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Chapter 1

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. The thought makes my cock throb harder against her.

I’m Rex Ryder, twenty-one, the star quarterback everyone’s betting on for the Heisman. The golden boy. Coach Frank’s pride and joy. And for three delicious weeks now, I’ve been railing his smoking hot British wife every chance I get.

"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. "Please don't stop."

I grab my phone without breaking rhythm, my cock still buried deep inside Coach's wife as I check the screen. A laugh escapes me when I see the message.

"Well, would you look at that," I say, showing the screen to Elizabeth, making her crane her neck to see it. "Your husband wants to know if I want to grab a bite with him."

The text from Frank glows on the screen: "Room service is taking forever. You still up, son? Want to grab a bite?"

Elizabeth's eyes widen, a mixture of fear and lust darkening her gaze. Her pussy clenches involuntarily around my cock at the mention of her husband, making me groan with pleasure.

"Your husband wants to grab a bite, you dirty bitch," I taunt, tossing my phone back onto the desk and gripping her hips tighter. "What do you think he'd say if he knew where I was right now? If he knew his star quarterback was balls-deep in his wife?"

"Oh god," she moans, her British accent thick with arousal. "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."

Without hesitation, Elizabeth slides off the desk and drops to her knees in front of me. Her legs are shaky, but she manages to kneel gracefully, looking up at me through mascara-smudged eyes. Those pouty lips that speak in that posh British accent now part eagerly for my cock, still wet with our combined juices.

She takes me into her mouth without hesitation, her tongue swirling around my sensitive head, tasting our mixed fluids. I thread my fingers through her dark hair, guiding her movements as she sucks me clean.

"That's it," I murmur, watching her head bob on my half-hard cock. "Get every drop. Wouldn't want to meet your husband with your pussy juice on my dick, would we?"

Elizabeth moans around my shaft, 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 finished, 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, tucking myself back into my jeans and zipping up. "Your husband's waiting. And remember—" I lean in close, my lips brushing her ear. "—when we sit across from each other at dinner, I want you to feel my cum inside you and know who you really belong to."

Elizabeth shivers, nodding as she rises from the floor on shaky legs. I watch as she gathers her torn blouse, trying to piece it back together enough to be decent. The sight of her struggling to hide the evidence of our fucking only makes me want her again.

But Frank is waiting, and the game is on. The game with Frank, that is – the real match isn't until tomorrow. And knowing that I'll be sitting across from Coach, accepting his fatherly advice, while his wife sits there full of my cum? That's a fucking thrill I can't wait to experience.


Chapter 2

I stroll into the motel lobby like I own the place, running a hand through my still-damp hair. The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, casting a sickly glow across the worn carpet and cheap furniture. I spot Frank immediately, sitting in one of those uncomfortable lobby chairs, flipping through a sports magazine. He looks up as I approach, his face lighting up with that proud-dad smile he always gives me. If only he knew I just pumped his wife full of cum less than ten minutes ago.

"There he is!" Frank booms, tossing the magazine aside and standing up. He's wearing the team's polo shirt and khakis, looking every bit the dedicated coach even at this late hour. "My star player!"

He claps me on the back, his hand solid and warm between my shoulder blades. The same shoulder blades his wife was digging her nails into while I fucked her senseless upstairs. The thought makes my cock stir, and I have to force myself to focus on looking normal.

"Hey, Coach," I reply, flashing him my most innocent smile. "Sorry it took me a minute to get down here. Was just reviewing some play footage."

Play footage. Right. More like making his wife play with my cock. I suppress a smirk as Frank guides me toward the small seating area.

"No problem, son," he says, and there's that word again. Son. The man treats me like his fucking son while I'm treating his wife like my personal cum dump. The irony is delicious. "Ready for tomorrow's game? Those linebackers from State are no joke."

"I've been studying their defensive patterns," I say smoothly, settling into a chair across from him. "I think we've got this."

Frank nods, his eyes gleaming with pride. "That's what I like to hear. Confidence. Preparation." He leans forward, lowering his voice like he's sharing a secret. "Between you and me, the scouts from the Titans are going to be watching you specifically tomorrow. This could be your ticket, son."

My ticket to the NFL. My ticket out of college ball and into the big leagues, where the money and pussy flow like water. Frank has been pushing this angle hard lately, playing up his connections, trying to set me up for success. All while I'm setting up his wife for multiple orgasms.

"I appreciate all you've done for me, Coach," I say, and it's not entirely a lie. Frank is a good coach. He's helped shape me into the player I am. It's not his fault his wife can't resist my cock.

"You've done the work," Frank insists, waving off my thanks. "I just point you in the right direction."

The elevator dings, drawing both our attention. Elizabeth steps out, looking perfectly composed in a simple blouse and skirt. Unless you know what to look for, you'd never guess she was just bent over a desk getting railed minutes ago. Her hair is neatly styled, her makeup fresh, hiding any evidence of our activities. But I notice the slight unsteadiness in her walk, the way she presses her thighs together as she moves. She can probably still feel my cum inside her.

"Elizabeth!" Frank calls out, waving her over. "I thought you were resting."

She approaches us with a soft smile, her British accent crisp and proper as she replies, "I was, darling, but I got a bit peckish. Thought I might join you boys for a late snack."

Her eyes flicker to me for just a moment, a secret heat in them that only I can recognize. She gives no other indication that anything is amiss as she leans down to press a chaste kiss to her husband's cheek.

"Hello, Rex," she says, her voice perfectly casual. "Ready for tomorrow's big game?"

"Never been more ready, Mrs. Sterling," I reply, emphasizing her married name with a subtle smirk. I watch her throat work as she swallows, knowing exactly what game I'm playing.

"Rex was just telling me how confident he is," Frank says, beaming with pride as he wraps an arm around Elizabeth's waist. She stiffens almost imperceptibly at his touch before relaxing into it. "That's my boy."

My boy. Again with the paternal shit while I'm fucking his wife behind his back. It's almost too easy, too perfect. Frank is so blind to what's happening right under his nose that I almost feel bad for him. Almost.

"You must be so proud," Elizabeth says to her husband, her hand resting on his shoulder. Her wedding ring catches the light, reminding me of how wrong this all is – and how fucking hot that makes it.

"Prouder than if he was my own flesh and blood," Frank agrees, looking at me with genuine affection. "This kid's going places."

Elizabeth's eyes meet mine over Frank's head, and she gives me the smallest, most subtle wink. My cock twitches in response, already thinking about the next time I'll have her alone. Maybe even later tonight, after Frank falls asleep.

"Shall we head to the diner across the street?" Frank suggests, oblivious to the tension crackling between his wife and me. "I hear their burgers are decent, and we've got to keep Rex fueled up for tomorrow."

"Sounds great," I say, standing up. "Lead the way, Coach."

As Frank turns toward the exit, Elizabeth falls into step beside me, just far enough behind her husband that he can't see when her hand brushes against mine. The brief contact sends electricity up my arm, a promise of more to come.

"I can still feel you," she whispers, her voice so low I barely catch it. "Inside me."

My smirk widens as I whisper back, "Good. That was the idea."

We follow Frank through the lobby doors, the cool night air hitting us as we step outside. Frank immediately launches into a breakdown of tomorrow's game plan, gesturing enthusiastically as he walks ahead of us. Elizabeth and I hang back just enough to maintain our little bubble of secrecy.

"You're wicked," she murmurs, her proper accent making the word sound almost playful instead of accusatory.

"You love it," I counter, letting my hand brush against her ass as we walk. "Otherwise, you wouldn't be here."

She doesn't deny it, just gives me another of those secret smiles that promises so much more to come. Frank turns back to us, completely unaware of our exchange.

"Come on, you two," he calls, waving us forward. "I'm starving!"

Elizabeth and I exchange one last heated glance before picking up our pace. The night is still young, and the game – both on and off the field – is far from over.


Chapter 3

I sit alone on the bench in the locker room, my head down, eyes closed, visualizing every play in my mind. The familiar smell of sweat and disinfectant fills my nostrils, grounding me before the biggest game of the season. My muscles are tight with anticipation, my body humming with energy that needs an outlet. Three hours until kickoff and I'm already in the zone, mentally mapping out how I'll dismantle State's defense. That's when I hear the locker room door creak open, the click of heels against the tile floor breaking my concentration. I look up, ready to tell whoever it is to fuck off, when I see her – Vanessa Mitchell, the smoking hot redhead sports reporter from Channel 8, standing in the doorway like a fantasy come to life.

"Rex Ryder," she purrs, her voice a rich contralto that instantly stirs something in my groin. "Just the man I was looking for."

I let my eyes roam over her body without bothering to hide my interest. Vanessa's at least thirty-five but looks better than most college girls I know. Her red hair cascades in waves past her shoulders, framing a face with high cheekbones and full lips painted a deep crimson. My gaze travels lower, to where her tight blouse strains against her tits – definitely Ds, probably fake but perfectly done. Her pencil skirt hugs every curve of her ass and thighs, ending just above the knee to reveal toned calves strengthened by the fuck-me heels she's wearing.

"Locker room's off limits to press before the game," I say, not making any move to cover my bare chest or ask her to leave. "Coach's rules."

Vanessa smiles, closing the door behind her with a soft click. The sound of it locking sends a jolt straight to my cock.

"I was hoping to get an exclusive," she says, walking toward me with a predatory sway of her hips. Each step echoes in the empty locker room. "You're the #1 athlete in the nation right now, Rex. Every network wants an in-depth interview with you."

She emphasizes "in-depth" in a way that makes it clear she's not just here for quotes about the game. I've seen her watching me at practices, at press conferences, her eyes lingering a little too long on my body. Looks like she's finally making her move.

"Sorry," I reply, leaning back against the locker, spreading my legs slightly. "I'm prepping for the game. Not really in an interview headspace right now."

Vanessa stops directly in front of me, close enough that I can smell her expensive perfume – something floral with a hint of musk. Her tongue darts out to wet her bottom lip as she looks down at me.

"I think you'll want to make an exception," she says, her fingers moving to the top button of her blouse. "I need my... in-depth interview now."

The button pops open, revealing a hint of black lace beneath. Then another button, and another, her fingers working slowly but deliberately. My cock stiffens in my compression shorts as more of her creamy skin comes into view.

"Is that right?" I ask, my voice dropping lower. I don't move to help her or stop her, just watch as she unbuttons her way down to where her blouse tucks into her skirt.

She pulls the sides apart, revealing a black lace bra that barely contains her tits. They're definitely fake, but whoever did them knew what they were doing – they're round and firm but still move naturally as she breathes.

"I have a very thorough interview style," she says, stepping between my spread legs. "I like to... get to know my subjects intimately."

I don't need to be asked twice. In one fluid motion, I stand up, towering over her even in her heels, and back her against the row of lockers. The metal rattles as her back hits it, and she gasps, her eyes darkening with lust.

"I think I know exactly what kind of interview you want," I growl, pressing my body against hers, letting her feel how hard I am through my shorts.

I crash my lips onto hers, not bothering with gentleness. This isn't about romance – it's about lust, pure and simple. Vanessa responds immediately, her mouth opening under mine, her tongue pushing against mine with equal aggression. She tastes like mint and coffee, and she kisses like she's starving for it.

My hands find her tits, squeezing them roughly through the lace of her bra. She moans into my mouth, her hips bucking forward to grind against my erection. I push one hand under the fabric, finding her nipple already hard, pinching it between my fingers. Vanessa breaks the kiss to gasp, her head falling back against the locker with a soft thud.

"Fuck, Rex," she breathes, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "I've been wanting this since the first time I saw you play."

"I know," I smirk, dropping my lips to her neck. I bite down on the sensitive spot where her neck meets her shoulder, not hard enough to leave a mark – she's on camera too often for that – but enough to make her whimper. "I've seen you watching me. Undressing me with your eyes while asking about pass completion stats."

Her hands slide down my chest, fingernails raking lightly over my abs before finding the waistband of my shorts. She doesn't hesitate, pushing her hand inside to wrap around my cock. I hiss at the contact, her fingers cool against my heated flesh.

"Jesus," she murmurs, her eyes widening slightly as she feels my size. "The rumors about you are true."

"All of them," I confirm, my own hand sliding up her skirt. I push it up around her waist, revealing a black lace thong that matches her bra. My fingers trace the edge of the fabric before pushing it aside to find her already wet. "Seems like the rumors about you might be true too. That you're a slut for athletes."

Vanessa should be offended, but her pussy gets wetter at my words. I slide a finger inside her, finding her tight and hot. She moans, her hand tightening around my cock, starting to stroke me with firm, confident movements.

"Only the exceptional ones," she counters, her thumb swiping over the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that's already leaking from the tip. "And you, Rex Ryder, are definitely exceptional."

I add a second finger, pumping them in and out of her as my thumb finds her clit. Her breathing quickens, her hand moving faster on my shaft. We're both racing toward pleasure, the risk of discovery only adding to the thrill. The locker room door isn't far from where the coaches' offices are. Anyone could walk by and hear us. Anyone could try to come in.

"You like the danger, don't you?" I ask, curling my fingers inside her to find that spot that makes women lose their minds. "The risk of getting caught with your hand down the star quarterback's pants?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice breathy as she works my cock. Her wrist twists on the upstroke, a move that sends jolts of pleasure through my entire body. "The risk makes it better."

I can hear voices outside now, players and coaches walking past the locker room. They're so close, just on the other side of that door. Vanessa hears them too, her pussy clenching around my fingers at the sound. She's getting off on this, the thrill of potentially being caught.

