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Chapter 1

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.


Chapter 2

The van rumbles down the highway, eating up miles of asphalt as we head toward the vineyard. Frank’s behind the wheel, chatting excitedly about the upcoming weekend, completely unaware that his wife is eyeing my crotch from beside me in the third row. Elizabeth’s hand lands on my thigh, her touch light but deliberate, her intentions crystal clear. My cock instantly stiffens beneath my jeans as her fingers inch higher, her wedding ring glinting in the afternoon sun streaming through the windows.

“The vineyard has been in the family for generations,” Frank drones on, his eyes fixed on the road ahead, oblivious to his wife’s wandering hand. “You’re going to love the cabernet they produce there, Rex.”

“I’m sure I will,” I reply, my voice steady despite Elizabeth’s fingers now brushing against the growing bulge in my pants. She leans closer, her breath hot against my ear.

“I’m going to taste you,” she whispers, her British accent making the filthy promise sound almost sophisticated. Before I can respond, she’s bending down, her head dropping toward my lap with practiced smoothness.

My heart rate spikes as her fingers find my zipper, carefully pulling it down tooth by tooth to minimize the sound. Frank’s still talking about wine varieties and harvest seasons, his voice providing perfect cover for the subtle sounds of my jeans being opened. Elizabeth‘s hair falls forward like a curtain as she works, hiding her actions from the rearview mirror.

I shift slightly in my seat, spreading my legs wider to give her better access. Her fingers slip inside my boxers, wrapping around my shaft with confident precision. The first touch of her cool fingers against my heated flesh makes me inhale sharply.

“You alright back there?” Frank asks, glancing in the rearview mirror briefly.

“All good, Coach,” I manage, keeping my voice casual as Elizabeth pulls my cock free from my boxers. “Just stretching my legs.”

I look down to see Elizabeth staring at my exposed cock with hungry eyes, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. The sight of Coach’s proper British wife eyeing my cock like it’s her favorite dessert sends a fresh surge of blood southward, making me swell even larger in her grip.

She lowers her head slowly, maintaining eye contact as her lips brush against my tip. Her tongue flicks out, tracing the sensitive ridge around the head, gathering the bead of pre-cum that’s already formed there. The tease of that wet heat has me fighting to keep my breathing steady.

Elizabeth takes her time, clearly enjoying the power she holds in this moment. Her tongue traces the thick vein running along the underside of my shaft, from base to tip in one long, slow lick that has my thighs tensing with pleasure. She peppers the length with soft kisses, her lipstick leaving faint marks on my skin like territorial claims.

“The owner is an old friend,” Frank continues from the front seat, completely unaware that his wife is worshipping my cock just feet behind him. “He’s letting us use the main villa for the weekend.”

I make an appropriate noise of acknowledgment, not trusting myself to form actual words as Elizabeth finally wraps her lips around the head of my cock and sucks gently. The wet heat of her mouth engulfs me, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip with practiced skill.

She takes me deeper with each downward motion, her lips stretching around my girth. The sight of her mouth filled with my cock while her husband drives is so fucking hot I have to clench my jaw to prevent a groan from escaping. Her cheeks hollow as she creates suction, her tongue continuing its relentless assault on the underside of my shaft.

I thread my fingers through her perfectly styled hair, not guiding her yet, just establishing contact. Her eyes flick up to meet mine, a mixture of submission and defiance in her gaze. She knows exactly what she’s doing, knows the risk she’s taking, and it only heightens her arousal—I can see it in the flush spreading across her cheeks, the quickening of her breathing through her nose.

The blowjob turns messier as she takes me deeper, her technique becoming more enthusiastic. Saliva pools at the corners of her mouth, creating wet sounds that she doesn’t bother to quiet. The slurping noises should be audible to Frank, but the road noise and his own monologue about wine country mask the obscene soundtrack.

“You should see the lavender fields,” Frank says, glancing briefly in the rearview mirror. I raise a casual hand in acknowledgment while his wife takes my cock to the back of her throat, her nose brushing against my lower abdomen. The tight squeeze of her throat around my tip nearly makes my eyes roll back.

Elizabeth pulls back just enough to breathe before descending again, this time taking me even deeper. She gags slightly, her throat convulsing around my length in a way that sends sparks of pleasure up my spine. More saliva drips down my shaft, coating my balls, making everything slick and hot and perfect.

My hands move from her hair to her blouse, fingers slipping between buttons to find her tits. She’s wearing some lacy bra that feels expensive beneath my fingers, but I don’t care about ruining it as I roughly push it aside to access her bare flesh. Her nipples are already hard, responding instantly to my touch as I pinch and twist them between my fingers.

Elizabeth moans around my cock, the vibration traveling through my entire body. She’s getting off on this—on sucking my cock while her husband drives, on the risk of being caught, on my rough handling of her tits. Her mouth works faster, hungrier, taking me deeper with each bob of her head.

“You’re such a fucking slut,” I whisper, low enough that only she can hear. “Sucking my cock with your husband right there.”

Her response is to take me deeper, her throat opening up to accommodate my full length. I can feel her swallowing around me, her muscles working my shaft in ways that have my toes curling in my shoes. I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her down for a moment longer than is comfortable, watching her eyes water slightly before I release her.

Elizabeth doesn’t pull away in protest—if anything, she doubles her efforts, her head bobbing faster, her tongue working magic along my shaft. Spit drips freely down her chin now, staining her expensive blouse. She doesn’t seem to care about the mess she’s making of herself, focused entirely on the cock filling her mouth.

I continue to knead her tits roughly, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her whimper around my shaft. The pain clearly turns her on; her movements become even more enthusiastic, her eyes glazed with lust as she looks up at me from beneath her lashes.

“Almost there,” Frank announces from the front seat. “Just another twenty minutes or so.”

Little does he know that his wife is giving the performance of a lifetime in the backseat, her mouth stuffed full of the cock of his star quarterback. The wet, sloppy sounds of her sucking fill my ears, alongside the steady hum of the van’s engine and Frank’s occasional comments about the passing scenery.

Elizabeth‘s technique is flawless—varying pressure and speed, focusing on the most sensitive spots, using her hand to work what doesn‘t fit in her mouth. My breathing becomes more labored as pleasure builds at the base of my spine, my balls tightening in preparation. But I’m not ready to cum yet. I want to drag this out, savor every second of this filthy, forbidden act happening right under Coach Frank’s nose.

I grip Elizabeth’s hair tighter, taking control of her movements, setting a pace that keeps me on the edge without pushing me over. Her eyes lock with mine, understanding dawning in their depths. She surrenders to my guidance, letting me use her mouth exactly how I want, her own pleasure evident in the flush spreading down her neck to her chest.

Just as Elizabeth takes me particularly deep, a wet gagging sound escapes her throat. It’s louder than the road noise, cutting through Frank’s monologue about wine country. His eyes dart to the rearview mirror, eyebrows furrowing in confusion. My heart pounds as adrenaline floods my system, but instead of panic, I feel a sick thrill coursing through my veins. Getting caught would be disastrous, but the risk only makes my cock throb harder in his wife’s eager mouth.

“What was that sound?” Frank asks, his voice curious rather than suspicious. “Is everything alright back there?”

I place my hand on the back of Elizabeth’s head, preventing her from pulling away. To my surprise and twisted delight, she doesn’t even try to stop—instead, she takes me deeper, her throat constricting around my length as she swallows me down.

