with every movement, adding to the obscene symphony of sounds filling the small space. Steam swirls around us, making it hard to breathe, but I don't care. The lack of oxygen just intensifies everything – makes each sensation sharper, more urgent.

I release her hair to reach around and grab her swinging tits, squeezing them roughly as I continue to pound into her. Her nipples are hard against my palms, and she moans louder when I pinch them between my fingers, twisting just enough to mix pain with pleasure.

"You're so fucking wet," I grunt, feeling her juices coating my cock and running down my thighs. "Your cunt knows who it belongs to, even if your husband doesn't."

Elizabeth's moans turn to sobs of pleasure, her body trembling with each impact. I can feel her getting closer to the edge, her inner walls pulsing around my cock. The knowledge that I can reduce Coach's sophisticated wife to this quivering mess of need and desire fills me with a primal satisfaction.

"I'm going to cum," she gasps, her voice breaking. "Oh god, Rex, I'm so close!"

I slam into her harder, the bench creaking dangerously beneath our combined weight and force. "Not yet," I command, reaching down to pinch her clit between my fingers. "You cum when I say you can."

She whimpers at the denial, her body shaking with the effort of holding back her orgasm. I continue my relentless pace, each thrust pushing us both closer to the edge. The sauna is now filled with the sounds of our fucking – wet slaps of skin on skin, her desperate moans, my grunts of exertion, all mixing with the hiss of steam.

The heat is almost unbearable now, sweat pouring off both our bodies, but it only makes the sex more intense. Every nerve ending is on fire, every sensation amplified by the extreme temperature. Elizabeth's body is flushed pink, partly from the heat, partly from the pounding I'm giving her.

"Please," she begs again, her voice barely audible over the sound of our bodies colliding. "Please let me cum, Rex. I need it so badly."

I keep pounding into her, my own orgasm building at the base of my spine. But I'm not ready to finish yet – I want to wring every drop of pleasure from this moment, to make sure Coach's wife never forgets who really owns her.

I grip her hips harder, my fingers digging into her skin, leaving marks that will remind her of this moment long after we leave this sauna. Her body is completely at my mercy, trembling with need and denied pleasure. I slam into her with renewed vigor, each thrust making her cry out. The sound of our bodies colliding echoes off the sauna walls, creating a rhythm as primal as my need to dominate her.

"Tell me who owns you," I demand, my voice rough with exertion. I punctuate my question with an especially deep thrust that makes her gasp.

Elizabeth moans, her face pressed against the wooden bench, unable to form words as I continue my relentless assault on her pussy. I grab her hair again, yanking her head back sharply.

"I said, tell me who owns you," I growl, not slowing my pace. "Who does this pussy belong to?"

"You do," she whimpers, her accent thick with lust. "You own me, Rex."

"Louder," I command, delivering a stinging slap to her ass. The sound cracks through the steamy air like a gunshot. "I want to hear you say it like you mean it."

"You do, Rex! You own me!" she cries out, her voice bouncing off the sauna walls. Her body trembles with pleasure as the words leave her mouth, as if the verbal submission itself brings her closer to release. "My pussy is yours. I'm yours!"

That's what I want to hear. Coach's proper British wife, admitting she belongs to me – his star quarterback, the kid he thinks of as a son. The power of it surges through me, making my cock throb inside her.

"That's right," I hiss, pounding into her harder, faster. "And don't you fucking forget it."

Elizabeth's moans get higher, more desperate as I drive her toward the edge. Her inner walls are clenching around me rhythmically now – she's close, so close, holding back only because I commanded it.

"Please," she begs, her voice breaking. "Please let me cum, Rex. I need it. I've been good, haven't I?"

I lean down, my chest pressing against her back, my lips right against her ear. "Cum for me," I whisper, reaching around to rub her clit in tight circles. "Show me what a good little slut you are."

The permission is all she needs. Elizabeth's entire body goes rigid beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise as she screams my name. The force of her orgasm is so strong I can feel her juices running down my thighs, her inner walls pulsing with wave after wave of pleasure.

"Rex! Oh god! Yes!" she cries, her body shaking uncontrollably.

I don't slow down, fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she's sobbing with overwhelming sensation. The sight of her coming undone beneath me, completely surrendered to the pleasure I'm giving her, pushes me closer to my own edge.

My balls tighten as the pressure builds at the base of my spine. I'm close, but I don't want to cum inside her – not here, not now. I want to mark her in a more visible way, want to see my seed on her perfect face.