I press her harder against the lockers, my fingers fucking her faster as she continues to stroke me. Our breathing mingles, hot and heavy in the space between us. She's good with her hands, varying pressure and speed in a way that tells me she's done this before – probably with other athletes, other stars she's interviewed. The thought should bother me, but it only makes me harder, more determined to make her remember me above all others.

"Your cock is so big," she whispers, her eyes locked on mine as her hand continues its relentless rhythm. "I can't wait to feel it inside me."

I smirk against her lips. "Patience, baby. First, I want to see if you taste as good as you look."

Her eyes darken at my words, her pussy getting even wetter around my fingers. I can feel her getting close, her inner walls starting to flutter around my fingers. Outside, the voices grow louder, then fade as they pass by the door. The danger remains – they could return any moment, could try the door and wonder why it's locked.

But right now, all I care about is the feel of this MILF's hand on my cock and the wet heat of her pussy around my fingers. The game can wait. I've got a different kind of scoring in mind.

I drop to my knees in front of Vanessa, yanking her skirt down in one rough motion. The expensive fabric tears along the seam, but she doesn't seem to care, her eyes dark with lust as she watches me. I lift her onto the nearest bench, spreading her thighs wide. Her black lace thong is soaked through, a testament to how much she wants this – wants me. I hook my fingers into the sides and pull it down her legs, leaving her exposed to my hungry gaze. Her pussy is waxed completely bare, already glistening with arousal, her lips swollen and pink.

"Look at you," I murmur, running my thumbs along her outer lips, spreading her open. "So wet for me already."

Vanessa's breath hitches, her hands gripping the edge of the bench. "Please," she whispers, her voice strained with need. "I want your mouth on me."

I don't make her wait. I lean forward, my tongue flat against her slit, licking from her entrance to her clit in one long stroke. Vanessa's back arches off the bench, a strangled cry escaping her lips. She tastes sweet and tangy, her arousal coating my tongue as I continue to explore her with broad licks.

"Oh god, Rex!" she gasps, one hand flying to my hair, fingers tangling in the strands. "Just like that!"

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 grab her thighs, pushing them wider apart, holding her open as I devour her. My tongue circles her entrance before plunging inside, fucking her with it as my nose brushes against her clit.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her voice echoing off the tiled walls. "Your mouth is incredible!"

Outside the locker room, I can hear people passing by – coaches discussing strategy, players psyching themselves up for the game. They have no idea what's happening just feet away, behind the locked door. The thought makes my cock throb painfully against the confines of my shorts.

I shift my focus to Vanessa's clit, sucking it between my lips while sliding two fingers inside her tight heat. She's soaking wet now, her juices coating my chin as I work her toward orgasm. Her thighs tremble on either side of my head, her breathing becoming more erratic.

"Rex, I'm going to—" she doesn't finish her sentence as her body tenses, her pussy clenching around my fingers as she comes against my mouth. I don't let up, continuing to lick and suck as she rides out her orgasm, my name falling from her lips in a breathless mantra.

As her climax subsides, I stand up, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. Vanessa looks up at me through half-lidded eyes, her chest heaving, her blouse completely open now to reveal her heaving breasts still contained in that black lace bra. She's a fucking sight – a respected sports journalist spread out on a locker room bench, legs wide open, pussy glistening with her own arousal and my saliva.

"My turn," I growl, pushing my shorts down just enough to free my cock. It springs out, hard and ready, the head already glistening with pre-cum.

Vanessa's eyes widen slightly at the sight, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Yes," she breathes, spreading her legs wider in invitation. "Please, Rex. I need you inside me."

I position myself between her spread thighs, rubbing the head of my cock through her soaked folds. I tease her entrance, pushing in just slightly before withdrawing, making her whimper with frustration.

"Beg for it," I demand, my voice low and commanding. "Tell me how badly you want this cock."

"Please," she gasps, her hips pushing forward, trying to take me in. "Please fuck me, Rex. I've fantasized about this for so long. I need you inside me now."

That's what I want to hear. With one powerful thrust, I enter her, burying myself to the hilt. We both groan at the sensation – her tight pussy stretching around my thick length, her walls gripping me like she never wants to let go.

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

"And you're so big," she moans, her nails digging into my shoulders. "So much bigger than I imagined."

I start to move, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The bench creaks beneath us, the metal legs scraping slightly against the tile floor with each thrust. I set a punishing pace, each movement making Vanessa's tits bounce in that lace bra.

Suddenly, voices sound directly outside the door – Coach's assistant and what sounds like one of the defensive linemen. They're discussing play strategy, completely unaware of what's happening on the other side of the door. Vanessa's eyes widen with panic, her mouth opening to cry out in alarm. I quickly clamp my hand over her lips, muffling any sound she might make.

"Shh," I whisper, not slowing my thrusts. If anything, I fuck her harder, the danger of discovery only fueling my desire. "You don't want them to hear you taking my cock, do you?"

Her eyes roll back slightly, her pussy clenching around me at the risk of exposure. This dirty MILF gets off on the danger, on the possibility of being caught with a college athlete's cock inside her. I can feel her getting wetter around me, her inner walls pulsing with increased arousal.

I pound into her relentlessly, my hand still covering her mouth as the voices continue their conversation just outside. The bench shifts beneath us with each thrust, forcing me to slow down slightly to prevent it from making noise. But even at a slower pace, I drive deep, angling my hips to hit that spot inside her that makes her eyes widen and her body tremble.

"You like this, don't you?" I whisper, my lips against her ear. "Getting fucked by a college quarterback while your camera crew waits for you somewhere in the stadium. What would your viewers think if they saw you now?"

Vanessa moans against my palm, the vibration traveling up my arm. Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper, her heels digging into my ass. I can feel her building toward another climax, her pussy tightening rhythmically around my shaft.

The voices outside finally move away, the sound of their footsteps fading down the hall. I remove my hand from Vanessa's mouth, replacing it with my lips in a bruising kiss. She responds eagerly, her tongue battling with mine as I continue to fuck her on the locker room bench.

"Harder," she gasps when we break for air, her voice barely above a whisper. "Fuck me harder, Rex. Make me feel it during the broadcast."

I oblige, increasing my pace again now that we're not at immediate risk of discovery. The bench groans beneath us, but I don't care anymore. I drive into her with enough force to make her tits bounce with each impact, my balls slapping against her ass.

Vanessa's moans get higher, more desperate as I pound into her. Her nails rake down my back, probably leaving marks, but I don't care. The pain just adds to the pleasure, makes me fuck her even harder.

"I'm close," she whimpers, her eyes locked on mine. "So close, Rex!"

I reach between our bodies, my thumb finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as I continue to thrust. "Cum for me," I command, my voice rough with exertion. "Cum on my cock."

Her back arches off the bench, her mouth opening in a silent scream as her orgasm hits her. Her pussy convulses around me, squeezing my cock in rhythmic pulses. I keep fucking her through it, prolonging her pleasure, watching as her face contorts with the intensity of her climax.

But I'm not ready to cum yet. Not in this position. I have other plans for how this encounter will end.

I'm still pounding into Vanessa when I catch a flash of movement at the door. My eyes dart up, and that's when I see her – Elizabeth – standing in the partially open doorway, her eyes wide with shock that quickly morphs into something darker, hungrier. How the fuck she found me here, I don't know and don't care. What matters is the way her hand immediately slides between her legs, pressing against the fabric of her skirt as she watches me fuck another woman. Our eyes lock across the room, and without breaking stride, I give her a wicked smirk, letting her know I see her. I see her, and I'm going to put on a show.

Vanessa remains oblivious to our audience, her head thrown back in ecstasy, eyes closed as she focuses on the sensations I'm giving her. But I'm now hyperaware of Elizabeth watching us, her breathing visibly quickening as her hand works between her thighs.

I grab Vanessa's hips harder, my fingers digging into her flesh with enough force to leave bruises. I pull her closer to the edge of the bench, changing the angle to drive deeper into her. She cries out, her eyes flying open, but they're unfocused, seeing nothing but her own pleasure.

"You like that?" I growl, though the question is meant as much for Elizabeth as for Vanessa. "You like taking this cock deep?"

"Yes!" Vanessa gasps, her tits bouncing with each powerful thrust. "God, yes! So deep!"

I look directly at Elizabeth as I slam into Vanessa harder. Coach's proper British wife is fully masturbating now, her skirt hiked up around her waist, her hand moving frantically inside her panties. Her face is flushed, her lips parted as she watches me fuck another woman just hours before the biggest game of the season.

The sight of Elizabeth getting off on watching me fuels something primal inside me. I increase my pace, pounding into Vanessa with renewed vigor. The bench scrapes against the tile floor with each thrust, the metal legs protesting under the force of our fucking.

"Harder!" Vanessa begs, completely unaware of our voyeur. "Fuck me harder, Rex!"

I oblige, driving into her with punishing force. My eyes remain locked with Elizabeth's, a silent communication passing between us. She wants to see me destroy this woman, wants to watch me assert my dominance. And I'm more than happy to deliver.

I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of Vanessa's red hair, yanking her head back sharply. She screams in a mixture of pain and pleasure, her pussy clenching around my cock at the rough treatment.

"That's it," I hiss, my voice carrying across the locker room to where Elizabeth stands. "Take it like the slut you are."

Elizabeth's hand moves faster between her legs, her other hand now inside her blouse, pinching her nipple through her bra. I can tell she's imagining herself in Vanessa's place, being used and dominated by me. The more aggressive I am with Vanessa, the more aroused Elizabeth becomes.

I release Vanessa's hair to grab her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly. Her eyes widen, pupils dilating as the danger and pleasure mix in her blood. This is what she came here for – not an interview, but to be fucked ruthlessly by an athlete at the peak of his game.

"Rex!" she gasps, her voice strained beneath my grip. "I'm going to cum again!"

"Do it," I command, my thumb pressing against her clit as I continue to fuck her. "Cum on my cock."

Vanessa's back arches off the bench, her body going rigid as another orgasm tears through her. Her pussy convulses around me, milking my cock as she cries out my name. I don't slow down, fucking her through her climax, prolonging it until she's shaking with the intensity.

From the doorway, I hear a soft moan – Elizabeth is close too, her body trembling as she watches Vanessa come undone beneath me. Our eyes meet again, and I see her bite her lip to keep from making more noise.

As Vanessa's orgasm subsides, I suddenly pull out, leaving her empty and gasping. She looks up at me in confusion, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. Without explanation, I grab her shoulders and push her off the bench, forcing her to her knees on the hard tile floor.

"Open your mouth," I order, stroking my cock with one hand. It's slick with Vanessa's juices, the head purple and swollen with my impending release.

Vanessa complies eagerly, her lips parting, tongue extending slightly in anticipation. She thinks this is still just about her and me, has no idea that we're performing for an audience.

I position myself in front of her face, my hand working my shaft with quick, firm strokes. My eyes find Elizabeth again, making sure she has a clear view of what's about to happen. She's pressed against the doorframe now, her body tense as she approaches her own climax, watching me with hungry eyes.

"Where do you want it?" I ask Vanessa, though I already know the answer.

"On my face," she replies breathlessly, looking up at me with those big green eyes. "Mark me."

That's all I need to hear. With a few final strokes, I feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening as my orgasm approaches. With a guttural groan, I cum, the first rope of white hitting Vanessa's cheek, the next landing across her parted lips and chin. I continue stroking, more cum spurting onto her neck and down onto her exposed breasts, decorating her skin with my seed.

"Fuck," I growl, watching as my cum drips down her flushed skin. The sight pushes Elizabeth over the edge, her body shuddering with her own silent climax as she watches from the doorway.

Vanessa moans, her tongue darting out to taste my cum, her hands coming up to spread it across her tits like lotion. "You taste so good," she purrs, looking up at me with satisfaction.

I step back, tucking myself back into my shorts, already dismissing her from my mind. The show is over, and I've got a game to focus on now.

"Get dressed and get out," I tell her, my voice suddenly cold. "I need to finish preparing for the game."

Confusion and hurt flicker across Vanessa's face, quickly replaced by understanding and resignation. She's been used, and she knows it. But she also got exactly what she came for – the star quarterback's cock, a story she'll probably tell her closest friends over wine later.

"Of course," she says, rising to her feet with as much dignity as a woman can muster with cum drying on her face and torn clothes hanging off her body. "Thank you for the... interview."

I don't respond, just turn away to grab a towel from my locker. When I look back toward the door, Elizabeth is gone, but I know I'll be seeing her later. She'll want her turn, especially after the show I just put on.

Vanessa gathers her things quickly, trying to make herself presentable. Her skirt is torn beyond repair, her blouse missing buttons. She'll have to sneak back to wherever she came from, the evidence of our encounter visible to anyone paying attention.

"Good luck in the game," she says as she heads for the door, her voice professional again despite the mess she is. "I'll be watching from the press box."

"I bet you will," I reply with a smirk. "Make sure you get my good side for the highlight reel."

After she leaves, I stand alone in the locker room, feeling satisfied but already thinking ahead to the game, to Elizabeth, to what comes next. That's the thing about being Rex Ryder – there's always another conquest waiting, always another challenge to overcome. And I never, ever lose.


Chapter 4

The roar of the crowd still rings in my ears as I stride through the tunnel, sweat dripping down my face and neck. My muscles burn with the sweet ache of victory, my jersey clinging to my body like a second skin. I just threw the game-winning touchdown with five seconds left on the clock. My cock is half-hard just from the adrenaline, from knowing I owned that field, dominated those linebackers like they were fucking children. Nothing gets me harder than winning, than proving I'm the best—except maybe the look I'm getting from the hot blonde in a rival cheerleading uniform waiting at the end of the tunnel.