“Oh, that?” I reply, my voice impressively steady considering the circumstances. “Elizabeth’s just showing me this throat massage technique she learned. For game-day tension, you know? Works wonders for performance anxiety.”

Frank’s eyes meet mine in the rearview mirror. I offer him my most charming smile, the one that gets me out of trouble with professors and into the beds of eager groupies. Elizabeth, the filthy slut, chooses that exact moment to look up toward the mirror, making deliberate eye contact with her husband while her lips remain stretched around my cock. My fingers tighten in her hair at her boldness.

“Really? That’s wonderful!” Frank exclaims, his face lighting up with genuine appreciation. “Elizabeth’s always thinking about ways to help the team. Such a supportive woman.”

Elizabeth responds by taking me even deeper, her nose pressing against my lower abdomen as she deepthroats me completely. The obscene wet sounds continue, but Frank interprets them as some kind of therapeutic technique rather than what they actually are—his wife choking on my cock.

“She’s definitely... supportive,” I agree, fighting to keep my voice even as Elizabeth’s tongue works magic along the underside of my shaft. “Very... dedicated to the team’s success.”

“That’s my Lizzie,” Frank says proudly, completely oblivious to the reality of the situation. “Always going above and beyond. I’m the luckiest man alive to have found her.”

The irony is almost too much to bear. I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing as Elizabeth continues to suck me off enthusiastically, her technique growing sloppier and more aggressive. Saliva drips down my shaft onto my balls, her makeup beginning to smear around her eyes as tears form from the strain of taking me so deep.

“I don’t know what I‘d do without her,” Frank continues, his voice full of genuine emotion that makes this entire situation even more twisted. “Twenty years of marriage, and she still surprises me. I thank God every day that she chose me.”

Elizabeth’s eyes flick up to mine at her husband’s words, a wicked gleam visible despite the tears clinging to her lashes. She pulls back slightly, her tongue swirling around my head before she descends again, taking me to the back of her throat with renewed vigor. Her hands cup my balls, massaging them gently as her mouth works my shaft.

“She’s... quite something,” I manage, my breathing becoming more labored as pressure builds at the base of my spine. My hand slips back into her blouse, roughly groping her tit, pinching her nipple between my fingers. The pain makes her moan around my cock, the vibration sending shocks of pleasure up my spine.

“I hope you find someone like her someday, Rex,” Frank says, utterly sincere. “A woman who supports you, who stands by you through thick and thin. That’s what you deserve.”

I can feel my orgasm approaching fast, the combination of Elizabeth’s skilled mouth and the perverse thrill of this conversation pushing me rapidly toward the edge. My balls tighten, my cock swelling even larger in her mouth as I prepare to cum.

“I’m close,” I whisper, too quietly for Frank to hear, but loud enough for Elizabeth. Instead of pulling away, she increases her pace, her hand wrapping around the base of my shaft to stroke in time with her mouth.

The highway stretches ahead of us, straight and empty. Frank’s attention is fully on the road now, giving me the perfect opportunity. I grab a fistful of Elizabeth‘s hair, pulling her off my cock just as my orgasm hits me like a freight train.

The first rope of cum shoots across her face, landing from her forehead to her cheek in a thick white streak. Her mouth opens automatically, tongue extended to catch the next several spurts as they land across her lips and chin. I aim deliberately, painting her face with my seed, marking Coach’s sophisticated wife as the cum-hungry slut she truly is.

“Fuck,” I whisper under my breath, continuing to stroke myself through the intense orgasm, making sure every last drop lands on her face. Elizabeth maintains eye contact the entire time, her expression one of debauched pleasure as my cum drips down her cheeks and onto her expensive blouse.

“Did you say something?” Frank asks, glancing back briefly.

“Just thanking Elizabeth for the massage,” I reply smoothly, tucking my softening cock back into my pants as Elizabeth remains hunched over, her face a mess of cum and smeared makeup. “It really helped with the tension.”

Elizabeth straightens up slowly, turning toward the front of the van. Incredibly, she makes eye contact with Frank in the mirror again, my cum still dripping down her face. She smiles at him, sweet and innocent despite her debauched appearance.

“Happy to help, darling,” she says to Frank, her British accent perfectly composed. “Anything for our star player.”

Frank beams with pride, completely unable to see the state of his wife’s face from his angle. “That’s my girl. Always thinking of others.”

Elizabeth casually wipes some of my cum from her cheek, bringing her finger to her lips and sucking it clean while maintaining eye contact with me. Her wedding ring glints in the sunlight as she does it, the gold band a constant reminder of whose wife she is. The sight makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

“We’re almost there,” Frank announces, turning the van onto a smaller road. “Just a few more minutes.”

Elizabeth calmly produces a tissue from her purse, dabbing at her face to clean up the worst of the mess. She’s practiced at this, I realize—hiding evidence of her infidelity, maintaining her perfect façade. She straightens her blouse, buttoning it properly, though there’s no hiding the wet spots where my cum has stained the fabric.

I lean back in my seat, utterly satisfied, watching as Coach’s precious wife tries to make herself presentable after being thoroughly defiled. This anniversary trip is going to be fucking epic.


Chapter 3

The van pulls up a winding gravel driveway, olive trees lining the path to a sprawling Mediterranean-style villa. My eyes aren’t on the impressive architecture or the rolling vineyards stretching into the distance, though. They’re locked on the young woman unloading bags from a red convertible parked near the entrance. Even from this distance, I can tell she’s exactly my type—college-aged, with long tanned legs that seem to go on forever beneath a tiny sundress that barely covers her ass when she bends over to grab another bag.

“Ah, Isabella’s already here!” Frank exclaims, bringing the van to a stop beside the convertible. “I was hoping she’d make it.”

Elizabeth turns to me, a knowing smirk on her lips. “Isabella is a family friend,” she explains, her voice low enough that only I can hear. “She‘s studying at State. Very... athletic.”

The way she emphasizes “athletic” tells me everything I need to know. I return her smirk with one of my own before stepping out of the van, stretching my limbs after the long drive. The air is heavy with the scent of lavender from nearby fields, but my attention remains fixed on the girl now turning toward us, a bright smile lighting up her face.

“Uncle Frank! Aunt Liz!” she calls out, dropping the bag she’s holding and rushing toward them.

Holy fuck. This girl is even hotter up close. Her sundress is a whisper of pale yellow fabric that clings to every curve, showing off a body that’s clearly spent serious time in the gym. Her tits are perfect—perky and round, not too big but definitely more than a handful, with nipples visibly hard beneath the thin material. No bra. My kind of girl.

Her waist is narrow, flaring out to hips that sway hypnotically as she walks, and that ass—round and tight, bouncing slightly with each step. Long, golden-brown hair cascades down her back in beach waves, framing a face that belongs in a men’s magazine: full lips painted a soft pink, high cheekbones, and big eyes framed by thick lashes. She’s got the perfect mix of innocence and sex appeal, like she could be a sorority president who secretly does amateur porn on the weekends.

Frank and Elizabeth greet her with hugs, and I hang back, letting my eyes roam over her body unabashedly. When she finally turns to me, her eyes widen slightly in recognition.

“Oh my God,” she breathes, a slow smile spreading across her face. “You’re Rex Ryder. The quarterback.” Her eyes travel down my body and back up again, not bothering to hide her appreciation. “I’ve seen you play. You’re amazing.”