With a final few brutal thrusts, I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping. "Turn around," I command, my voice hoarse with need. "On your knees."

Elizabeth complies instantly, her legs shaky as she turns and drops to her knees on the wooden bench. Her face is flushed, her hair a mess, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. She looks up at me expectantly, her lips parted.

I grab my cock, stroking it rapidly as I position myself in front of her face. It only takes a few strokes – the sight of Coach's wife on her knees, waiting for my cum, is enough to push me over the edge.

"Take it," I grunt as the first rope of cum shoots out, landing across her cheek. I continue stroking, more cum spurting onto her face, her lips, in her hair. "Take all of it."

Elizabeth moans as my hot seed hits her skin, her tongue darting out to taste what lands near her mouth. She doesn't turn away or close her eyes – she watches me intently, as if memorizing every detail of this moment.

When I'm finally spent, I look down at my handiwork with satisfaction. Elizabeth's face is covered in my cum, strands of it dripping down her chin, catching in her eyelashes. Coach's sophisticated British wife, marked as my territory. The sight is so fucking hot I almost get hard again immediately.

"Fuck," I breathe, my chest heaving with exertion. The heat of the sauna suddenly feels overwhelming now that the intensity of our fucking has subsided.

Elizabeth reaches up, gathering some of my cum on her finger before sucking it into her mouth. "Mmm," she hums, looking up at me with those big hazel eyes. "You taste divine."

I chuckle, running a hand through my sweat-soaked hair. "You're something else, you know that? Coach has no fucking idea what a freak his wife really is."

She smiles, a wicked gleam in her eye as she continues to clean my cum from her face with delicate fingers. "And he never will," she says, her proper accent returning now that the height of passion has passed. "That's what makes this so delicious."

I sit beside her on the bench, our naked bodies still slick with sweat. The steam has lessened somewhat, making it easier to breathe, easier to see the marks I've left on her body – red handprints on her ass and thighs, finger-shaped bruises forming on her hips, her lips swollen from taking my cock.

Elizabeth's hand finds my softening cock, her fingers wrapping around it gently. "Can't wait for next weekend's away game," she whispers against my ear, giving me a light squeeze.

The thought of having her in a hotel room for hours, away from Coach, away from prying eyes – it makes my cock twitch in her hand despite having just cum. The possibilities are endless. I could tie her up, make her scream my name all night, fuck every hole without interruption.

I grin, leaning down to bite her neck, hard enough to leave a mark. She gasps but doesn't pull away, her body melting against mine as I suck on the tender flesh, ensuring the bruise will be visible for days.

"Wear something with a high collar to dinner tonight," I murmur against her skin. "That's my mark. I want you to feel it when you're sitting next to him, remember who you really belong to."

Elizabeth shivers, her hand tightening around my cock. "I will," she promises, her voice barely above a whisper. "I'm yours, Rex. Whenever you want me."

I stand up, grabbing my towel from the bench and wrapping it around my waist. Elizabeth remains seated, cum still drying on her face, looking thoroughly used and completely satisfied. The sight makes me feel like a fucking king – Coach's perfect wife, reduced to my personal plaything.

"Clean yourself up," I tell her, heading for the door.

As I walk out into the cooler air of the hallway, I can't help but smile to myself. First the coach's wife, then a donor's wife in front of her husband, and now this. The charity weekend has been productive indeed, but the away game next weekend? That's going to be something else entirely.
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I slam Elizabeth against the cheap motel room door, my body pinning her against the flimsy wood as my lips crash onto hers. She tastes like expensive lipstick and forbidden desire, her legs wrapping around my waist as I grind my hard cock against her center. The bed creaks from the next room where Frank is probably reviewing game footage, completely unaware that his star quarterback is about to rail his wife just a few feet away. I've been fucking Frank's wife for two weeks now, and he has no idea. The thought makes my cock throb harder against her.

"You've been aching for this all week, haven't you, you little slut?" I growl, my voice a low rumble against her ear. My teeth graze her earlobe, biting down just hard enough to make her gasp. "Sitting there at home, thinking about my cock while your husband talks about football strategies?"

"Yes, Rex," she moans, her British accent thick with desperation. "I've been dripping for you. Every night, lying next to him, wishing it was you."

Her confession sends a surge of primal satisfaction through me. Coach's proper British wife, admitting she'd rather have my 21-year-old cock than her husband's. The power of it makes me even harder.