She's fucking gorgeous. Perky tits straining against her uniform top, long legs exposed by the short skirt, and a smile that says she knows exactly what she wants. Her ponytail bounces as she shifts her weight from one foot to the other, eyes locked on me like I'm the only guy in the world. Which, let's be honest, I might as well be after that performance on the field.

I slow my pace, running a hand through my sweat-soaked hair. My teammates filter past me, slapping my back, muttering "good game" and "fucking legend." I barely acknowledge them. My focus is entirely on this hot piece of ass waiting for me, wearing the colors of the team I just crushed.

"That was an incredible game," she says as I approach, her eyes sparkling with admiration. She bites her lower lip, a practiced move that still works on me. "If you're not busy, my sorority is having a victory party... or a consolation party, I guess. You should come."

I smirk, letting my gaze travel slowly over her body, not bothering to hide my interest. Her nipples harden under my stare, visible even through the padding of her uniform top. Yeah, she wants me bad.

"What's your name?" I ask, stepping closer, invading her personal space. She doesn't back away. If anything, she leans in.

"Tiffany," she replies, her voice dropping to a sexy whisper. "And I know who you are, Rex Ryder."

Of course she does. Everyone knows who I am, especially after tonight. I reach out and touch her arm, my fingers leaving a trail of goosebumps on her skin.

"Aren't you supposed to be consoling your losing team right now, Tiffany?" I taunt, enjoying the way her name feels on my tongue. "Instead of inviting the enemy to your party?"

She laughs, a soft, breathy sound that goes straight to my cock. "What can I say? I'm a sucker for winners." Her eyes drop to my crotch for a split second, then back up to my face. "Even when they beat my team."

"Especially when they beat your team," I correct her, my voice dropping lower. "You like knowing you're talking to the guy who just embarrassed your quarterback, don't you? Gets you wet."

Her cheeks flush, but she doesn't deny it. "Maybe," she admits, stepping even closer. I can smell her perfume now, something sweet and fruity that mixes with the clean sweat of her body. "So will you come? To the party?"

I can read between the lines. This isn't just about a party. This chick wants to fuck the guy who destroyed her team. Wants to feel what a real winner can do to her body. Who am I to deny her?

"Give me an hour to shower and change," I tell her, my hand moving to her waist. Her skin is warm through the thin fabric of her uniform. "Text me the address."

She already has her phone out, looking up at me expectantly. I recite my number, watching as she types it in with manicured fingers, saving me as a contact. My phone buzzes seconds later.

"There's the address," she says, her voice almost trembling with anticipation. "Don't make me wait too long."

"Wouldn't dream of it," I reply, giving her ass a quick squeeze before stepping back. Her breath catches, eyes widening slightly at my boldness. But she doesn't protest. Of course she doesn't. "Save me a drink."

"I'll save you more than that," she promises, backing away slowly, maintaining eye contact until she has to turn around. Her ass sways enticingly as she walks away, and she knows I'm watching. The little show-off even adds an extra bounce to her step.

I head to the locker room, a new energy coursing through my veins. The win was just the beginning of tonight's conquests. Now I've got a hot cheerleader from the rival team ready to spread her legs for me. The ultimate victory.

The locker room is chaos – guys celebrating, reporters trying to get interviews, coaches giving speeches. Coach Frank catches my eye across the room, giving me a proud nod. If only he knew I was balls-deep in his wife just hours ago. The thought makes me chuckle to myself.

"What's so funny, superstar?" one of my teammates asks, clapping me on the shoulder.

"Just thinking about how perfect this night is about to get," I reply, already stripping off my jersey. "Don't wait up for me on the bus. I've got plans."

I shower quickly, letting the hot water sluice away the sweat and dirt from the game. My muscles are tired, but not too tired for what I've got planned next. Never too tired for that. I dress in jeans and a tight t-shirt that shows off my arms and chest, splash on some cologne, and grab my stuff.

As I'm heading out, I check my phone. Tiffany has already texted me three times:

"Hope you're on your way"

"The party's getting good"

"I can't wait to see you"

Eager little slut. I don't bother responding. Let her wait, let her anticipation build. By the time I get there, she'll be so fucking wet she'll practically beg me to take her right in the middle of the party.

I push through the crowd of reporters outside the locker room, ignoring their questions about the game-winning play. Tonight isn't about football anymore. Tonight is about celebrating my victory in the most satisfying way possible – by fucking a hot cheerleader from the team I just beat.

The night air is cool against my skin as I head to my car. The address she sent is only about fifteen minutes away. Perfect. Just enough time for her to wonder if I'm actually coming, but not long enough for her to give up and find someone else.

Not that she would. No girl walks away from Rex Ryder. Ever.

***

The sorority house is lit up like a fucking Christmas tree, bass thumping so hard I can feel it in my chest before I even get to the front door. Red cups everywhere, drunk college kids grinding on each other, the sweet smell of victory and cheap booze hanging in the air. I push through the crowd, ignoring the whispers and stares. Word travels fast – everyone knows I'm the reason their team lost tonight. The girls eye me with that familiar mix of lust and awe, while the guys try to look tough but can't quite meet my gaze. Before I can even grab a drink, I spot Tiffany pushing through the crowd toward me, still in her cheerleading uniform, her face lighting up like she just spotted a celebrity. Which, let's face it, on this campus, I basically am.

"You came!" she squeals, throwing her arms around my neck. Her body presses against mine, tits squishing against my chest. She smells like strawberry vodka and expensive perfume.

"Not yet," I reply with a smirk, my hands finding her waist. "But I will."

Tiffany giggles, her eyes already glazed from whatever she's been drinking. "Come with me," she whispers, taking my hand and immediately pulling me away from the main party. "I have something special planned."

I let her lead me through the crowded living room, up a set of stairs, and down a hallway lined with doors. Music fades behind us, replaced by the sounds of drunk laughter and muffled conversations from behind closed doors. Tiffany stops at the last door on the left, turning to face me with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

"My boyfriend is in here," she whispers, her voice dropping low as she points to the door. "I want you to fuck me on his bed while he watches."

My cock immediately hardens at her words. This hot little slut wants to cuckold her boyfriend with the quarterback who just destroyed his team. That's some next-level psychological warfare. I'm fucking impressed.

"You're serious?" I ask, already knowing the answer. The flush on her cheeks and the way she's pressing her thighs together tells me everything I need to know.

"Dead serious," she confirms, biting her lower lip. "He's been playing video games all night instead of paying attention to me. I want to teach him a lesson." She leans in closer. "And I really want to feel what a real man can do to me."

I grab her chin roughly, tilting her face up to mine. "Lead the way, baby. I'll show you both what a real man looks like."

Tiffany opens the door, and we step into a typical college bedroom – posters on the walls, clothes scattered across the floor, a desk covered in textbooks. And there in the corner, hunched in front of a small TV, is her boyfriend. He's exactly what I expected – scrawny, with messy hair and glasses, wearing a gaming headset and mashing buttons on a controller. He doesn't even look up when we enter.

"Justin," Tiffany calls out, her voice suddenly dripping with fake sweetness. "Look who I brought to meet you."

The boyfriend – Justin – glances over his shoulder, his eyes widening behind his glasses when he sees me. Recognition dawns on his face immediately.

"What the fuck?" he sputters, yanking off his headset. "Rex Ryder? What are you—"

I don't give him time to finish. I grab Tiffany by the waist, spin her around, and crush my lips against hers. She moans into my mouth, her body melting against mine immediately. Out of the corner of my eye, I can see Justin frozen in place, controller still in hand, mouth hanging open.

I walk Tiffany backward toward the bed – their bed, I realize with a surge of satisfaction – never breaking the kiss. When her legs hit the mattress, I push her down roughly, watching as she bounces on the cheap dorm mattress, her cheerleading skirt riding up to reveal a glimpse of pink panties underneath.

"Rex, what the fuck are you doing?" Justin finally finds his voice, standing up from his gaming chair. "Tiffany, what is this?"

"Shut up and watch," Tiffany snaps at him, her eyes never leaving mine. "Maybe you'll learn something."

I grab the front of her uniform top and rip it open with one powerful motion. Buttons pop off, scattering across the floor. Her tits spill out, barely contained in a lacy red bra that matches her cheerleading outfit. Perfect fucking marketing, this girl.

"Jesus, Rex!" she gasps, but she's not trying to cover herself. If anything, she arches her back, pushing her tits toward me.

"You like that?" I growl, climbing onto the bed over her, pinning her beneath my much larger frame. "You like being manhandled in front of your boyfriend?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice breathy with excitement. "Show him what I've been missing."

I unhook her bra with one hand, yanking it off to expose her tits completely. They're perfect – round and perky with small pink nipples that are already hard. I lower my head, taking one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. My hand finds her other breast, squeezing roughly, feeling the soft flesh yield under my fingers.

"Oh god," she moans, her hands finding my hair, pulling me closer. "Your mouth feels so good."

I bite down on her nipple, just hard enough to make her yelp, then soothe the sting with my tongue. Her body writhes beneath mine, her hips bucking up, seeking friction against my hardness. I can hear Justin making strangled noises from the corner, but I don't bother looking at him. He doesn't matter. He's just an audience for what's about to happen.

My mouth travels across her chest, leaving a trail of bites and kisses between her breasts before claiming her other nipple. I suck it into my mouth, flicking my tongue across the sensitive tip while my hand continues to knead her other breast. Tiffany's moans grow louder, more desperate, her nails scratching at my shoulders through my t-shirt.

"Please," she whimpers, arching into me. "I need more."

I lift my head to look at her, taking in her flushed face and desperate eyes. Then I turn to look at Justin for the first time since I started. He's still standing by his gaming chair, frozen in place, his face a mixture of shock, humiliation, and – interestingly – arousal. There's a visible bulge in his pants. The pathetic fuck is getting turned on watching me with his girlfriend.

"Your boyfriend's enjoying the show," I tell Tiffany, loud enough for Justin to hear. "Look at him, all hard watching another man with his girl."

Tiffany turns her head to look at Justin, a cruel smile spreading across her face. "Is that true, baby? Does seeing Rex with me turn you on?"

Justin swallows hard, unable to answer, unable to look away. His hands are clenched into fists at his sides, but he makes no move to stop us.

I laugh, returning my attention to Tiffany's body. My hand slides down her stomach to the waistband of her cheerleading skirt. With one rough motion, I push it up around her waist, exposing her red panties. They're already visibly damp in the center.

"Look how wet she is," I call out to Justin, hooking my fingers into the sides of her panties. "This is what a real man does to a woman. This is what you can't do for her."

I tear her panties off with one sharp yank, the thin fabric ripping easily in my hands. Tiffany gasps at the sudden exposure, but spreads her legs wider, giving both me and her pathetic boyfriend a perfect view of her soaked pussy.

"Now," I growl, looking directly at Justin as I start to unbuckle my belt, "watch carefully. You're about to see what your girlfriend looks like when she's being properly fucked."

I free my cock from my jeans, already rock hard and ready to destroy this cheerleader's pussy. Tiffany's eyes widen when she sees my size, her lips parting in anticipation. I position myself between her spread legs, the head of my cock nudging at her entrance, teasing her. Her pussy is dripping wet, practically begging to be filled. I grab her thighs, pushing them wider apart, making sure her boyfriend has a perfect view of what's about to happen. Then with one brutal thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt, feeling her stretch around me, her tight walls gripping my cock like they never want to let go.

"Fuck!" Tiffany screams, her back arching off the bed, nails immediately digging into my shoulders. "Oh my god, Rex, you're so big!"

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The cheap dorm bed creaks loudly under us, the headboard smacking against the wall with each powerful thrust. I establish a punishing rhythm, each stroke making her tits bounce, her mouth open in a perfect 'O' of pleasure and pain.

"Look at your girlfriend," I grunt at Justin, not slowing my pace. I turn my head to make sure he's watching, and he is – standing frozen by his gaming chair, face pale except for two bright spots of color high on his cheekbones. "Look how well she takes my cock."

Justin makes a strangled noise, somewhere between a protest and a moan. His eyes are glued to the spot where my cock disappears into his girlfriend's pussy, over and over again. The wet sounds of our fucking fill the room, along with Tiffany's increasingly desperate moans.

"She's so fucking tight," I taunt, grabbing Tiffany's wrists and pinning them above her head with one hand. The position arches her back, pushing her tits up. "Has she ever been this wet for you? Has she ever screamed your name like she's about to scream mine?"

"Rex, please," Tiffany gasps, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper. "Harder. Fuck me harder!"

I oblige, increasing my pace, my hips slamming against hers with enough force to move the bed across the floor. Each thrust hits deeper, harder, making her entire body jerk with the impact. I lean down, biting her neck hard enough to leave a mark – a visible reminder of who was here, who fucked her better than her boyfriend ever could.

"You like this, don't you?" I growl in her ear, loud enough for Justin to hear. "You like being treated like a cheap slut in front of your boyfriend. You like showing him what a real cock feels like."

"Yes!" she admits, her voice breaking. "God, yes! Don't stop! Please don't stop!"

I look up at Justin, a cruel smile spreading across my face. "Come closer," I command him. "I want you to see every detail of your girlfriend getting fucked by a real man."

To my surprise, and probably his, Justin obeys. He takes a few shaky steps forward until he's standing right next to the bed, his eyes wide behind his glasses as he watches his girlfriend take my cock. His hands are trembling at his sides, and the bulge in his pants is even more obvious now.

"She loves this real man's cock," I tell him, slowing my thrusts slightly to make sure he can see exactly how Tiffany's pussy stretches around my thickness. "Look at how she takes every inch. Bet she never fucks you like this."

Tiffany's eyes are half-closed, her mouth hanging open as pleasure overwhelms her. Her pussy is clenching rhythmically around me, getting tighter with each thrust. She's close to cumming already.