I step forward, extending my hand. “And you’re Isabella. I’ve heard... nothing about you, actually.” I flash her my most charming smile, the one that‘s gotten countless panties dropped in record time.

She takes my hand, but instead of shaking it, she holds it a moment longer than necessary, her thumb brushing against my palm in a subtle caress. “Well, we’ll have to fix that, won’t we? Plenty of time to get... acquainted this weekend.”

Elizabeth watches our interaction with amusement, her eyebrow arched slightly. Frank, oblivious as ever, is already grabbing bags from the van.

“Isabella is studying sports marketing,” he says proudly, as if she’s his own daughter. “Top of her class, too.”

“I’m very hands-on with my education,” Isabella adds, her eyes never leaving mine. “I like to get really... intimate with my subjects.”

“Is that right?” I ask, dropping my voice lower. “And what have you learned about football players?”

Isabella steps closer, close enough that I can smell her perfume—something sweet and fruity that screams youth and sex. “That they have incredible... stamina,” she replies, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m very popular with the football team at my school. They appreciate how... supportive I am.”

I can’t help but chuckle at her boldness. This girl isn’t even trying to be subtle. “I bet they do.”

“Isabella, why don’t you show Rex to his room?” Elizabeth suggests, a mischievous glint in her eye. “The one in the east wing, with the private terrace.”

Isabella’s face lights up at the suggestion. “Of course, Aunt Liz! I’d love to give Rex a personal tour.”

Frank claps me on the back as he passes, carrying several bags. “You’re going to love it here, son. The property is gorgeous. There are outdoor showers near the lavender fields—nothing better than washing up under the stars after a long day of wine tasting.”

“Sounds perfect,” I reply, though I’m already imagining Isabella naked in those outdoor showers, water cascading down her perfect tits as I take her from behind.

As Frank heads into the villa, Isabella hooks her arm through mine, pressing her breast against my bicep. “Come on, superstar. Let me show you around.”

I glance back at Elizabeth, who gives me a subtle nod of approval. The message is clear: she doesn’t mind sharing this weekend. In fact, she seems amused by the prospect of me fucking this college girl right under Frank’s nose too.

Isabella tugs me toward the villa, her hip bumping against mine as we walk. “So, Rex,” she purrs, “do you have a girlfriend? Someone special waiting for you back at school?”

I laugh, my hand dropping to the small of her back, then lower, briefly cupping her ass before returning to a more appropriate position. The quick touch makes her breath hitch, but she doesn’t pull away.

“I don’t do girlfriends,” I tell her honestly. “I prefer to keep my options... open.”

“Perfect,” she replies, flashing me a smile that’s pure sin. “So do I.”

As we step into the cool interior of the villa, I can’t help but think this anniversary weekend is shaping up to be even more interesting than I anticipated. Frank’s wife in one room and his hot pseudo-niece in another. Being the star quarterback definitely has its fucking perks.


Chapter 4

The restaurant sits right on the beach, waves crashing against the shore just yards from our table on the outdoor deck. Frank and Elizabeth are seated across from us, deep in conversation with the vineyard owner who joined us for dinner. Isabella and I have conveniently moved to the bar for “specialty cocktails,” giving us the perfect opportunity to continue what we started during her “tour” of the villa earlier.

She’s changed into an even shorter dress for dinner, the black fabric clinging to her curves like it was painted on, the neckline plunging low enough to show the inner curves of her tits. My cock stirs just looking at her perched on the barstool, her legs crossed, one high heel dangling from her foot as she sips her martini.

“See something you like, superstar?” she asks, catching me staring. Her tongue darts out to collect a drop of martini from her lip, the movement deliberately provocative.

“Just wondering what those panties look like,” I reply, not bothering with subtlety. “If you’re wearing any.”

Isabella laughs, a low, musical sound that’s somehow both innocent and filthy at once. “Why don’t you find out?” She uncrosses her legs slowly, letting her knees fall slightly apart in invitation.

I don’t hesitate. My hand finds her bare knee, my palm hot against her smooth skin. She inhales sharply but doesn’t pull away. If anything, her legs part further, creating more space for my exploring fingers.

“You’re not very subtle, are you?” I observe, sliding my hand higher, feeling the firm muscle of her thigh beneath my palm.

“Neither are you,” she counters, her eyes darting toward Frank and Elizabeth across the restaurant. “That’s my uncle over there, you know.”

“I know exactly who he is,” I say, my voice dropping lower as my fingers continue their journey upward, disappearing beneath the hem of her dress. “Does that excite you? The risk?”

Her answer comes in the form of a breathy sigh as my fingers reach the edge of her panties—a thin strip of lace that’s already damp with arousal. I trace the outline, applying just enough pressure to make her squirm on her seat.

“You didn’t answer my question,” I press, enjoying the way her breath catches when I push the fabric aside, exposing her pussy to my touch. “Does it excite you that I could finger-fuck you right here while your uncle sits twenty feet away?”

“Yes,” she admits, her voice barely audible over the restaurant noise. “God, yes.”

I smile, pleased by her honesty. My finger slides through her folds, finding her already slick with desire. “Fuck, you’re wet,” I murmur, circling her entrance teasingly. “You’ve been thinking about this all through dinner, haven’t you?”

Isabella’s eyes flutter closed briefly as my finger dips inside her, just enough to make her want more. “Ever since I saw you,” she confesses, her hips subtly pushing forward, seeking deeper penetration. “I’ve followed your career. Always thought you were hot. When Aunt Liz said you were coming this weekend...”

I push my finger fully inside her, making her words trail off into a soft gasp. Her inner walls clench around the digit, hot and tight and eager. I add a second finger, stretching her further, watching with satisfaction as she fights to maintain her composure in such a public setting.

“And what did you think would happen?” I ask, establishing a slow rhythm with my fingers, fucking her carefully under the cover of the bar and her dress. “When you saw me arrive?”

“Exactly this,” she breathes, her hand gripping the edge of the bar as my thumb finds her clit, rubbing it in tight circles. “I was hoping... oh god...”

The bartender passes by, asking if we need another round. Isabella somehow manages to smile and decline, her voice impressively steady considering I’ve got two fingers buried in her pussy and my thumb working her clit with increasing pressure.

“Good girl,” I praise once he’s gone, rewarding her control by curling my fingers to hit that spot inside her that makes women fall apart. “Taking my fingers so well in public.”

Her thighs begin to tremble as I increase the pace, her breathing becoming more rapid. She’s close already, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my invading digits. The knowledge that I could make her cum right here, surrounded by other diners, with her uncle just across the room, sends a thrill of power through me.

“Rex,” she whimpers, her voice barely audible. “I’m going to—“

I immediately slow my movements, removing my thumb from her clit and keeping my fingers buried but still inside her. “Not yet,” I tell her, my voice firm with command. “Not until I say so.”

Isabella whines in frustration, her hips trying to move against my hand, seeking the friction I’m denying her. I place my free hand on her thigh, squeezing hard enough to bruise, a silent order to be still.

“Please,” she begs, her eyes wide and desperate. “I need to cum.”

“What you need,” I inform her, slowly removing my fingers from her pussy, “is to learn patience.”

I bring my fingers to my mouth, sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact with her. The taste of her arousal coats my tongue—sweet and tangy, younger and somehow fresher than Elizabeth’s. Isabella watches me, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her pupils dilated with unfulfilled desire.