My hands grip her ass, squeezing the firm flesh as I grind against her. The thin fabric of her panties is already soaked through, evidence of how badly she wants this. Wants me. I reach up and grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back to expose the pale column of her throat. My mouth latches onto her pulse point, sucking hard enough to leave a mark.

"Rex," she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders through my t-shirt. "Please. I need you inside me now."

I pull back just enough to look at her face. Her lipstick is smeared, her eyes half-lidded with lust. This sophisticated British MILF is falling apart in my hands, and we've barely started.

"Beg for it," I demand, my free hand moving to the front of her blouse. I can feel her heartbeat racing beneath my palm, her tits rising and falling with each rapid breath.

"Please, Rex," she whimpers, her accent making even her begging sound elegant somehow. "Please fuck me. I've been thinking about your cock all week. I need it so badly."

That's what I like to hear. With a savage grin, I grip the front of her thin blouse and rip it open. Buttons scatter across the stained motel carpet like tiny projectiles, pinging against the baseboards. Her tits spill out, barely contained by a lacy black bra that probably cost more than this entire motel room.

"Look at you," I taunt, cupping one breast roughly. "Coach's proper wife, dressed like a whore for me."

Elizabeth moans, arching into my touch as I pinch her nipple through the lace. "Only for you," she breathes, her hips bucking against mine.

I spin her around suddenly, making her gasp as her cheek presses against the door. My hands find her wrists, pinning them above her head as I grind my cock against her ass.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll feel me for days," I promise, my free hand sliding under her skirt to find her pussy. No panties. This dirty bitch came prepared. "Every time you sit down, you'll remember whose cock was inside you."

"Yes," she hisses, pushing back against me. "Make me yours, Rex."

I release her wrists and grab her hips, steering her toward the rickety desk in the corner of the room. The cheap laminate is covered with cigarette burns and old water rings, a far cry from the luxury she's used to. But that makes it hotter somehow – Coach's sophisticated wife, bent over in a sleazy motel room for me to fuck.

"Bend over," I command, and she complies immediately, placing her palms flat on the desk surface. Her skirt rides up as she bends, revealing her perfect ass and glistening pussy. No tan lines – she must sunbathe naked. The thought of her lying by her pool, naked and thinking of me, makes my cock throb painfully in my jeans.

I unzip my pants, freeing my erection. I don't bother taking them all the way off – I just need my cock out. Elizabeth looks back over her shoulder, her eyes widening at the sight. I stroke myself a few times, enjoying her hungry gaze.

"See what you do to me?" I say, positioning myself behind her. "This is all for you, baby."

Without warning, I thrust into her with one brutal push, burying myself to the hilt. Elizabeth cries out, her back arching as her pussy stretches to accommodate me.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her hands gripping the edges of the desk. "Oh my god, Rex!"

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The desk groans under our weight, the cheap wood protesting with each powerful thrust. I set a punishing rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass with enough force to leave marks.

"This pussy belongs to me," I grunt, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "Not your husband. Me."

"Yes! Yours!" she cries out, pushing back to meet each thrust. "All yours, Rex!"

I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of her dark hair, pulling her head back. The new angle lets me drive even deeper, hitting spots inside her that make her whole body tremble.

"You think Frank knows what a whore his wife is?" I taunt, not slowing my pace. "Spreading her legs for his star player? Taking my cock while he sleeps next door?"

The taboo of it all – fucking my coach's wife in a motel room just feet from where he's staying – makes everything more intense. Each thrust feels electric, each moan from Elizabeth's lips a victory.

"He has no idea," she gasps between thrusts. "No idea how good you feel inside me."

Her words fuel my ego, my pace increasing as I pound into her mercilessly. The desk scrapes against the thin carpet with each thrust, inching closer to the wall. The sound of our bodies colliding fills the room, wet and obscene.

"Touch yourself," I command, releasing her hair to slap her ass hard. A red handprint blooms on her pale skin. "Make yourself cum on my cock."

Elizabeth's hand snakes between her legs, her fingers finding her clit as I continue to fuck her from behind. Her inner walls clench around me at her own touch, making me groan with pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her fingers work in tight circles. "Show me how desperate you are for my cock."

Her breathing becomes more ragged, her moans higher pitched as she approaches her peak. I can feel her pussy getting tighter, wetter around me with each thrust. She's close, so fucking close.