"Oh fuck, Rex," she moans, her hips bucking up to meet my thrusts. "I'm going to cum. You're going to make me cum!"

"Do it," I command, releasing her wrists to grab her hips, angling them up to hit her g-spot with each stroke. "Cum on my cock. Show your boyfriend what a real orgasm looks like."

That pushes her over the edge. Tiffany's back arches off the bed, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise as she screams my name. Her entire body shakes with the force of her orgasm, her tits bouncing with each tremor. I don't slow down, fucking her through it, prolonging her pleasure until she's gasping for air.

"Rex! Oh my god! Yes! YES!"

Justin watches the whole thing, his breathing ragged, his face a mix of humiliation and unwilling arousal. His girlfriend is coming apart beneath another man, screaming another man's name, and he's just standing there letting it happen. Pathetic.

"That's one," I announce as Tiffany's orgasm subsides. "Let's see how many times I can make her cum before I'm done with her."

I flip Tiffany over roughly, positioning her on her hands and knees, her ass in the air. The new position gives Justin an even better view – my cock sliding in and out of his girlfriend's soaked pussy, her juices coating my shaft. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back as I slam into her from behind.

"Fuck!" she cries out, the new angle letting me hit even deeper. "Oh god, Rex! So deep!"

"You see this?" I say to Justin, not slowing my pace. "This is how you fuck a woman. This is what she's been needing while you've been playing your fucking video games."

Each thrust makes Tiffany's body jerk forward, her tits swinging beneath her. The sound of my hips slapping against her ass fills the room, mixing with her increasingly desperate moans. I reach around with my free hand, finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as I continue to pound into her.

"I'm gonna cum again," she gasps, pushing back against me, meeting each thrust with equal force. "Rex! Don't stop! Right there!"

Her second orgasm hits her even harder than the first, her arms giving out so her face presses against the mattress, ass still in the air as she screams into the bedding. Her inner walls convulse around my cock, squeezing me tighter, trying to milk me dry. But I'm nowhere near done with her yet.

"Two," I count, slowing my pace slightly to let her catch her breath but not stopping completely. "Your girlfriend cums so pretty, doesn't she?" I ask Justin, who now has one hand pressed against the front of his jeans, unconsciously rubbing himself through the fabric as he watches.

"Please," Tiffany whimpers, her voice muffled against the mattress. "I need a break. It's too much."

"No breaks," I growl, grabbing her hips and flipping her onto her back again. I want Justin to see her face for this next part. "Not until I've ruined you for every other man."

I push her legs up toward her chest, folding her nearly in half, opening her completely to my assault. The position lets me hit even deeper, my cock reaching places inside her that her boyfriend has probably never touched. Tiffany's eyes roll back in her head as I resume my punishing pace, her hands gripping the sheets so tight her knuckles turn white.

"Look at me," I command her, waiting until her glazed eyes focus on my face. "Tell your boyfriend who's fucking you better."

"You are," she gasps between thrusts. "Rex is... oh god... Rex is fucking me better!"

"Louder," I demand, driving into her harder to emphasize my point. "I want him to hear exactly how much better this is."

"Rex is fucking me better!" she screams, her voice breaking with the force of her confession. "So much better! Oh god, I'm cumming again!"

Her third orgasm crashes over her like a tidal wave, her entire body convulsing beneath me. She's babbling now, a string of "oh god" and "Rex" and "yes" that makes no sense but tells me everything I need to know about how thoroughly I'm destroying her. Through it all, I maintain my rhythm, not letting up for a second, pushing her past her limits.

Justin continues to watch, a broken spectator to his girlfriend's pleasure and his own humiliation. His pathetic hard-on is still visible through his jeans, but now there's a small wet spot forming where pre-cum has soaked through the fabric. He's getting off on this, the sick fuck.

As Tiffany's orgasm subsides, leaving her limp and panting beneath me, I catch Justin's eye and smirk. I'm still rock hard inside his girlfriend, nowhere near cumming yet, proving my stamina and control. Showing him how a real man handles a woman.

"Ready for round four?" I ask Tiffany, already knowing the answer.

Her pussy is still clenching around me with aftershocks, her body covered in a sheen of sweat, her makeup completely ruined. She looks thoroughly fucked and utterly satisfied, but I'm not done with her yet. Not even close.

"You can take more," I growl, my hand sliding up Tiffany's sweat-slicked body to her throat. My fingers wrap around her neck, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her eyes widen, a flash of fear mixing with the lust in her gaze. I can feel her pulse racing beneath my palm, her life literally in my hands as I continue to pound into her. The power of it makes my cock throb even harder inside her. "You want it rough, don't you? Want me to show your boyfriend what you really need?"

"Yes," she chokes out, the word barely audible under the pressure of my grip. Her pussy clenches tighter around my cock, getting wetter at the restriction of her airway. This little slut loves being manhandled.

I tighten my grip slightly, watching as her face flushes deeper, her eyes beginning to water. All the while, I maintain my brutal pace, my hips slamming against hers with enough force to make the whole bed shake. Justin stands frozen beside us, his eyes fixed on my hand around his girlfriend's throat.

"Look at him watching," I tell Tiffany, loosening my grip just enough to let her gasp for air. "Look at your pathetic boyfriend getting off on another man choking you while fucking you."

Tiffany's head lolls to the side, her eyes finding Justin's. A small, cruel smile curves her lips despite her breathlessness. "He... loves it," she rasps, her voice rough from the pressure on her throat. "Don't you, baby?"

Justin's only response is a strangled noise somewhere between a moan and a sob. His hand is now openly rubbing the bulge in his jeans, his body betraying him completely. The sight of his humiliation feeds something dark inside me, makes me want to push this further, see how far I can take it.

I release Tiffany's throat suddenly, watching as she gulps in air, her chest heaving. Then, without warning, I slap her across the face – not hard enough to really hurt her, but enough to shock her, to leave a pink handprint blooming on her cheek.

"Oh!" she gasps, her eyes flying wide open. For a second, I think I might have gone too far, but then her pussy clenches around me tighter than ever, practically milking my cock. "Fuck! Do that again!"

I laugh, a low, dangerous sound. "Your girlfriend likes it rough," I tell Justin, delivering another slap to Tiffany's other cheek. Her head snaps to the side with the impact, a moan tearing from her throat. "Bet you never knew that, did you? Too scared to give her what she needs."

Justin whimpers, his eyes glued to the red marks forming on his girlfriend's face. His hand moves faster against his crotch, his breathing becoming more labored. He's getting close to cumming in his pants just from watching me degrade his girlfriend.

I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto Tiffany's face. The glob lands on her cheek, sliding slowly down toward her parted lips. Far from being disgusted, she moans loudly, her tongue darting out to taste it. This girl is a complete freak – no wonder her vanilla boyfriend can't satisfy her.

"You're fucking filthy," I tell her, my voice dripping with both disgust and approval. "A dirty little whore who gets off on being used."

"Yes," she admits shamelessly, her hips bucking up to meet my thrusts. "Use me, Rex. Use me hard."

I grab her hair, yanking her head back sharply to expose the column of her throat. I lean down and bite her neck hard, definitely leaving marks that she'll have to explain later. Her nails rake down my back in response, probably drawing blood through my t-shirt.

"Fuck!" she screams as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "Right there! Don't stop! I'm going to cum again!"

I pound into that spot relentlessly, watching as her face contorts with pleasure. Her inner walls flutter around my cock, the prelude to another powerful orgasm. Justin's breathing gets louder, more ragged, as he watches his girlfriend fall apart beneath me for the fourth time.

"Cum for me," I command, slapping her tits hard enough to leave red handprints on the pale flesh. "Show your boyfriend how a real man makes you feel."

That pushes her over the edge. Tiffany's back arches off the bed, her pussy clamping down on my cock with brutal force as she screams my name. Her entire body convulses with the power of her orgasm, tears streaming down her face from the overwhelming sensation. It's the most intense climax I've pulled from her yet, leaving her trembling and incoherent beneath me.

As she comes down from her high, I can feel my own orgasm approaching. The familiar pressure builds at the base of my spine, my balls tightening as I drive into her with increasing urgency. My thrusts become more erratic, more forceful, chasing my release.

"Rex," Tiffany gasps, suddenly seeming to realize what's about to happen. "Wait. Pull out. I'm not on the pill."

I laugh, not slowing my pace at all. If anything, her words make me thrust harder, deeper. "Should have thought about that before you invited me up here," I grunt, feeling myself getting closer to the edge.

"Please," she begs, genuine panic entering her voice now. Her hands push weakly against my chest, but she's too exhausted from multiple orgasms to put up any real resistance. "You can cum on my tits, my face, anywhere but inside me. Please, Rex!"

Justin finally speaks, his voice cracking with tension. "Rex, man, don't. She's serious. She's not protected."

I turn to look at him, a cruel smile spreading across my face as I continue to pound into his girlfriend. "Shut the fuck up," I snarl. "This isn't your decision. It's not even hers anymore."

Tiffany's eyes widen as she realizes what I'm about to do. "No, Rex, please—"

Her words cut off in a gasp as I grab her throat again, squeezing harder this time, nearly cutting off her air completely. Her pussy spasms around me, betraying her body's enjoyment even as fear fills her eyes. With my other hand, I grab her hip, holding her in place as I drive into her with brutal force.

"Take it," I growl, feeling myself reach the point of no return. "Take every fucking drop."

With a final, powerful 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 unprotected womb. I groan through clenched teeth, the intensity of my orgasm making my vision blur at the edges. I keep her pinned beneath me, making sure every last drop stays inside her.

"Fuck," I grunt, my hips jerking with each spurt of cum. I release her throat, watching as she gasps for air, her chest heaving. "That's what you wanted all along, isn't it? To be filled up by a winner?"

Tears leak from the corners of Tiffany's eyes, but her pussy is still clenching around me, milking out every last drop of cum. Her body betrays her – even now, she's enjoying this. Justin stands beside the bed, his hand frozen on his crotch, a wet spot spreading across the front of his jeans. The pathetic fuck actually came in his pants watching me impregnate his girlfriend.

I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately starts to leak from her well-fucked pussy. The sight is primal and satisfying – evidence of my conquest, of my complete dominance over both of them. I give her pussy a light slap, making her flinch.

"Thanks for the fuck," I say casually, standing up and tucking my softening cock back into my jeans. I zip up and run a hand through my sweat-damp hair, already dismissing both of them from my mind.

Tiffany lies spread-eagle on the bed, my cum leaking from between her thighs, her body covered in red marks from my hands and mouth. She looks thoroughly used, completely ruined. Justin still stands beside the bed, the wet spot on his jeans now obvious, his face a mask of shame and broken pride.

"You might want to get her Plan B in the morning," I tell him as I head for the door. "Or don't. Maybe raising my kid will teach you both a lesson."

I don't wait for a response, don't look back as I walk out of the room. The party is still raging downstairs, music thumping, people dancing and drinking like nothing world-changing just happened upstairs. Which, for me, it didn't. Just another conquest, another notch on my already crowded belt. By tomorrow, I'll probably barely remember their names.

As I push through the crowded living room toward the exit, several people try to stop me, to congratulate me on the game, to offer me drinks. I brush them all off. I'm already thinking about tomorrow's practice, about the scouts who watched me play today, about my future in the NFL. The sex was good – it always is – but it's just a diversion. A perk of being the best.

Outside, the cool night air hits my skin, washing away the scent of sex and sweat. I check my phone as I walk to my car and see several new messages – a couple from teammates, one from Coach Frank asking about breakfast tomorrow, and, interestingly, one from Elizabeth. Coach's wife wants to meet up again. I smile to myself as I slide into the driver's seat.

The night is still young, and I'm Rex fucking Ryder. The game never stops, on or off the field.


Chapter 5

The morning sun beats down on my skin as I stretch out on the poolside lounger, my muscles still pleasantly sore from last night's victory. I've been here an hour already, soaking up the admiring glances from every female who walks by. I take a slow sip of my drink, ice clinking against glass, letting my eyes roam lazily over the hotel pool area like a king surveying his domain. That's when I spot her—a MILF in her late forties strutting toward me in a bikini so small it's practically an insult to public decency. Her massive tits strain against thin fabric, threatening to spill out with each step.

She's making a beeline straight for me, hips swaying with practiced precision. Her body is impressive for her age—tanned skin pulled taut over curves that have clearly been maintained through rigorous workouts and probably some strategic surgical enhancements. Those tits are definitely fake, but expertly done, sitting high and proud on her chest. Her waist narrows dramatically before flaring out to wide hips and an ass that bounces slightly with each step. Long blonde hair cascades down her back, highlights catching the sunlight. Her face shows signs of her age—fine lines around her eyes and mouth—but they only add to her appeal, the mark of a woman who knows exactly what she's doing.

I don't bother sitting up as she approaches, just adjust my sunglasses and take another sip of my drink. Let her work for my attention. She stops directly in front of me, positioning herself so the sun silhouettes her body perfectly through the thin material of her bikini. I can see the outline of her hardening nipples, the curve where her thighs meet her crotch.

"You're Rex Ryder," she says, her voice husky with an undertone of breathiness that's clearly practiced. "That touchdown last night was incredible."

I smirk up at her. "I know."

Rather than being put off by my arrogance, her eyes darken with desire. She extends her hand, manicured nails painted a bright red that matches her bikini. "I'm Cynthia. I've been a fan of the team for years, but I've never had the chance to... meet any of the players personally."

The emphasis she places on "meet" tells me everything I need to know about what she wants. I take her hand, my fingers completely enveloping hers, and I don't miss how her breath catches when she feels the strength in my grip.