“Want to help me find the restroom?” I ask, my voice casual despite the obvious intent behind my words.

Isabella nods eagerly, practically jumping off her barstool. “Yes,” she says, smoothing her dress down with trembling hands. “I’d be happy to show you where it is.”

I stand, deliberately pressing against her so she can feel how hard my cock is through my pants. Her breath hitches at the contact, her eyes darting down to the obvious bulge.

“Let’s go then,” I say, placing a hand on the small of her back to guide her. “Don’t want to be gone too long. Your uncle might wonder where we’ve disappeared to.”

As we step away from the bar, I catch Elizabeth’s eye across the restaurant. She’s watching us with a knowing smile, raising her wine glass slightly in a subtle toast. Frank remains oblivious, deep in conversation about grape harvests or some other boring shit.

Isabella leads me toward the back of the restaurant, her walk slightly unsteady from the combination of desire and frustrated arousal. I follow close behind, already planning exactly how I‘m going to fuck this eager college slut until she screams my name.

The bathroom can wait. I have other plans for where to take her first.

***

We barely make it out of the restaurant before Isabella’s mouth is on mine, her kiss hungry and demanding as she pushes me against the exterior wall. The taste of martini lingers on her tongue as it tangles with mine, her body pressing against me with urgent need. I let her have her moment of control, amused by her eagerness, before grabbing her wrists and spinning us around so she’s the one pinned to the wall. Her gasp of surprise turns to a moan of approval as I force my thigh between her legs, giving her something to grind against.

“Not here,” she pants, breaking the kiss to glance around. “Too exposed.”

She takes my hand, leading me away from the restaurant toward a darker stretch of beach. The sound of waves drowns out the restaurant chatter as we move deeper into the shadows. Moonlight filters through some nearby palm trees, casting striped patterns across the sand and Isabella’s flushed face.

“Better?” I ask, already knowing the answer as she pulls me back into a kiss, her hands fumbling with my belt.

“Much better,” she confirms, her voice thick with desire. “Now fuck me, Rex. I’ve been wet for you all day.”

Her directness makes me chuckle. “Demanding little thing, aren’t you?”

Instead of answering, she drops to her knees in the sand, finally getting my belt open and yanking my pants down with surprising strength. My cock springs free, already rock hard from the buildup at the bar. Isabella stares at it with wide eyes, her mouth falling open slightly.

“Fuck, you’re huge,” she breathes, wrapping her hand around my shaft. “Even bigger than I imagined.”

“And you’ve imagined it a lot, haven’t you?” I taunt, threading my fingers through her hair. “Been fantasizing about this cock while touching yourself at night?”

“Yes,” she admits shamelessly, her tongue darting out to lick the pre-cum gathering at my tip. “God, yes.”

I don’t let her continue. As good as her mouth would feel, I want her pussy more. I pull her up by her hair, spinning her around and pushing her face-first onto the sand. She falls to her hands and knees, looking back at me over her shoulder with an expression of pure lust.

“You’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you?” I growl, grabbing the back of her dress and ripping it down the middle with one powerful motion. The fabric tears easily, exposing her back, her ass barely covered by a black thong. “Begging to be fucked in the sand like an animal.”

“Yes,” she moans, arching her back to push her ass higher. “Use me, Rex. Please.”

I grab her thong and tear it off too, the thin material snapping easily in my grip. Her pussy is exposed now, glistening with arousal in the moonlight. I push her further down so her face is pressed into the sand, her ass raised high in the air—a perfect target for my cock.

“This what you want?” I ask, slapping my cock against her wet entrance, teasing her with just the tip. “This big cock splitting you open?”

“Please,” she begs, trying to push back against me. “Stop teasing me.”

I slap her ass hard, the crack echoing in the night air. “I’ll tease you as long as I want,” I inform her, squeezing the reddening flesh. “This pussy belongs to me now.”

Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. Isabella screams, the sound muffled by the sand as her body struggles to accommodate my size. She’s tight—tighter than Elizabeth—her inner walls gripping my cock like a vise.

“Fuck!” she gasps, her body trembling beneath me. “You’re so big! So 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 forward, sand sticking to her sweaty skin as I establish a brutal rhythm. Each impact makes her tits swing beneath her, her body jolting with the power of my penetration.

“Take it,” I command, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back sharply. “Take this cock like the whore you are.”

Isabella moans in response, her pussy getting wetter around me, her back arching to take me deeper. She likes it rough, likes being degraded—another slut who gets off on being treated like nothing more than a hole to fuck.

I pound into her relentlessly, the sound of my hips slapping against her ass mixing with the crash of waves nearby. Her moans grow louder, more desperate, her body pushing back to meet each thrust with equal force. I slap her ass again, watching the flesh jiggle before squeezing it roughly, my fingers digging in hard enough to leave marks.

That’s when I spot her—Elizabeth—standing near a cluster of palm trees about thirty yards away. The moonlight illuminates her enough that I can see her clearly, watching us with undisguised interest. Our eyes lock across the distance, and I see her hand disappear beneath her dress, clearly touching herself as she watches me fuck this college slut into the sand.

Without breaking my rhythm, I smile at Elizabeth, deliberately making a show of it now. I pull Isabella’s hair harder, arch her back at a more painful angle, slam into her with increased force—all while maintaining eye contact with my coach’s wife across the beach.

“You’re a filthy slut,” I tell Isabella, though the words are as much for Elizabeth’s benefit. “Taking my cock outside where anyone could see you. You like that, don’t you? The risk of being caught?”

“Yes!” Isabella cries out, her voice breaking with pleasure. “God, yes! Harder, Rex! Fuck me harder!”

I oblige, increasing my pace to a punishing speed, my hips a blur of movement as I drill into her soaked pussy. Sand sticks to her knees and hands, to the tears on her face, to the sweat on her body. She looks thoroughly debauched, completely at my mercy—and Elizabeth is watching every second of it.

The knowledge that I‘m being observed pushes me to new levels of aggression. I grab Isabella’s throat from behind, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing, making her light-headed as I continue to pound into her. Her pussy clenches tighter around me, her body responding to the danger, the lack of oxygen enhancing her pleasure.

“Rex,” she chokes out, her voice strained beneath my grip. “I’m going to cum. Please let me cum!”

“Do it,” I command, releasing her throat but immediately slapping her ass again, leaving another red handprint on the pale flesh. “Cum on my cock while I fuck you like an animal.”

Isabella’s body obeys instantly, her pussy clamping down on me with brutal force as her orgasm rips through her. A scream tears from her throat, raw and primal, echoing across the empty beach. I don’t slow down, fucking her through her climax, prolonging it until she’s sobbing beneath me, her body overwhelmed with sensation.

Through it all, I keep my eyes on Elizabeth, watching as her hand moves faster beneath her dress, her own pleasure building as she watches me destroy this young slut. When Isabella’s orgasm finally subsides, leaving her limp and gasping in the sand, I give Elizabeth a wink, a silent promise that she’ll get her turn later.

For now, though, I have a conquest to complete, a coach’s family friend to mark as my territory with my cum. Being Rex Ryder definitely has its fucking privileges, and I’m just getting started with this weekend.