"Cum for me," I demand, driving into her with renewed force. "Cum all over my cock like the slut you are."

Elizabeth's body goes rigid beneath me, a strangled cry tearing from her throat as her orgasm hits her. Her pussy convulses around my cock, squeezing me in rhythmic pulses. I don't slow down, fucking her through her climax, prolonging it until she's shaking beneath me.

"Rex! Oh god! Yes!" she cries, her voice thick with pleasure.

I savor the feeling of her pussy clenching around me, the sight of Coach's wife coming apart on my cock. I could cum now, could fill her up with my seed, but I'm not done with her yet. Not even close. The night is young, and I have plans for every inch of this woman's body before morning comes.

I continue to drive into Elizabeth's soaking pussy, my hips slamming against her ass with each thrust. Her moans fill the cheap motel room, each one sending a thrill through me knowing Coach is just on the other side of the wall. That's when I feel the buzz of my phone on the desk next to her splayed hands, the screen lighting up with a notification. I don't slow my pace as I reach for it, curious who the fuck is texting me right before the biggest game of the season.

"Don't stop," Elizabeth begs, pushing her ass back against me, trying to take me deeper. "Rex, please..."

I don't know if she's begging me to stop or keep going, but I have no intention of stopping. The knowledge that Frank is texting me while I'm fucking his wife only makes me harder, makes me want to claim her even more thoroughly.

"Please what?" I growl, driving into her with increased force. "Please fuck you harder while your husband waits for me? Please fill your married pussy with my cum?"

"Yes!" she cries out, her voice breaking. "All of it! Please!"

I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back sharply. "You're such a fucking slut," I hiss in her ear, not slowing my brutal pace. "Getting off on the risk of getting caught. Does it make your pussy wet knowing he could walk in any second? Seeing his wife taking my cock?"

Elizabeth's only response is a strangled moan, her body trembling beneath me. I can feel her getting closer to another orgasm, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft. The desk continues to creak beneath us, inching closer to the wall with each powerful thrust.

I release her hair, my hand coming down hard on her ass, the slap echoing in the small room. The pale skin immediately turns red under my handprint.

"Answer me," I demand, spanking her again, harder this time. "Does it turn you on knowing your husband is just a few doors down?"

"Yes!" she finally admits, her voice a desperate whimper. "God help me, yes!"

That's what I thought. I increase my pace, pounding into her relentlessly. My free hand slides around to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as I continue to fuck her from behind. Elizabeth's moans get higher, more frantic as the dual stimulation pushes her toward the edge.

"Cum for me again," I command, my fingers pressing harder on her sensitive bundle of nerves. "Cum on my cock while thinking about your husband waiting for me."

That does it. Elizabeth's back arches, her head thrown back as a scream tears from her throat. Her pussy convulses around me, squeezing my cock in rhythmic pulses as she rides out her orgasm. I can feel her juices running down my balls, soaking the front of my jeans. She's gushing, coming harder than I've ever felt her before.

"That's it," I groan, watching her come apart beneath me. "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, threatening to give out as her orgasm continues to wrack her body. The sight of Coach's prim and proper wife completely undone by my cock is the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen.

The intensity of her climax, the way her pussy grips me like a vise, pushes me toward my own edge. I've been holding back, enjoying the ride, but now I want to mark her from the inside. To send her back to her husband with a part of me still inside her.

"I'm gonna cum," I grunt, my hips snapping against hers with increased urgency. The wet slapping sounds of our bodies colliding fill the room, mixing with our heavy breathing and Elizabeth's whimpers. "Gonna fill your married pussy with my cum."

"Yes," she moans, looking back at me over her shoulder, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "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.

"Fuck," I hiss, my hips jerking with each spurt of cum. "Take it all. Every fucking drop."

Elizabeth moans beneath me, her inner walls continuing to clench around my cock, wringing out every last bit of my seed. Her body is slick with sweat, her hair a tangled mess, her makeup smeared. She looks thoroughly fucked, and pride swells in my chest at the sight.

As the waves of pleasure subside, I stay inside her for a moment, enjoying the aftershocks that ripple through her body. Then, slowly, I pull out, watching as a trickle of my cum follows, leaking from her well-used pussy onto her inner thigh. There's something primal and satisfying about seeing my seed dripping from Coach's wife. Like I've staked a claim on territory that isn't mine.

"Get on your knees," I order, moving around to the side of the desk. "Clean me up."

Ready for the full story?
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