"You have impressive... arms," she says, eyes trailing over my bare chest and shoulders. "So strong. I bet you could just pick a girl up and do whatever you wanted with her."

"I can," I reply simply, finally sitting up. I'm shirtless, wearing only swim trunks, and I watch her eyes feast on my abs, the V-cut of my hips disappearing beneath the waistband. "And I do."

Cynthia's tongue darts out to wet her lips, her chest rising and falling with quickening breaths. She shifts her weight, pretending to adjust her position, but really just making her tits jiggle for my benefit.

"Oh!" she exclaims suddenly, dropping something on the ground between us. "Clumsy me."

She turns around and bends over slowly—painfully slowly—to retrieve what I now see is her room key. The position pushes her ass directly into my line of sight, the tiny bikini bottom riding up to reveal the plump flesh of her cheeks and a glimpse of her pussy lips from behind. It's so obvious, so desperate, that I almost laugh. Almost.

Instead, I reach out and grab her arm as she straightens up, yanking her toward me with enough force to make her gasp. She stumbles, falling against my chest, those massive tits pressing against me.

"Room key, huh?" I mutter, my mouth close to her ear. "Subtle."

She shivers against me, but before she can respond, I'm standing, towering over her. Without a word, I tug her toward the private cabanas that line the far side of the pool. She follows eagerly, practically trotting to keep up with my long strides.

"Where are we—"

"Shut up," I cut her off, pushing open the door to an empty cabana. These things cost a fortune to rent, but no one's going to question me after last night's performance.

The moment the door closes behind us, I spin her around and slam her against it, my mouth crashing onto hers. She moans into the kiss, her body immediately melting against mine. I grab both her wrists in one hand, pinning them above her head as my other hand roughly cups one of her tits, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp.

"This what you want?" I growl against her lips. "To get fucked by the star quarterback?"

"Yes," she breathes, her hips grinding against mine. "God, yes."

I reach down and grab the front of her bikini top, ripping it off with one sharp tug. The thin material tears easily, exposing her tits completely. They're even bigger without the constraint of fabric, nipples already hard and pointing toward me like they're begging for attention.

"Fuck," I mutter appreciatively, palming one heavy breast. The flesh yields beneath my fingers, soft yet firm. "These are spectacular."

Cynthia preens at the compliment, arching her back to push her chest further into my hands. I grab her shoulders and spin her around, shoving her toward the large daybed that dominates the cabana. She stumbles forward, catching herself on the edge.

"Take that bottom off," I order, watching as she hooks her thumbs into the waistband and slides the bikini down her legs. Her ass is just as impressive from this angle—round and firm, with just enough jiggle when she moves.

Once she's completely naked, I grab her hips and push her onto the daybed, flipping her onto her back. She bounces slightly on impact, her tits jiggling with the movement. I grab her ankles and yank them apart, spreading her legs wide to expose her completely to my gaze.

"Look at that," I say, my voice dropping lower as I take in the sight of her pussy—waxed bare, lips already glistening with arousal. "Already wet for me."

I drop to my knees beside the daybed, positioning myself between her spread thighs. The position gives me a perfect view of her most intimate parts—outer lips swollen and pink, inner folds glistening, the hood of her clit just peeking out from its hiding place. I let my breath ghost over her, watching her squirm in anticipation.

"Please," she whispers, her hips lifting slightly off the daybed. "Please touch me."

I smirk up at her, holding eye contact as I lean in and drag my tongue slowly from her entrance to her clit in one long, flat stroke. The taste of her arousal floods my mouth—tangy and musky, distinctly feminine.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her head falling back against the cushion. Her hands immediately fly to my hair, fingers tangling in the strands.

I grip her thighs harder, pushing them wider apart as I dive in with purpose. My tongue circles her entrance before plunging inside, fucking her with it as my nose brushes against her clit. The position allows me to taste her deeper, to feel her inner walls clench around my tongue as I explore her thoroughly.

Cynthia's moans fill the small space, her body writhing beneath my mouth. I move up to focus on her clit, sucking it between my lips while sliding two fingers inside her tight heat. She's soaking wet now, her juices coating my chin as I work her toward orgasm. I curl my fingers forward, finding that rough patch of skin that makes women lose their minds.

"Oh god, Rex!" she cries out, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. "Right there! Don't stop!"

I increase the pressure, the speed, adding a third finger to stretch her further. My mouth never leaves her clit, alternating between hard suction and quick flicks of my tongue. I can feel her getting closer, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my fingers.

"Please," she begs, her voice breaking with desperation. "I need your cock. Please fuck me, Rex. I need you inside me now."

I lift my head, my chin glistening with her arousal, and look up at her flushed face. Her eyes are glazed with lust, her chest heaving with each breath. She looks completely wrecked already, and I haven't even fucked her yet.

"Beg harder," I demand, my fingers still working inside her but at a slower pace, keeping her on the edge without pushing her over. "Tell me exactly what you want me to do to you."

"Please," she gasps, her hips bucking against my hand. "Please fuck me with your big cock. I've been fantasizing about you for years. Please, Rex, I need you to fill me up, to fuck me until I can't remember my own name."

That's what I like to hear. Without removing my fingers, I rise up on my knees, looming over her spread body. I could take her now, could thrust into her and give us both what we want. But I'm not done playing yet.

"First," I say, increasing the speed of my fingers again, "I want to feel you cum on my hand. Show me how badly you want my cock."

Cynthia moans, her back arching off the daybed as my fingers hit that sweet spot inside her again and again. I add my thumb to the mix, rubbing her clit in tight circles as I finger-fuck her with increasing intensity. Her walls clamp down on my fingers, her body tensing as she approaches her peak.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Cum for me. Let me feel it."

Her orgasm hits her like a tsunami, her back bowing, her mouth opening in a silent scream before a strangled cry tears from her throat. Her pussy convulses around my fingers, squeezing them in rhythmic pulses as waves of pleasure crash over her. I don't slow down, don't give her a moment to recover, fucking her through her climax until she's gasping for air.

"Please," she whimpers when she can speak again, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "Please, Rex. I need your cock now. Please fuck me."

I stand over Cynthia's trembling body, looking down at her with cold amusement. Her hair is splayed across the daybed cushion, her chest still heaving from her orgasm, her legs spread wide in invitation. My swim trunks are tented with my erection, and I take my time sliding them down my legs, enjoying the way her eyes widen as my cock springs free. She licks her lips unconsciously, staring at me like I'm a fucking god descended to earth just to bless her with my dick.

"Jesus," she breathes, her eyes fixed on my shaft. "You're huge."

I smirk, stroking myself a few times, watching her watch me. "You think you can handle this?"

Instead of answering, she spreads her legs wider, her hands moving to her pussy, spreading her lips apart to show me how wet she is. The desperate invitation would be almost pathetic if it wasn't so fucking hot.

I position myself between her thighs, the head of my cock nudging at her entrance. I tease her, rubbing my tip through her soaked folds, coating myself in her juices. Cynthia whimpers, her hips lifting off the daybed, trying to take me in.

"Beg for it," I command, slapping my cock lightly against her clit, making her gasp.

"Please," she moans immediately, no hesitation, no pride. "Please fuck me, Rex. I need your cock inside me now."

That's all I need to hear. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. The sensation is incredible—her tight heat enveloping me, stretching around my girth. Cynthia screams, her back arching off the daybed, her hands flying up to grab my shoulders.

"Oh my god!" she cries out, her nails digging into my skin. "So big! So fucking deep!"

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The force of my thrust pushes her up the daybed, her tits bouncing violently with the impact. I set a punishing rhythm, each stroke making her entire body jerk beneath me. The wet sound of our bodies colliding fills the cabana, mixing with Cynthia's increasingly desperate moans.

"Take it," I grunt, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head with one hand. The position forces her back to arch, pushing her tits up toward me. "Take every inch."

Her pussy clenches around me with each thrust, getting wetter, hotter. I drop my free hand to her clit, rubbing it roughly as I continue to pound into her. Cynthia's eyes roll back in her head, her moans turning to incoherent babbling.

"Fuck! Yes! Oh god! Rex!" Each word is punctuated by the slap of my hips against hers, my balls hitting her ass with every thrust.

I release her wrists to grab her tits, squeezing the soft flesh, pinching her nipples between my fingers. She cries out, her hands immediately moving to my back, nails raking down my skin hard enough to leave marks. The pain just spurs me on, makes me fuck her harder, deeper.

"You like that?" I taunt, twisting her nipples just enough to mix pleasure with pain. "You like getting fucked like the slut you are?"

"Yes!" she admits shamelessly, her eyes locked on mine. "Use me! Fuck me harder!"

I grab her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave bruises. Using my grip for leverage, I slam into her with renewed force, angling my hips to hit her g-spot with each thrust. The new angle has her screaming, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise.

"You're just a hole for me to fuck," I tell her, my voice harsh with exertion. "Just a set of tits and a wet pussy for me to use."

"Yes!" she agrees eagerly, the degradation clearly turning her on. "I'm your fucktoy! Use me however you want!"

Without warning, I pull out of her, ignoring her whimper of protest. "Hands and knees," I order, already flipping her over roughly. "Ass up."

Cynthia scrambles to comply, positioning herself with her ass in the air, face pressed against the daybed cushion. The position displays her pussy perfectly, glistening with her arousal, ready for me to take her again. I grab a handful of her hair, yanking her head back as I position my cock at her entrance.

"This is how animals fuck," I growl in her ear before driving back into her in one hard thrust. The new angle lets me go even deeper, hitting places inside her that make her whole body tremble.

"Rex!" she screams, her hands gripping the edges of the daybed. "Oh fuck, Rex!"

I establish a brutal pace, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to make the entire daybed creak beneath us. Each thrust drives her forward, only my grip on her hair keeping her in place. The position gives me complete control, lets me use her body exactly how I want.

Her massive tits swing beneath her with each impact, her face contorted with pleasure and pain as I pull her hair tighter. The sight of her completely at my mercy, taking my cock like she was made for it, sends a thrill of power through me that's almost as good as the physical sensation.

"Whose pussy is this?" I demand, punctuating my question with a particularly deep thrust. "Tell me who owns this cunt."

"You do!" she gasps, her voice breaking. "It's yours, Rex! Your pussy!"

"Damn right," I grunt, my free hand coming down hard on her ass, leaving a red handprint on the pale flesh. The slap echoes in the small space, followed immediately by Cynthia's moan of approval.

I spank her again, harder this time, watching as her skin turns pink under my palm. She pushes her ass back against me, meeting each thrust with equal force, silently begging for more. This MILF is insatiable, taking everything I give her and asking for more.

I release her hair to reach around and grab her throat, pulling her upright so her back is pressed against my chest. The new position lets me whisper directly in her ear as I continue to fuck her, my hand squeezing her neck just tight enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely.

"You're going to cum again," I tell her, my other hand sliding down to find her clit. "Cum on my cock while I choke you."

Cynthia's only response is a strangled moan, her pussy getting impossibly tighter around me as the lack of oxygen heightens her pleasure. I circle her clit with firm strokes, feeling her body tense against mine as she approaches her peak.

"Rex," she manages to gasp despite my grip on her throat. "I'm close. So close!"

I increase the pressure on her clit, my hips never slowing their relentless pace. "Do it," I command. "Cum now."

Her body obeys as if it belongs to me. Her back arches against my chest, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic pulses as her orgasm tears through her. I release her throat just in time for her to let out a scream that probably carries across the entire pool area.

"Fuck! Rex! Yes! YES!"

I don't slow down, continuing to pound into her even as her body convulses with pleasure. Her inner walls grip me like they're trying to milk my cock, but I'm not ready to cum yet. I have other plans for this MILF.

As her orgasm subsides, leaving her limp and panting, I finally slow my pace. She collapses forward onto the daybed, her body trembling with aftershocks, her pussy still weakly clenching around my cock. I pull out slowly, watching as her hole gapes slightly, already missing my presence.

"Don't think we're done yet," I tell her, turning her over onto her back. Her face is flushed, her hair a tangled mess, her body covered in a sheen of sweat. She looks thoroughly fucked, but I'm just getting started. "I'm not even close to finished with you."

Cynthia looks up at me with glazed eyes, a mixture of satisfaction and anticipation on her face. "Whatever you want," she whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming. "I'm all yours."

I smirk down at her, stroking my cock, still hard and glistening with her juices. The sight of her—this hot MILF completely destroyed by my cock, willing to do anything I want—sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I'm Rex fucking Ryder, and women like Cynthia are just another perk of being the best.

I don't waste time letting her recover. Grabbing a fistful of Cynthia's hair, I yank her up from the daybed, ignoring her startled yelp as I drag her to her knees on the cabana floor. Her legs are still shaky from her orgasm, her breathing ragged, but I couldn't care less about her comfort. My cock is painfully hard, glistening with her juices, demanding attention. I position myself in front of her face, my free hand gripping my shaft.

"Open your mouth," I command, tapping the head of my cock against her lips. "Time to put that mouth to good use."

Cynthia obeys immediately, her lips parting, tongue extending slightly in anticipation. I can see the hunger in her eyes—this MILF actually wants to taste herself on my cock. Instead of easing in, I thrust forward suddenly, burying myself halfway down her throat in one brutal push.

"Fuck," I groan as her warm, wet mouth engulfs me. Her eyes widen in shock, tears immediately springing to the corners as she gags around my thickness.

I don't give her time to adjust, tightening my grip on her hair and using it to control her movements. I pull her head forward while simultaneously thrusting my hips, forcing more of my length down her throat. Cynthia struggles to breathe, her hands flying up to press against my thighs, not quite pushing me away but trying to create some space.