Isabella collapses onto her forearms, her body still trembling from her orgasm, but I’m far from done with her. I grip her hips harder, pulling her ass back onto my cock with brutal force, my eyes still locked with Elizabeth’s across the beach. Coach’s wife has hitched her dress up around her waist now, her hand working frantically between her legs as she watches me destroy this college slut. The sight of her pleasuring herself while watching me fuck another woman sends a fresh surge of power through me, makes me want to put on an even better show.

“Get up,” I growl at Isabella, yanking her up by her hair. “On your back. I want to see your face while I fuck you.”

She whimpers but obeys, rolling onto her back in the sand, her legs spreading wide in invitation. Her dress is torn beyond repair, barely clinging to her sweat-slicked body. Sand sticks to her skin, her hair, making her look thoroughly debauched already. I position myself between her thighs, grabbing her ankles and pushing them back toward her shoulders, folding her nearly in half.

“Please,” she gasps, her eyes glazed with a mixture of satisfaction and renewed desire. “Not so rough—“

I silence her by slamming back into her with enough force to drive her deeper into the sand. Her back arches, her mouth opening in a silent scream as I establish a punishing rhythm. Each thrust is harder than the last, my hips driving forward with enough power to make her entire body jerk with the impact.

From the corner of my eye, I see Elizabeth move closer, finding a better vantage point while still remaining hidden in the shadows. Her hand moves faster between her legs, her other hand now inside her dress, groping her own tit as she watches us. I put on a show for her, making each thrust more brutal, more possessive than the last.

“You like this?” I demand, slapping Isabella’s face lightly, just enough to sting. “Like being fucked like a whore in the sand?”

“Yes,” she admits, tears forming in the corners of her eyes from the intensity. “God, yes!”

I hook my fingers in her mouth again, pulling at the corner while I continue to pound into her. Drool runs down her chin as I stretch her lips, degrading her further. Her pussy clenches tighter around me in response, telling me exactly how much she enjoys being treated like nothing more than a set of holes to fuck.

“Look at you,” I taunt, releasing her mouth to grab her throat instead. “Frank’s little family friend, taking my cock like a cheap slut. What would he think if he saw you now?”

The mention of her uncle makes Isabella moan louder, her hips bucking up to meet my thrusts despite the rough treatment. I increase my pace to a jackhammer speed, my cock driving into her so hard it’s clearly painful, but she takes it, her body responding with increased wetness, increased tightness.

Elizabeth’s breathing is visible even from this distance, her chest heaving as she watches me dominate Isabella. She pushes two fingers inside herself, matching my rhythm as she fucks herself to the sight of me using this younger woman. The parallel pleasure, the twisted voyeurism of it all, fuels my aggression.

I release Isabella’s throat to slap her tits hard, leaving red handprints on the pale flesh. She cries out, the sound a mixture of pain and pleasure. I grab her nipples between my fingers, twisting them cruelly, watching as her back arches in response.

“Rex!” she screams, her nails raking down my back, breaking skin. “It hurts! It’s too much!”

But her pussy tells a different story, getting impossibly tighter around my shaft, her juices soaking my balls as they slap against her ass with each thrust. I know when a woman is getting close, no matter what words come out of her mouth, and Isabella is racing toward another orgasm despite—or because of—the pain I’m inflicting.

“You’ll take what I give you,” I inform her, grabbing her jaw roughly, forcing her to look at me. “Every. Fucking. Inch.”

I punctuate each word with a particularly deep thrust that makes her entire body shake. The sound of our fucking is obscene—wet slaps, grunts, the suction of her pussy around my cock as I pull almost all the way out before slamming back in.

Elizabeth is approaching her peak now, her movements becoming more erratic, her free hand braced against a palm tree for support. Knowing she’s getting off on watching me destroy this girl makes me fuck Isabella even harder, turning her into a prop in my twisted performance.

“Cum for me,” I command Isabella, my hand finding her clit, rubbing it roughly as I continue to pound into her. “Show Elizabeth how good this cock makes you feel.”

Isabella’s eyes widen at the name, her head turning to follow my gaze. For the first time, she realizes we have an audience. The knowledge pushes her over the edge immediately, her body convulsing beneath me as a powerful orgasm rips through her.

“Oh god!” she screams, her pussy clamping down on my cock with brutal force. “Rex! I’m cumming! Fuck!”

The sight of Isabella’s climax triggers Elizabeth’s own orgasm. Even from this distance, I can see her body stiffen, her head falling back, her mouth opening in a silent scream as pleasure washes over her. She maintains eye contact with me throughout, our connection unbroken despite the distance between us.

Watching both women cum because of me—one from my cock, one from just watching me—sends me racing toward my own release. I grab Isabella’s hips, lifting her ass off the sand for the final assault. My thrusts become even more savage, more primal, chasing my own pleasure with single-minded determination.

“Going to fill this tight pussy with my cum,” I growl, feeling my balls tighten, the pressure building at the base of my spine. “Mark you as mine from the inside out.”

Isabella is barely conscious beneath me, her body limp from her intense orgasm, just taking whatever I give her now. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself as deep as possible and explode, hot ropes of cum painting her inner walls. I groan through clenched teeth, my fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises as I empty myself inside her.

As the last pulses of my orgasm fade, I pull out roughly, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately starts to leak from her well-used hole. I move up her body, straddling her chest, my still-hard cock in my hand. I stroke the last few drops of cum onto her face, then use my cock to smear it across her cheeks, her forehead, her lips.

“Open,” I command, tapping my cock against her mouth. She obeys without hesitation, her tongue darting out to lick the mixture of her juices and my cum from my shaft. “Good girl.”

Once I’m satisfied that she’s cleaned me properly, I stand up, tucking myself back into my pants. Isabella remains on the ground, covered in sand, cum, and sweat, her dress torn beyond repair, her body marked with handprints and the evidence of my possession.

“Thanks for the fuck,” I say casually, already dismissing her from my mind. “You might want to clean up before heading back to the restaurant.”

I don’t wait for her response, don’t offer to help her up or check if she’s okay. Instead, I turn toward where Elizabeth was standing, but she’s already gone—probably headed back to the restaurant before her absence is noticed. Isabella lies in the sand, used and discarded, exactly as she should be.

As I walk back toward the restaurant, I can’t help but smile to myself. The weekend has barely started, and I’ve already added another notch to my belt. But the real prize is yet to come—Elizabeth will be even more desperate for me now, having watched me dominate this younger woman with such brutality.

Being Rex Ryder definitely has its fucking privileges, and I intend to enjoy every single one of them this weekend.


Chapter 5

The afternoon sun beats down on my bare shoulders as I lounge by the vineyard restaurant’s poolside bar. Last night’s conquests—Elizabeth and Isabella—are nowhere to be seen, probably hiding in shame after I used them both so thoroughly. My muscles glisten with sweat, my gym shorts hanging low on my hips, showing off the V-cut that makes women wet on sight. I catch the hungry stares from across the pool—two MILF types sitting with what must be their husbands, their eyes roaming over my body like I’m a prime cut of meat. Perfect. Fresh prey for Rex Ryder.

I stretch deliberately, flexing my abs and chest, giving them something to drool over. The bartender slides another complimentary cocktail toward me—perks of being recognized as a star quarterback, even here in wine country. I take a long sip, letting the cool liquid slide down my throat while maintaining eye contact with the bolder of the two women, a redhead with tits that defy gravity.