"Take it all," I growl, ignoring her distress. "Every fucking inch."

Tears streak down her face as she fights against her gag reflex, mascara running in black rivulets across her flushed cheeks. The sight of her struggling, her perfect makeup ruined because of my cock, makes me even harder in her mouth. I pull back just enough to let her gasp for air, a string of saliva connecting my tip to her swollen lips.

"Please," she gasps, her voice already hoarse. "Let me—"

I don't let her finish, ramming my cock back into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. Her words turn into a muffled gargle, her throat convulsing around my head. Saliva pools at the corners of her mouth, spilling down her chin and onto her heaving tits.

"You're just a mouth to fuck," I tell her, establishing a brutal rhythm that allows her only the briefest moments to breathe between thrusts. "A set of holes for me to use however I want."

Despite her obvious discomfort, Cynthia moans around my cock, her eyes never leaving mine. This MILF loves being degraded, loves being treated like nothing more than a fuck toy. Her hands drop from my thighs to her own pussy, fingers sliding through her soaked folds as I continue to fuck her face.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her touch herself while choking on my cock. "Get yourself off while I use your throat."

I increase my pace, my hips moving faster, driving deeper. Cynthia gags with each thrust, her throat producing obscene wet sounds as I push past her natural resistance. Drool and precum mix together, running down her chin in thick streams, dripping onto her bouncing tits. The sight is absolutely filthy—this respected, well-dressed MILF reduced to a messy, drooling cock sleeve.

My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, the impact adding to the symphony of wet, slapping sounds filling the cabana. I can feel her throat muscles working around the head of my cock, trying to accommodate my size, trying to please me despite her difficulty breathing.

"Take it deeper," I demand, pushing her head down further. My cock disappears completely into her mouth, her nose pressed against my pubic bone, her throat bulging visibly around my girth. I hold her there, watching her face turn red as she struggles for oxygen, her eyes watering profusely.

Just before she might pass out, I pull her off, allowing her a moment of desperate, gasping breaths. Strings of thick saliva connect my cock to her mouth, breaking and landing on her tits and the cabana floor.

"Please," she chokes out between gasps, her voice wrecked, barely more than a rasp. "I need to breathe—"

"Shut up," I cut her off, slapping my wet cock against her cheek, leaving a shiny trail of her own saliva on her skin. "You breathe when I say you breathe."

I thrust back into her mouth without warning, setting an even more punishing pace than before. Cynthia's makeup is completely destroyed now, black streaks running down her face, lipstick smeared across her chin and my cock. Her hair is a tangled mess in my fist, her carefully styled blonde locks now just another tool for me to control her movements.

"Look at me," I command, waiting until her tear-filled eyes meet mine. "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be face-fucked by the star quarterback? To be used like a cheap whore?"

She can't answer with my cock shoved down her throat, but I see the answer in her eyes—the submission, the acceptance, the perverse enjoyment of being degraded this way. Her fingers move faster between her legs, her body trembling as she approaches another orgasm just from the thrill of being used so roughly.

The sight of this powerful, mature woman completely surrendering to me, letting me use her throat like a fleshlight, pushes me closer to the edge. My balls tighten, the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. I'm close, so fucking close.

"I'm going to cum all over those perfect tits," I tell her, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Going to mark you like the slut you are."

Cynthia moans around my shaft, the vibration sending shockwaves of pleasure up my spine. Her eyes look almost pleading, though whether she's begging me to cum or to let her breathe, I neither know nor care. All that matters is my pleasure, my release.

With a final few brutal thrusts that have her gagging and choking around me, I pull out completely. My cock is slick with her saliva, her throat juices coating me from base to tip. I grab my shaft with my free hand, still holding her hair with the other to keep her in position.

"Open your mouth," I command, stroking myself rapidly. "Stick out your tongue."

Cynthia complies immediately, her mouth hanging open, tongue extended, her eyes never leaving mine. The sight of her—on her knees, face a mess of tears and makeup, waiting eagerly to receive my load—pushes me over the edge.

With a guttural groan, I explode, the first rope of cum shooting past her face to land in her hair. I aim lower, the next several spurts landing across her heaving tits, decorating them with thick white stripes. I continue stroking, milking every last drop onto her chest, watching with satisfaction as my seed pools in the valley between her breasts.

"Fuck," I mutter as the final few drops land on her extended tongue. Cynthia immediately swallows, looking up at me like I've given her a precious gift rather than used her mouth like a disposable toy.

Without asking permission, she leans forward and takes the head of my cock between her lips one more time, gently sucking to clean off the last traces of cum. The sensitivity makes me hiss, my hand tightening in her hair, yanking her away.

"Did I say you could do that?" I snap, looking down at her with cold eyes.

"Sorry," she whispers, her voice completely destroyed, barely audible. "I just wanted to taste you again."

I scoff, releasing her hair only to grab a different section, using the strands like a towel to wipe the remaining saliva and cum from my softening cock. Cynthia winces but doesn't protest, accepting the degradation like it's her due.

"Thanks for the fuck," I say casually, tucking myself back into my swim trunks. I don't bother helping her up, don't bother asking if she's okay. Why would I? She's just another conquest, another notch in my belt, already fading from my mind as I plan the rest of my day.

Cynthia remains kneeling on the cabana floor, my cum dripping down her tits, her face a ruined mess of makeup and tears. Her bikini lies torn and forgotten in the corner, completely destroyed in my haste to get at her body.

"Rex," she starts, her voice cracking. "That was—"

"Don't care," I interrupt, already heading for the door. "Clean yourself up. I'm sure you can find your way back to your husband."

Her sharp intake of breath tells me my assumption was correct—wedding ring tan line gave it away. Just another bored housewife looking for a thrill with a younger man. Predictable.

I walk out of the cabana without another glance, closing the door on her kneeling form. The bright sunlight hits my face as I step back into the pool area, the sounds of people enjoying their day returning to my awareness. A few glances come my way—some knowing, some curious. The loud moans probably carried further than Cynthia realized in her pleasure-hazed state.

I smirk, running a hand through my hair as I head back to my lounger. Another day, another woman conquered. Being Rex Ryder has its perks, and I intend to enjoy every single one of them.


Chapter 6

The team bus rumbles down the highway, cutting through the darkness like a black bullet. Most of the guys are passed out, exhausted from the game and the celebration after. Coach Frank is snoring softly in the seat across the aisle, his head lolled against the window, completely dead to the world. The dim blue safety lights cast everything in shadow, creating pockets of privacy in the public space. Elizabeth sits beside me in the back row, a thin blanket spread across our laps like we're just keeping warm. Underneath, her hand rests on my thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles that inch higher with each pass. The wedding ring on her finger catches what little light there is when she moves, a constant reminder that her husband is sleeping just feet away from us.

"I need you again," Elizabeth whispers, her British accent making even those desperate words sound sophisticated. Her breath is hot against my ear, causing goosebumps to rise on my skin.

I glance around the bus one more time, making sure everyone is either asleep or thoroughly distracted by their phones or headphones. Satisfied that we have as much privacy as possible, I give her a slight nod, not trusting myself to speak quietly enough.

Elizabeth's hand moves with more purpose now, sliding up my inner thigh until her fingers brush against the growing bulge in my sweatpants. She inhales sharply at what she finds, her eyes widening slightly in the dim light.

"Already hard for me," she murmurs, her voice barely audible over the hum of the bus engine. Her fingers wrap around my shaft through the thin material, squeezing gently. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about you since the sauna."

The memory of fucking her last week in the sauna while Coach was just feet away makes my cock throb in her hand. There's something addictively thrilling about taking what belongs to Frank—first his wife, now even his dignity as he sleeps across from us, completely oblivious to the fact that I'm about to finger-fuck his wife right beside him.

"Keep your voice down," I warn, my own voice a low rumble that can't carry beyond our seat. "Wouldn't want to wake your husband."

Elizabeth's pupils dilate at the mention of Frank, the danger of our situation clearly exciting her as much as it does me. Her hand slips beneath my waistband, cool fingers wrapping around my bare cock. The direct contact nearly makes me groan, but I bite it back, maintaining my composure.

"Let me touch you," I whisper, sliding my hand under the blanket and onto her thigh. She's wearing a skirt—no coincidence, I'm sure—that rides up easily as my fingers trail along her smooth skin.

"Please," she breathes, spreading her legs slightly to grant me better access.

I take my time, enjoying the anticipation building between us. My fingers trace patterns on her inner thigh, moving higher with each pass but never quite reaching where she wants me most. Elizabeth's hand tightens around my cock, her strokes becoming more urgent as her frustration grows.

"Rex," she pleads quietly, her accent thickening with desire. "Don't tease me."

I smirk in the darkness, finally letting my fingers brush against the fabric of her panties. They're already damp with her arousal, the heat of her core radiating through the thin material. I press against her covered slit, feeling her body jerk in response.

"So wet already," I murmur, circling my thumb over her clit through her panties. "What would Frank say if he knew his proper British wife was soaking through her underwear for his star quarterback?"

The mention of her husband's name makes Elizabeth's pussy pulse beneath my touch, a fresh surge of wetness dampening the fabric. She likes the risk, gets off on the forbidden nature of what we're doing. Coach's perfect wife is nothing but a filthy slut beneath her sophisticated exterior.

I push her panties aside, my fingers finding her bare flesh at last. She's completely soaked, her folds slippery with arousal as I slide a finger between them. Elizabeth bites her lip to suppress a moan, her eyes darting nervously to Frank's sleeping form across the aisle.

"Look at him while I finger you," I command softly, pushing a finger inside her tight heat. "Look at your husband while another man makes you wet."

Elizabeth obeys, her eyes fixing on Frank's sleeping face as I add a second finger, pumping them slowly in and out of her pussy. Her inner walls clench around my digits, trying to pull them deeper. My thumb finds her clit, circling it with just enough pressure to drive her wild without sending her over the edge too quickly.

"He has no idea," I whisper, curling my fingers to hit that spot inside her that makes her thighs tremble. "No idea that his wife is getting finger-fucked by his star player while he sleeps."

"Rex," she gasps, her voice strained with the effort of staying quiet. "Oh god."

I increase my pace, my fingers moving faster inside her as my thumb continues to work her clit. The bus hits a bump in the road, jostling us, making my fingers drive deeper than intended. Elizabeth's head falls back against the seat, her eyes closing briefly before she forces them open again, keeping her gaze on her sleeping husband as I'd commanded.

"You're such a dirty slut," I tell her, my voice barely above a breath against her ear. "Getting off on this, on the risk of being caught. What would happen if he woke up right now? If he saw my hand between your legs, saw what a whore his wife really is?"

The dirty talk pushes her closer to the edge, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my fingers. Her breathing becomes more rapid, her chest rising and falling in quick succession. She's close, so fucking close.

One of the players a few rows ahead shifts in his sleep, turning over in his seat. Elizabeth freezes, her entire body tensing as she waits to see if he's waking up. When he settles back into sleep, a small whimper of relief and excitement escapes her lips.

I take advantage of her heightened state, driving my fingers deeper, curling them against her g-spot while my thumb presses harder on her clit. The dual stimulation has her squirming in her seat, her hips making tiny, abortive movements as she fights to stay still.

"Rex," she breathes, her voice a desperate plea. "I'm going to—"

"Cum for me," I interrupt, my mouth right against her ear. "Cum on my fingers while looking at your husband."

That does it. Elizabeth's body goes rigid beside me, her pussy clamping down on my fingers as her orgasm crashes through her. Her lips part in a silent scream, her body trembling with the force of her climax. To her credit, she manages to stay quiet, the only sound a barely audible whimper that could be mistaken for a sigh in sleep.

I keep my fingers moving, working her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she's shaking uncontrollably, her hand squeezing my cock so hard it's almost painful. Only when she gasps for me to stop, her free hand grabbing my wrist, do I finally relent.

Slowly, I withdraw my fingers from her soaked pussy, making sure the blanket still covers our laps. In the dim light, I bring my glistening fingers to my mouth, maintaining eye contact with Elizabeth as I suck her juices off each digit. Her eyes darken with renewed lust at the sight.

"You taste like sin," I whisper, a cruel smirk playing on my lips. "Like the best kind of betrayal."

Elizabeth's breathing is still uneven, her body occasionally shuddering with aftershocks. Her hand hasn't left my cock, though her strokes have become lazy, unfocused in the aftermath of her pleasure.

"I want to taste you now," she whispers, her eyes dropping to the obvious tent in my sweatpants. "Let me make you feel good too."

Across the aisle, Frank stirs slightly, mumbling something in his sleep before settling back into his rhythmic snoring. The close call sends another thrill through me, making my cock throb in Elizabeth's grip.

"Do it," I challenge, leaning back slightly in my seat. "Show me how much of a slut you really are. Suck my cock with your husband right there."

Elizabeth's pupils dilate, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. Without a word, she shifts in her seat, bending forward as if to retrieve something from the floor. Instead, her head disappears under the blanket, and I feel her hot breath against my cock through my sweatpants.

I close my eyes briefly, anticipating the warm, wet heat of her mouth around me. Coach's wife is about to suck me off right next to him on the team bus. Being Rex Ryder has its fucking privileges.

I pull my hand from under the blanket, bringing my fingers to my mouth and sucking Elizabeth's juices off them one by one. She watches me with hooded eyes, her chest still rising and falling rapidly from her orgasm. The taste of her arousal lingers on my tongue—expensive, forbidden, intoxicating. Without a word, she ducks under the blanket, her body shifting as she positions herself between my legs. I spread my thighs wider to accommodate her, glancing around to make sure all the other players are still asleep. The bus rumbles along the dark highway, its steady vibration providing cover for our movements.

I feel her hands sliding up my thighs, her touch feather-light through the material of my sweatpants. Her fingers hook into my waistband, carefully tugging it down just enough to free my cock. The cool air of the bus hits my heated flesh for only a moment before I feel her warm breath replacing it. My jaw clenches at the sensation, my hands gripping the armrests to maintain my composure.

Elizabeth doesn't tease. Her tongue drags up the underside of my shaft in one long, wet stroke before her lips wrap around the head, taking me into the warm, wet heat of her mouth. My head falls back against the seat, eyes half-closing with pleasure, though I force myself to stay alert. The risk of discovery only heightens every sensation, making her mouth feel even more incredible around me.

Under the blanket, her hand wraps around the base of my cock, holding me steady as she begins to bob her head, taking me deeper with each downward motion. Her technique is flawless—Coach's sophisticated wife clearly knows how to suck cock. The thought sends a fresh wave of arousal through me. How many times has she done this to Frank, using these same skills? And now she's on her knees for me, her husband's star player, while the man himself sleeps just feet away.

"That's it," I whisper, my voice barely audible even to my own ears. "Take it deeper."

I feel rather than see her comply, her throat relaxing to accommodate more of my length. Her tongue swirls around the head when she pulls back, focusing on that sensitive spot just underneath before she descends again, taking me deeper each time. The wet sounds of her mouth working my cock are thankfully muffled by the blanket and the hum of the bus engine.

Across the aisle, Frank shifts in his sleep, his head rolling to the other side. I stare directly at him as his wife sucks me off, the power trip almost overwhelming. If he opened his eyes right now, what would he see? His trusted quarterback sitting calmly, perhaps appearing to nap, while beneath a blanket his precious British wife has her throat stuffed with my cock.

I reach under the blanket, my hand finding Elizabeth's hair. I gather a fistful, gaining control of her movements. She moans softly around my shaft, the vibration sending shocks of pleasure up my spine. I tug gently, guiding her to the pace I want—slightly faster, slightly deeper. Her hands grip my thighs, nails digging in through my sweatpants as she surrenders control to me.

"Look at your husband," I whisper, knowing she can hear me even under the blanket. "Look at him while you suck my cock."

I feel her shift position, and know she's angled her head to see Frank across the aisle. The mental image—Elizabeth with her mouth full of my cock, eyes fixed on her sleeping husband—nearly pushes me over the edge. I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her still as I start to thrust upward, shallow movements that feed more of my length into her willing mouth.

The bus hits a rough patch of road, jostling us. For a moment, I worry the movement might wake someone, but the team is out cold, exhausted from the game and celebration. Even Frank just snorts slightly in his sleep before resuming his steady snoring. Elizabeth, however, gags slightly as the unexpected bump forces my cock deeper down her throat than she was prepared for.

I feel her recover quickly, relaxing her throat muscles to take me deeper. Her hands move from my thighs to my balls, gently massaging them as she continues to work my shaft with her mouth. The dual sensation has me seeing stars, my breath coming faster as I approach my limit.

"Fuck," I hiss under my breath, my hips making small, controlled thrusts up into her mouth. "Your mouth feels so good."

One of the assistant coaches shifts in his seat near the front of the bus, the movement catching my eye. He doesn't turn around, just adjusts his position before settling back to sleep, but the momentary panic sends another surge of adrenaline through me. Elizabeth must feel my cock pulse in response because she moans softly, the vibration traveling through my entire body.

I look down at the blanket-covered lump between my legs, imagining the sight beneath—Coach's proper wife, her lipstick smeared across my cock, her perfect hair tangled in my fist, her throat bulging with my thickness. The contrast between her polished public image and the cock-hungry slut underneath drives me wild.

My attention shifts back to Frank, studying his sleeping face as his wife services me. There's something intensely satisfying about this—about taking what belongs to him, about making his wife into my personal plaything right under his nose. Each time I look at him during practice, during games, I'll remember this moment. I'll remember how his wife chose my cock over his dignity.

Elizabeth's rhythm becomes more insistent, her mouth working me with increased urgency. I can feel her saliva coating my shaft, making the glide of her lips smoother, the suction tighter. My balls tighten, that familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. I'm close, so fucking close.

"I'm going to cum," I warn in a harsh whisper, my fingers tightening in her hair. "You're going to swallow every drop."

She moans around my cock in agreement, the vibration pushing me right to the edge. My eyes lock onto Frank's sleeping form as my orgasm approaches, finding perverse pleasure in watching him while his wife brings me to climax.

Just as I'm about to tip over the edge, the overhead lights on the bus suddenly flicker on. The driver's voice comes over the intercom, announcing a rest stop in five minutes. Players begin to stir, yawning and stretching in their seats.

Elizabeth freezes, my cock still deep in her mouth, her body tense with panic. I react quickly, tugging on her hair to signal her to pull off. She does, carefully tucking my still-hard cock back into my sweatpants before emerging from under the blanket, her movements disguised as if she's been retrieving something she dropped.

Her face appears, flushed and slightly disheveled, lips swollen from her activities. She smooths her hair with trembling hands, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and lingering arousal.

"Perfect timing," I whisper with a smirk, adjusting the blanket to hide my erection. "We'll have to finish this later."

Across the aisle, Frank stirs awake, blinking confused in the sudden brightness. "Are we stopping?" he mumbles, looking around groggily. His eyes fall on Elizabeth, noting her position beside me. "Elizabeth? What are you doing back there?"

"Just chatting with Rex about the game, darling," she replies, her British accent perfectly composed despite having had my cock down her throat seconds ago. "You were sleeping so peacefully, I didn't want to disturb you."

Frank nods, accepting her explanation without question. "Come sit with me for the rest of the trip," he says, patting the seat beside him. "I've barely seen you all day."

Elizabeth glances at me, her eyes conveying frustration and apology. "Of course," she says to Frank, gathering her purse. As she stands, she leans close to my ear, pretending to say goodbye. "I'm not finished with you," she whispers, her breath hot against my skin. "Meet me in the restroom at the rest stop."

My cock throbs painfully, still achingly hard and unsatisfied. As the bus slows, approaching the rest stop, I already know I'll be taking Elizabeth up on her offer. The night is far from over, and I have unfinished business with Coach's wife.

***

The bus rumbles back onto the highway after the rest stop, darkness enveloping us once more as the driver kills the overhead lights. Most of the guys are settling back into sleep, the brief break doing little to dispel their exhaustion. I wait in my seat at the back, my body still thrumming with unsatisfied desire. Frank had monopolized Elizabeth during our stop, keeping her close as they walked around stretching their legs. But now, as the bus settles into its rhythm and Frank's eyes grow heavy again, I see Elizabeth's gaze find mine in the darkness, a silent promise passing between us.

I watch as she waits patiently, her hand stroking Frank's arm until his head finally lolls against the window, his breathing becoming deep and even. The moment she's sure he's asleep, Elizabeth carefully extracts herself from his loose embrace, whispering something about using the bathroom at the back of the bus. Frank mumbles something unintelligible, already too far gone to protest.

She makes her way down the aisle, steadying herself against the seats as the bus sways. Her eyes never leave mine, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. When she reaches me, she doesn't hesitate, sliding directly into the empty seat beside me and immediately pulling the blanket over our laps.

"I couldn't wait," she whispers, her British accent thick with need.

Her hand finds me immediately under the blanket, fingers wrapping around my shaft through my sweatpants. I'm already hard again, have been since our interrupted moment earlier. Elizabeth's eyes widen slightly, feeling my readiness.

"I need you inside me," she breathes, her voice barely audible over the engine. "Right now."

The request is reckless, dangerous—exactly what gets us both off. I glance around quickly, confirming everyone nearby is either asleep or lost in their own world with headphones on. Frank is slumped against the window across the aisle, mouth slightly open as he snores softly.

"Do it," I command, adjusting my position to give her better access.

Elizabeth doesn't need to be told twice. With practiced movements, she pulls my cock free from my sweatpants while simultaneously hitching up her skirt. I discover she's removed her panties completely—probably during the rest stop—leaving her pussy bare and accessible. Before I can comment on her forethought, she's straddling me, her back to my chest, facing forward as if she's simply sitting in my lap.

The position is perfect—to anyone glancing back, it would look like she's just sitting on my lap, the blanket covering any suspicious movements. But beneath that thin cover, she's guiding my cock to her entrance, her pussy already slick with renewed arousal.

"Fuck," I hiss as she sinks down on me, taking my entire length in one slow, smooth motion. Her inner walls grip me like a vise, hot and tight around my throbbing cock.

Elizabeth's head falls back against my shoulder, her body trembling slightly as she adjusts to the fullness. I grab her hips beneath the blanket, holding her steady as the bus turns a corner. The movement shifts my cock inside her, making her bite her lip to suppress a moan.

"Look at your husband," I whisper in her ear, my voice a low command. "Look at him while you ride my cock."

She turns her head slightly, eyes fixing on Frank's sleeping form. The sight of him—completely unaware that his wife is impaled on my cock just feet away—sends a thrill of dark satisfaction through me. Elizabeth begins to move, using the natural sway and bounce of the bus to disguise her movements as she rides me with small, controlled motions.

Her pussy feels incredible—tight, wet, gripping me perfectly with each rise and fall of her hips. I keep one hand on her hip, guiding her movements, while the other slides around to find her clit beneath the blanket. The moment my fingers make contact with that sensitive bud, Elizabeth's entire body tenses, her pussy clenching around me.

"Rex," she breathes, the name barely audible. "Oh god."

I circle her clit with firm strokes as she continues to ride me, her pace increasing slightly as she grows bolder. The risk of discovery hangs over us like an aphrodisiac, making every sensation more intense, more forbidden. Elizabeth's breathing becomes more labored, her movements more urgent as pleasure builds within her.

Suddenly, across the aisle, Frank stirs in his sleep, letting out a loud groan and rolling his head toward us. His eyes crack open, heavy with sleep and confusion. He squints into the dark bus, his gaze falling on us. I freeze, my cock buried deep inside his wife, my fingers still on her clit. Elizabeth goes rigid in my lap, terror flashing across her face.

But Frank's groggy, sleep-addled brain can't process the scene. It's just a blur of shapes and shadows to him, nothing registering properly through his exhaustion.

"Liz...?" he mumbles, his voice thick and slurred. "S'goin' on...?"

Elizabeth's eyes widen in sheer panic, but I don't stop. If anything, a cruel, triumphant smirk spreads across my face. I tighten my grip on her hip, forcing her to continue moving on my cock. She whimpers softly, caught between terror and overwhelming pleasure as I thrust upward into her, my movements small but deliberate, possessive.

"Just a bad dream, Coach," I grunt, my voice steady and commanding, not missing a beat. "Go back to sleep."

Frank's eyes flutter shut, confusion still evident on his face. With a final, confused sigh, he drifts back into a deep, oblivious slumber, his head rolling back against the window.

The moment he's asleep again, I look down at Elizabeth, my eyes burning with victory. Her face is a mixture of relief, fear, and unbelievable arousal. The close call has her pussy clenching around me tighter than before, her juices soaking my cock as she trembles with adrenaline.

"I'm going to cum in your pussy, right next to your husband," I growl against her ear, increasing the speed of my fingers on her clit. "Fill you up with my seed while he sleeps."

"Yes," she gasps, her voice strained with the effort of staying quiet. "Please, Rex. Mark me. Make me yours."

I thrust up harder, my control slipping as the perverse thrill of the situation pushes me toward the edge. Elizabeth's body responds, her inner walls fluttering around me as she approaches her own climax.

"Cum with me," I command, my voice a harsh whisper as my fingers work her clit more frantically. "Cum on my cock while looking at your husband."

Elizabeth's body obeys instantly, her pussy clamping down on me in rhythmic pulses as her orgasm tears through her. She bites down on her hand to stifle her cries, her entire body shaking with the force of her pleasure. The sensation of her walls milking my cock, combined with the sight of Frank sleeping just feet away

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside her and release, hot ropes of cum painting her inner walls. I hold her hips down firmly, making sure every drop stays inside her, marking her as mine from the inside. The taboo of filling Coach's wife with my seed right under his nose makes my orgasm more intense, more satisfying than any I can remember.

"Fuck," I groan against her neck, biting down on the soft skin to muffle my own sounds of pleasure. The slight pain makes Elizabeth shudder, her pussy giving my cock one last squeeze as if trying to extract every last drop.

We stay connected for a moment, our breathing slowly returning to normal, the gravity of what we've just done hanging between us. Then, carefully, I lift her off me, feeling my cum starting to leak from her well-used pussy. She whimpers slightly at the emptiness, her body still sensitive from her intense orgasm.

I nudge her down, guiding her head back under the blanket. "Clean me," I whisper, my voice a command rather than a request.

Without hesitation, Elizabeth bends down, taking my softening cock into her mouth. She moans softly at the taste of our combined fluids, her tongue working thoroughly to lick every trace of cum and her own juices from my shaft. The sight of Coach's wife eagerly cleaning our mess from my cock while he sleeps unaware just feet away is almost enough to get me hard again.

When she finishes, she emerges from beneath the blanket, her lips glistening in the dim light. I tuck myself back into my sweatpants as she adjusts her skirt, careful to keep the blanket covering the wet spot that will undoubtedly form as my cum leaks from her.

"I can't wait for the team trip," she whispers against my ear, her voice husky with satisfied lust. The upcoming away game will mean hotel rooms, privacy, hours of uninterrupted time to explore every depraved fantasy we can imagine.

I just grin, already planning what I'll do to her once I get her alone. The possibilities are endless—tying her to the bed, making her scream my name all night, fucking every hole without interruption or fear of discovery. All while her husband is just a few rooms away, completely oblivious to the fact that his star player is turning his wife into a willing sex slave.