The redhead is a fucking knockout—mid-thirties but working overtime to look ten years younger. Her bikini top struggles to contain massive tits that have surgeon’s fingerprints all over them, perfectly round and sitting high on her chest. The thin fabric barely covers her nipples, which are visibly hard and pointing in my direction. Her waist is narrow, probably from a combination of Pilates and starvation, flaring out to hips that haven’t quite lost their curve despite what must be religious gym attendance. A tiny sarong is knotted low on those hips, transparent enough that I can see the barely-there bikini bottom underneath.

Her friend is equally fuckable—a brunette with a deep tan that makes her white bikini stand out against her skin. She’s got the kind of ass that Instagram fitness models work years for, round and firm, bouncing slightly with each movement. Her tits are slightly smaller than the redhead’s, but still a generous handful, spilling out of her top as she leans forward to whisper something to her friend. Both women have that predatory MILF look—perfectly maintained bodies, expensive jewelry, designer sunglasses, and wedding rings that could pay my college tuition.

Their husbands sit beside them, completely oblivious to their wives’ wandering eyes. One is buried in his phone, probably checking stock prices or some shit, while the other flips through a wine menu with more interest than he’s shown his wife all afternoon. Typical rich fucks, too busy with their money to notice their trophy wives are about to get poached.

The redhead whispers something to her friend again, both of them giggling like college girls instead of the grown-ass women they are. The brunette nods, and they both stand up, adjusting their tiny bikinis in a show that’s clearly for my benefit. They saunter toward the bar, hips swaying with practiced precision, leaving their husbands without a backward glance.

“Excuse me,” the redhead says as they approach, her voice a practiced purr. “Aren’t you Rex Ryder? The quarterback?”

I give them my signature smirk, the one that’s gotten countless panties dropped. “That’s me. And you are?”

“I’m Kate,” the redhead replies, extending a manicured hand. “And this is Jordan. We’re huge football fans.”

I take her hand but instead of shaking it, I bring it to my lips, maintaining eye contact as I place a lingering kiss on her knuckles. “Pleasure’s all mine.”

Jordan, the brunette, steps closer, her thigh brushing against mine as she leans on the bar. “We watched you destroy Clemson last season. That fourth-quarter comeback was... inspiring.” The way she says “inspiring” makes it clear she’s not talking about football.

“Always happy to meet fans,” I reply, letting my eyes roam openly over their bodies. No point in subtlety—these MILFs know exactly what they’re doing, and so do I. “Especially ones who appreciate the... physical aspects of the game.”

Kate laughs, a throaty sound that’s clearly practiced to sound sexy. She tosses her red hair over her shoulder, giving me a better view of her cleavage. “The physical aspects are definitely our favorite part.”

“Your husbands seem pretty engrossed in... whatever the fuck they’re doing,” I nod toward the two men, still completely oblivious to their wives’ absence.

“Work,” Jordan rolls her eyes dramatically. “Always work. Even on vacation.”

“Their loss,” I shrug, taking another sip of my drink while maintaining eye contact with her. “Leaving such beautiful women unattended.”

Kate moves closer, her hip now pressed against mine, her tits practically brushing my arm. “We were just saying how impressive your... physique is. Do you work out during the off-season too?”

“Every day,” I tell her, flexing my arm slightly so my bicep bulges against her side. “Discipline is important in my position.”

“I bet you’re very... disciplined,” Jordan purrs, her fingers trailing lightly over my bare shoulder. “In all positions.”

Kate’s hand lands on my thigh, high enough to be deliberate but not quite touching my cock, which is already hardening in my shorts. “We’re staying in one of the private villas on the property. Maybe you could show us some of your... workout routines later?”

“Why wait?” I counter, my voice dropping lower. These MILFs are practically begging for it, their nipples visibly hardening through their bikini tops, their breathing getting heavier just from standing close to me.

Kate’s eyes dart to her husband, then back to me, a wicked smile spreading across her face. She picks up her cocktail—some fruity pink thing—and pretends to lose her balance, spilling it directly onto my chest and shorts.

“Oh my God!” she gasps, feigning shock. “I’m so clumsy! Let me help you with that.”

The cold liquid runs down my abs, soaking into my gym shorts. Jordan immediately grabs some napkins from the bar, dabbing at my chest with far more contact than necessary, her fingers lingering on my pecs.

“We should get you cleaned up properly,” Kate suggests, her voice low and full of promise. “There’s a bathroom right over there.”

I glance toward their husbands, who haven’t even noticed the commotion. “Don’t worry about them,” Jordan says, following my gaze. “They’ll be buried in work for hours.”

Kate’s fingers wrap around my wrist, tugging me off the barstool. “Come on, superstar. Let us help you out of these wet clothes.”

I let them lead me across the pool deck toward a door marked “Restroom,” Jordan’s hand now resting possessively on my lower back, Kate’s fingers still wrapped around my wrist. The bathroom turns out to be one of those fancy unisex single rooms with a full-length mirror, sink, and actual towels instead of paper.

The moment the door closes behind us, Kate turns the lock with a decisive click. Jordan is already pressing herself against my back, her hands sliding around to my abs, her lips finding my shoulder. Kate steps forward, pressing her tits against my chest, looking up at me with hunger in her eyes.

“We’ve been watching you all day,” she admits, her hands sliding up my chest. “Wondering what it would be like to fuck a famous quarterback.”

“Looks like you’re about to find out,” I tell her, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back, exposing her throat. Her gasp of surprise turns to a moan as I lower my mouth to her neck, biting hard enough to leave a mark.

Jordan moves around to my side, impatient for her turn. I grab her ass with my free hand, squeezing hard enough to make her whimper. These desperate housewives think they’re seducing me, but Rex Ryder is always the one in control.

“On your knees,” I command, releasing Kate’s hair to grab Jordan’s instead. “Both of you.”

The look they exchange tells me everything—these MILFs might be married, but they’re nothing but hungry sluts eager to be dominated by a real man. They sink to their knees in perfect unison, looking up at me with identical expressions of hunger and submission.

Time to show these desperate housewives what it means to be fucked by Rex Ryder.

I look down at Kate and Jordan kneeling before me, their eager faces tilted up in anticipation. Rich bitches used to getting whatever they want, now reduced to kneeling on a bathroom floor for my cock. My gym shorts are still wet from Kate’s “accident,” clinging to my thighs and the outline of my hardening shaft. I hook my thumbs into the waistband, dragging them down slowly, making these desperate MILFs wait for their prize. Kate’s tongue darts out to wet her lips, her eyes fixed on the growing bulge in my compression shorts. Jordan’s breathing has already quickened, her massive tits rising and falling with each anxious breath.

“You want this cock?” I ask, palming myself through the thin fabric of my compression shorts. “Beg for it.”

“Please,” Kate whispers, her manicured fingers reaching up to rest on my thighs. “Let us taste you.”

Jordan nods eagerly, adding her own plea: “We’ve been thinking about your cock all day. Please, Rex.”

I smirk down at them, enjoying the power I hold over these married women. Their wedding rings glint in the bathroom’s harsh light—expensive platinum bands that link them to the oblivious fucks sitting by the pool. Makes it that much sweeter.

“Take it out,” I command, standing with my legs spread, hands on my hips like a conquering king.

They move in tandem, four hands reaching for my waistband, tugging my compression shorts down with reverent care. My cock springs free, already rock hard, slapping against my abdomen. Both women gasp—the same reaction I always get when women see what I’m packing.