"I have plans for you," I promise, my hand finding hers beneath the blanket, guiding it to my cock, which is already stirring again at the thought. "Things your husband would never dream of doing to you."

Elizabeth shivers with anticipation, her pupils dilating at the promise of more forbidden pleasure. "I'm yours, Rex," she whispers, giving my cock a gentle squeeze before pulling her hand away. "Completely yours."

With a final, lingering look, she rises from my lap, steadying herself against the seat as the bus sways. She leans down as if to tell me something, her lips brushing my ear.

"I can feel your cum inside me," she whispers. "It'll still be there when I climb into bed with Frank tonight."

The image sends a jolt of primal satisfaction through me—my seed marking her while she lies beside her unsuspecting husband. Elizabeth straightens up, smoothing her skirt and hair before making her way back to her seat across the aisle. Frank doesn't stir as she settles in beside him, his arm automatically moving to wrap around her shoulders in his sleep.

I watch them through half-lidded eyes, a smirk playing on my lips. Coach Frank Sterling treats me like a son, mentors me, believes in me. And in return, I'm fucking his wife every chance I get, filling her with my cum, making her beg for more. The betrayal is as sweet as Elizabeth's pussy, maybe even sweeter.

I close my eyes, content with my conquest, already looking forward to the team trip. Being Rex Ryder definitely has its perks.
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The afternoon sun beats down on my back as I position Elizabeth over the lawn chair, her ass raised high, her face pushed into the cushion. My cock throbs with anticipation as I run it between her wet folds, teasing her entrance. Coach’s wife is already soaking for me, her pussy practically begging to be filled. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back as I lean down to growl in her ear.

I’m Rex Ryder, twenty-one, the star quarterback everyone’s betting on for the Heisman. The golden boy. Coach Frank’s pride and joy. And for five delicious weeks now, I’ve been railing his smoking hot British wife every chance I get. It started with a look at a team dinner at their house, then a brush of her hand against my ass during a post-game celebration, and now we’re here – me balls deep in her tight MILF pussy in her backyard.

“You want this cock, don’t you? Right here in your backyard where anyone could see?”

She whimpers, her British accent making even that small sound seem proper and refined. The contrast between her sophisticated exterior and her desperate need for my cock never fails to make me harder.

“Please, Rex,” she begs, pushing her ass back against me. “I need you inside me.”

I laugh, a low, cruel sound as I continue to tease her entrance with my tip. The wooden fence beside us provides just enough coverage to hide her bent-over form from any neighbors, but I’m fully visible from the chest up. The risk of being caught only adds to the thrill – Coach’s proper British wife taking my cock in her own backyard while he’s at practice with the team.

“Say it properly,” I demand, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint on her pale skin. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

Elizabeth gasps at the sting, her pussy clenching around nothing. “I want your big cock inside my pussy,” she moans, her accent thickening with lust. “Please fuck me, Rex. Fuck me like the slut I am.”

That‘s what I want to hear. In one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt, feeling her stretch around my girth. She’s tight for a MILF, her pussy gripping me like she never wants to let go. The lawn chair creaks beneath us as I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to make her entire body jerk forward with each impact.

“Fuck!” she cries out, her fingers gripping the edges of the chair for support. “Oh god, Rex!”

I reach forward, hooking two fingers into her mouth, pulling back on the corner of her lips like she’s a horse I’m steering. Her moans turn to garbled whimpers as I use her mouth for leverage, driving deeper into her pussy with each thrust. The wet sounds of our fucking fill the air, mixing with the distant hum of a lawnmower somewhere down the street.

“You like being treated like a whore, don’t you?” I taunt, my fingers pressing down on her tongue. “Frank would never fuck you like this. Would never treat his precious British wife like the cum dumpster she really is.”

Elizabeth moans around my fingers, her pussy getting impossibly wetter at the mention of her husband. She gets off on the betrayal, on being desecrated by a man half her husband’s age. The knowledge that she belongs to my coach, that Frank treats me like a son, only makes me pound her harder, deeper.

I release her mouth to grab her throat, pulling her upper body up so her back arches painfully. The new angle lets me hit deeper, my cock pressing against spots inside her that make her entire body tremble. My grip on her throat tightens, restricting her breathing just enough to make her light-headed, enhancing every sensation.

“Rex,” she gasps, the word barely audible through my grip. “I’m close. So close!”

I don’t ease up. If anything, I fuck her harder, the lawn chair now scraping across the patio with each powerful thrust. My free hand tangles in her hair again, yanking her head back so I can see her face contort with pleasure and pain.

“Cum on my cock,” I command, my voice harsh in her ear. “Show me what a slut you are for your husband’s star quarterback.”

Her body obeys instantly, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic pulses as her orgasm tears through her. She tries to scream but can’t with my hand around her throat, the sound coming out as a strangled, desperate whine. Her inner walls ripple around my shaft, trying to milk my cum from me, but I’m nowhere near finished with her yet.

I don’t slow down, don’t give her a moment to recover. I continue to pound into her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she’s shaking uncontrollably beneath me, tears streaming down her face from the intensity. Only when her legs start to give out do I release her throat, pushing her upper body back down onto the lawn chair.

“Did I say you could be done?” I growl, grabbing both her wrists and pinning them to the small of her back with one hand. The position forces her chest harder against the chair, her ass higher in the air, completely at my mercy. “I’m not even close to finished with you.”

“Please,” she sobs, her voice wrecked from my choking. “It’s too much. I can’t—“

I cut her off with a particularly brutal thrust, making her whole body jerk forward. “You can, and you will,” I tell her, my free hand coming down hard on her ass again. The slap echoes in the quiet backyard, followed immediately by Elizabeth’s moan of reluctant pleasure. “You’ll take every inch of my cock until I decide you’re done.”

Her body is completely pliant beneath me now, surrendered to my will. I use her like a fuck doll, my hips snapping against her ass with enough force to leave bruises. The knowledge that she’ll feel these marks for days, will wince when she sits down next to Frank at dinner, sends a thrill of dark satisfaction through me.

“Rex,” she whimpers, her voice small and broken. “Please...”

I don’t know if she’s begging me to stop or begging for more, and I don’t care. All that matters is my pleasure, my dominance over this woman who belongs to another man – my coach, my mentor. Every thrust is a conquest, every moan I tear from her throat a victory.

I release her wrists to grab her hips with both hands, my fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave marks. The grip gives me even more control, lets me pull her back onto my cock with brutal force while simultaneously driving forward. The impact is so strong it knocks the breath from her lungs, leaving her gasping and incoherent beneath me.

“This pussy belongs to me now,” I snarl, feeling my own orgasm building but not ready to let go yet. “Every time Frank touches you, you’ll be thinking of my cock splitting you open, ruining you for him.”

“Yes,” Elizabeth admits shamelessly, her face turned to the side, pressed against the cushion. “Only you, Rex. Only you fuck me like I need.”

Her words feed my ego, my arrogance. Of course I fuck her better than her husband. I’m Rex fucking Ryder, the star quarterback who takes what he wants, who dominates on and off the field. And right now, what I want is to completely destroy Coach’s wife, to mark her as my territory from the inside out.

The afternoon heat has us both covered in sweat, our bodies sliding against each other with every movement. The smell of sex hangs heavy in the air, raw and primal. Anyone walking by could hear us, could see me standing there, could probably guess what I’m doing to the bent-over woman hidden from view. The thought only makes me harder inside her, my cock swelling with the thrill of potential discovery.

Elizabeth’s body tenses beneath me again, her second orgasm approaching fast. I reach around to find her clit, rubbing it roughly as I continue to pound into her from behind. The dual stimulation has her falling apart instantly, her pussy convulsing around my cock as she cums even harder than before. This time I let her scream, wanting to hear her completely lose control because of me.

As her cries of pleasure echo across the backyard, I can’t help but smirk. Being Coach Frank’s star pupil definitely has its fucking benefits, and his wife is the best one of all.

My phone buzzes in my pocket just as Elizabeth starts shaking through another orgasm. Fucking perfect timing. I don’t slow my punishing pace as I fish it out, glancing at the screen. Coach Frank. A twisted smile spreads across my face as I answer, still buried balls-deep in his wife’s quivering pussy.

“Hey, Coach,” I say, my voice steady and casual despite the wet heat clenching around my cock. Elizabeth freezes beneath me, her entire body tensing with panic as she realizes who’s calling.

“Rex, my boy!” Frank’s cheerful voice booms through the speaker. “Hope I’m not interrupting anything important.”

I laugh, the sound genuine. If only he knew. “Not at all, Coach. Just working up a sweat.” I emphasize my point with a particularly deep thrust that makes Elizabeth gasp. I quickly cover her mouth with my free hand, pressing her face harder into the cushion.

“That’s what I like to hear. Always putting in the extra work,” Frank says, pride evident in his voice. “Listen, I’ve been thinking. Liz and I have our anniversary coming up this weekend. Going to spend it at this beautiful vineyard about an hour from campus.”

I increase the force of my thrusts as he talks, my fingers digging into Elizabeth‘s hip hard enough to bruise while my other hand keeps her quiet. Her pussy tightens around me with each mention of her husband’s name. The sick thrill of fucking her while talking to Frank drives me to new levels of aggression.

“Sounds nice,” I manage, keeping my breathing even despite the exertion. I pull Elizabeth’s hair harder, arching her back at an uncomfortable angle. Her inner walls clench in response, telling me everything I need to know about how much this twisted situation turns her on.

“It is! Beautiful place. Great wine. But here’s the thing,” Frank continues, completely oblivious to what I’m doing to his precious wife. “I’d love it if you joined us.”

I pause mid-thrust, genuinely surprised by the invitation. Elizabeth looks back at me over her shoulder, her eyes wide with a mixture of shock and arousal. I respond by slamming into her with renewed force, making her bite down on her lip to stifle a cry.

“Your anniversary weekend? You sure you want company, Coach?” I ask, establishing a brutal rhythm that has Elizabeth’s eyes rolling back in her head. I slip my hand from her mouth to her throat, squeezing just tight enough to restrict her breathing without completely cutting it off.

“Absolutely!” Frank insists. “You‘re like family to us, Rex. And the place is huge—plenty of privacy for everyone. Liz suggested it, actually. Said it would be good for team bonding if my star quarterback got to know the real me outside of practice.”

I can’t help but chuckle at that. Elizabeth suggested I come along? This slut is even more depraved than I thought. I reward her scheming by releasing her throat and slipping my hand beneath her to find her clit, rubbing it roughly as I continue to pound into her from behind.

“Well, if Elizabeth wants me there, who am I to refuse?” I reply, my voice dripping with double meaning that only the trembling woman beneath me understands. Her pussy gets impossibly wetter around my cock at my words.

“Fantastic! We’ll pick you up Friday afternoon. It’s not far—just a couple hours’ drive. Beautiful property. You’ll love it,” Frank rambles on, clearly excited. “Speaking of Liz, have you seen her around today? She was supposed to meet me after practice, but she’s not answering her phone.”

The irony of the question has me thrusting even harder into Elizabeth, my balls slapping against her with wet, obscene sounds that thankfully don’t carry through the phone. I can feel my own orgasm approaching, the familiar tightening in my balls, the pressure building at the base of my spine.

“No idea, Coach,” I grunt, my voice rough as I near my peak. “Haven’t seen her since yesterday.”

Elizabeth’s body is trembling beneath me, her pussy fluttering around my cock as she approaches another orgasm. The combination of the danger, the humiliation, and my relentless assault on her body pushes her over the edge again. She buries her face in the cushion to muffle her scream as she comes undone around me.

“Huh. Well, she’s probably shopping or something,” Frank says, clearly unconcerned. “Anyway, see you Friday! We’ll swing by your place around noon.”

“Looking forward to it,” I manage to say as I feel my own climax approaching fast. “See you then, Coach.”

I hang up just in time, dropping my phone on the lawn chair beside Elizabeth’s head as I grab her hips with both hands. With a final few brutal thrusts, I bury myself as deep as possible inside her and let go, my cock pulsing as I flood her womb with my cum. A low groan escapes my lips as I empty myself inside her, marking Coach’s wife as mine from the inside out.

“Fuck,” I grunt, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as the last few spurts of cum shoot into her. “Taking my load while talking to your husband. You’re a fucking whore, Elizabeth.”

She doesn’t deny it, just moans softly as her pussy continues to milk my cock, trying to extract every last drop of cum. I stay buried inside her for a moment, enjoying the feeling of her body trembling around me, completely conquered and used.

“A vineyard weekend, huh?” I say, slowly pulling out to watch my cum immediately start to leak from her well-fucked hole, dripping down her thighs in thick white rivulets. “Looks like I’ll be spending your anniversary balls-deep in you while your husband drinks wine in the next room.”

Elizabeth finally finds her voice, looking back at me with a mixture of satisfaction and anticipation in her glazed eyes. “I was hoping you’d say yes,” she admits, her British accent more pronounced in her post-orgasmic state. “Frank thinks it was my idea because I want you two to bond.”

I laugh, tucking my softening cock back into my shorts. “Oh, we’ll bond alright. Over his wife’s body.” I give her ass a hard slap, watching with satisfaction as she winces. “Clean yourself up. You’ve got a husband waiting for you at practice.”

As Elizabeth struggles to stand on shaky legs, my cum still leaking from her pussy, I can’t help but smile at the thought of the upcoming weekend. Coach Frank has no idea what he‘s invited into his anniversary celebration—the very man who’s going to spend the entire time defiling his precious British wife right under his nose.

Ready for the full story?
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