“Oh my God,” Jordan breathes, her eyes widening. “It’s huge.”

“Bigger than your husband’s?” I taunt, already knowing the answer.

She nods without hesitation, no loyalty whatsoever to the schmuck by the pool. “So much bigger.”

Kate doesn’t speak, just stares hungrily at my shaft, her hand already moving to wrap around its base. I slap her hand away.

“Did I say you could touch it?” I snap, grabbing a fistful of her red hair and yanking her head back. “You don’t do anything unless I tell you to.”

Her eyes water slightly from the pain, but her pupils dilate with arousal. “Sorry,” she whispers.

“Start by licking it,” I instruct, loosening my grip slightly. “Both of you. Show me how badly you want this cock.”

They exchange a glance before leaning forward, their tongues extending in unison. Kate takes the right side of my shaft, Jordan the left, and they begin licking from base to tip like it’s a melting ice cream cone they’re trying to save. The sensation of two warm, wet tongues sliding up my length sends a jolt of pleasure through my body.

“That’s it,” I growl, one hand still tangled in Kate’s hair, the other now gripping Jordan’s dark locks. “Worship that cock.”

Their tongues meet at the head, swirling around the sensitive tip, occasionally brushing against each other. Jordan moans softly at the contact, suggesting this isn’t her first time getting intimate with another woman. Kate focuses her attention on the sensitive spot just below the head, while Jordan runs her tongue along the throbbing vein on the underside.

“Look at you two sluts,” I taunt, tightening my grip on their hair. “Sucking cock in a public bathroom while your husbands sit twenty feet away. You’re fucking whores, both of you.”

The degradation only seems to turn them on more. Kate whimpers around my shaft, her hand moving to squeeze her own breast through her bikini top. Jordan‘s eyes flutter closed as she takes one of my balls into her mouth, sucking gently while Kate continues to work the head.

I tire of their gentle treatment quickly. Pulling Kate’s head away by her hair, I position the tip of my cock at her lips. “Open wide,” I command. When she complies, I thrust forward without warning, burying myself halfway down her throat in one brutal push.

Kate gags immediately, her eyes widening in shock, hands flying to my thighs as if to push me away. I don’t let her retreat, holding her head firmly in place as I begin to pump my hips, fucking her mouth with deliberate strokes.

“Suck that cock, you whores,” I grunt, looking down at her mascara already starting to run from the tears forming in her eyes. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To be face-fucked by a real man?”

Jordan watches with equal parts shock and arousal as I use her friend’s mouth, her hand moving between her own legs, pushing her bikini bottom aside to touch herself. I grab her hair harder, pulling her up to stand beside me.

“Kiss me,” I demand, still thrusting into Kate’s mouth. Jordan complies eagerly, her lips crashing against mine, her tongue immediately submitting as I dominate the kiss. I bite her lower lip hard enough to make her gasp, then force my tongue into her mouth, claiming her completely while continuing to pump into Kate’s stretched lips.

Kate’s mouth feels amazing—hot and wet, her throat convulsing around my length as she struggles to accommodate me. Saliva pools at the corners of her lips, dripping down her chin and onto her heaving tits. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only turn me on more, pushing me to thrust deeper, harder.

After a particularly deep thrust that has Kate choking around me, I pull out completely, a string of saliva connecting my cock to her swollen lips. Without giving her time to recover, I grab Jordan’s hair and force her down, pushing my slick cock into her waiting mouth.

“Your turn,” I growl, immediately setting a brutal pace. Jordan takes it better than Kate, relaxing her throat to accommodate my size, though her eyes still water as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly. I pull Kate up by her hair, now kissing her while I fuck her friend’s face. She tastes like my cock and expensive lipstick, her tongue eager and submissive against mine.

“You taste yourself on my lips,” I taunt between kisses. “Like how another woman’s mouth feels on your husband’s cock?”

Kate moans into my mouth, her hand finding my chest, nails digging into the muscle there. I break the kiss to look down at Jordan, whose makeup is now thoroughly ruined, black streaks running down her cheeks as she gags around my length.

I alternate between them several more times, fucking one’s mouth while kissing the other, treating them both like the cock-hungry sluts they’ve proven themselves to be. Their lipstick is smeared across my shaft, their perfectly styled hair now tangled messes in my fists. The bathroom fills with obscene wet sounds and muffled gags as I use their throats for my pleasure.

“This is what you rich bitches really want, isn’t it?” I taunt, now holding both their heads close to my cock, making them take turns sucking me. “All that money, those big houses, fancy cars—and still on your knees in a public bathroom, sucking a stranger’s cock while your husbands sit outside.”

“Yes,” Kate admits shamelessly when I pull her off my length, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. “We needed this. Needed you.”

“Fucking pathetic,” I laugh cruelly, slapping my wet cock against her cheek, leaving a shiny trail of saliva on her skin. “Both of you.”

But my cock is throbbing painfully now, demanding more than just their mouths. I pull Jordan up by her hair, spinning her around to face the sink and mirror. Kate remains on her knees, looking up at me with glazed eyes and swollen lips, waiting for my next command.

“Get up,” I order her, yanking her to her feet by her arm. “Playtime’s over. Now I’m going to show you both what a real fucking feels like.”

I position Kate and Jordan side by side, bent over the marble sink, their asses pushed out toward me. The mirror gives me the perfect view of their faces—flushed with arousal, lips swollen from my rough kisses, mascara smeared from gagging on my cock. I grab the strings of Jordan’s bikini bottom first, yanking it to the side rather than bothering to remove it completely. Her pussy is already soaking wet, glistening in the bathroom’s bright light. Kate watches in the mirror, her breath fogging the glass as she waits for her turn, knowing she’s completely at my mercy.

“Look at yourselves,” I command, my voice low and dangerous. “Look at what you’ve become. Two married sluts about to get fucked in a public bathroom.”

Their eyes meet mine in the reflection, neither showing an ounce of shame or regret. These MILFs know exactly what they want. I move to Kate next, roughly pulling her bikini bottom to the side, exposing her pussy—completely waxed bare, pink and swollen with arousal. I run my fingers through both their folds, collecting their wetness, then bring my hand to their faces.

“Lick it off,” I order, pressing my fingers against their lips. Both women immediately open their mouths, tongues darting out to clean their combined juices from my skin. They moan at the taste, their eyes closing briefly in pleasure.

I position myself behind Jordan first, rubbing the head of my cock against her entrance. She pushes her ass back, desperate for me to fill her, but I hold her hips firmly in place.

“Beg for it,” I demand, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “Tell me how badly you want this cock.”

“Please, Rex,” she whimpers, her voice breaking with need. “Please fuck me. I need your cock inside me now.”

Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. Jordan screams, her back arching, hands gripping the edge of the sink as her body struggles to accommodate my size. Her pussy is tight—tighter than I expected for a married woman—gripping my cock like a vise as I begin to move inside her.

“Fuck!” she gasps, her body jolting forward with each thrust. “So big! So deep!”

I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass with enough force to make the entire sink shake. Each impact pushes her further into Kate, who’s watching the scene unfold with obvious hunger in her eyes. I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of Jordan’s hair, yanking her head back sharply to expose her throat.

“This what you wanted?” I growl, increasing my pace. “To be fucked like the slut you are?”

“Yes!” she cries, her voice breaking with each powerful thrust. “God, yes!”

Kate grows impatient beside us, her hand moving between her legs to touch herself as she watches her friend get destroyed by my cock. I grab her wrist, pulling her hand away.

“Did I say you could touch yourself?” I snap, squeezing her wrist hard enough to make her wince. “You wait your turn.”

After a few more deep thrusts into Jordan, I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and whimpering at the loss. I move behind Kate without hesitation, positioning my cock at her entrance, now slick with Jordan’s juices.

“Watch your friend,” I command Jordan, grabbing her by the hair again and forcing her to look in the mirror. “Watch while I fuck her better than your husbands ever could.”

I slam into Kate with the same brutality, making her cry out as I stretch her open. Her pussy is even tighter than Jordan’s, clenching around me like she‘s trying to milk my cock with each thrust. I grab her tits through her bikini top, roughly squeezing the soft flesh, leaving red marks with my fingers.

“You like that, you little sluts?” I grunt, my hips maintaining a punishing pace as I fuck Kate. Jordan watches, her eyes wide with a mixture of jealousy and arousal.

I grab Jordan by the back of her neck, pushing her face toward Kate’s. “Kiss her,” I order. “Show me how badly you both want this cock.”

They obey immediately, their lips meeting in a hungry, desperate kiss as I continue to pound into Kate. Their tongues tangle together, moans passing between their mouths as they share this moment of complete submission. The sight of them making out while I fuck one of them pushes me to new levels of aggression.

I pull out of Kate and thrust back into Jordan without warning, making her gasp into Kate’s mouth. The switch seems to excite them both, adding an element of unpredictability that has them trembling with anticipation. I alternate between them several more times, giving each a few deep, hard thrusts before switching to the other.

“Such good little whores,” I praise mockingly, my hand now wrapped around Jordan’s throat as I fuck her, restricting her breathing just enough to make her light-headed. Her pussy gets impossibly tighter around me, her body responding to the danger with increased arousal.

When I switch back to Kate, I pull Jordan’s hair again, forcing her to watch closely. “See how her pussy stretches around my cock?” I taunt. “See how much she loves being used?”

I release Jordan’s hair to slap Kate’s ass, hard enough to leave a bright red handprint on her pale skin. The impact echoes in the small bathroom, followed immediately by Kate’s cry of pain and pleasure. I spank her again, harder this time, watching as her flesh jiggles with the impact.

“Harder!” Kate begs, surprising me with her hunger for pain. “Please, Rex, harder!”

I give her what she wants, my hand coming down again and again on her ass until it’s bright red and hot to the touch. Each slap makes her pussy clench around me, her body responding to the pain with waves of pleasure. Jordan watches the scene with wide eyes, her hand moving to her own ass as if imagining the sting.

I pull out of Kate to thrust back into Jordan, grabbing her tits and roughly yanking her bikini top down to expose them completely. Her nipples are hard, pointing toward the ceiling as I pinch them between my fingers, twisting just enough to mix pleasure with pain. She cries out, her back arching to push her tits further into my hands.

“Your tits are fucking perfect,” I grunt, kneading the soft flesh roughly as I continue to pound into her. “Made to be manhandled.”

I release her tits to grab her throat again, this time squeezing harder, watching in the mirror as her face begins to redden from the lack of oxygen. Her pussy responds immediately, getting wetter, tighter around my cock. Just before she might pass out, I release her throat, allowing her to gulp in desperate breaths as I continue to fuck her.

Kate grows impatient again, pushing her ass back toward me, silently begging for her turn. I give it to her, pulling out of Jordan and thrusting into Kate in one fluid motion. As I fuck her, I reach over to grope Jordan’s tits, keeping both women stimulated and under my control.

“Make out again,” I command, and they obey without hesitation, their lips meeting in another hungry kiss. Kate moans into Jordan’s mouth as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her, her entire body trembling with pleasure.

I continue alternating between them, my cock slick with their combined juices, the bathroom filled with the wet sounds of our fucking and their desperate moans. Their bodies are covered in marks from my rough handling—red handprints on their asses, bruises forming where my fingers dug into their hips, their throats reddened from my choking.

“You’re both going to feel this tomorrow,” I tell them, pride evident in my voice. “Every time you sit down, every time your husbands touch you, you’ll remember how I fucked you both like the whores you are.”

“Yes,” Kate gasps as I thrust particularly deep into her. “Only you, Rex. No one fucks me like this.”

Jordan nods in agreement, her eyes glazed with pleasure as she waits for her next turn on my cock. “We’re yours,” she adds, the words making my ego swell as much as my cock.

I pull Kate’s hair hard enough to make her head snap back, exposing her throat to Jordan, who immediately begins kissing and sucking on the sensitive skin there. The sight of them working together, pleasuring each other while I continue to fuck them, is almost enough to push me over the edge.

But I’m not ready to cum yet. I’ve got these MILFs exactly where I want them—completely at my mercy, willing to do anything for my cock—and I intend to enjoy every second of my power over them.

A phone starts ringing—a generic chime cutting through the wet sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. Kate’s purse sits on the counter, vibrating with the incoming call. I slow my thrusts, curiosity piqued as I reach for the phone without pulling out of Jordan. The screen lights up with a contact photo—some balding middle-aged fuck in a golf shirt. “Hubby” with a heart emoji. Perfect fucking timing. A cruel smirk spreads across my face as I show the screen to Kate, whose eyes widen in panic.

“No,” she gasps, reaching for the phone. “Rex, please, I can’t—“

I pull the phone away from her grasp, continuing to pump slowly into Jordan as I contemplate my next move. The cruel part of me—the part that gets off on complete dominance—immediately knows what I want to do.

“Answer it,” I command, my voice leaving no room for argument.

“Please,” Kate begs, her voice dropping to a desperate whisper. “He can‘t see me like this.”

I laugh, the sound cold and merciless. “That’s exactly why we’re answering it.”

Jordan looks back at me over her shoulder, her expression a mixture of fear and perverse excitement. The call continues to ring, insistent in its demand for attention. I swipe the green button, but instead of handing the phone to Kate, I hold it up myself, angling it to show only my face for now.

“Kate’s phone,” I answer casually, as if I’m not balls-deep in another woman while her friend watches.

The man on the screen looks confused, his brow furrowing as he tries to place me. “Who the hell are you? Where’s my wife?”

“She’s a little... occupied at the moment,” I reply, my free hand grabbing Jordan’s hip to keep her in place as I continue to thrust slowly. “But don’t worry, she‘s having a great time.”

“What the fuck is going on?” he demands, his confusion quickly turning to anger. “Put my wife on the phone right now!”

I pull out of Jordan, moving behind Kate who’s frozen in place, her eyes wide with horror at what’s unfolding. Without warning, I thrust into her, making her gasp loudly enough for the phone to pick up. I position the camera so he can now see my face and Kate’s in the mirror—her expression contorted with pleasure and shame as I begin to pound into her.

“Look at your wife,” I grunt, maintaining eye contact with him through the screen. “Taking my cock like she was born for it.”

“Kate?” His voice breaks, a mixture of disbelief and devastation washing over his features. “What the fuck? What are you doing?”

Kate can’t answer, too overwhelmed by the combination of pleasure from my cock and humiliation from being caught. Her mouth opens and closes, but no words come out.

“She can’t talk right now,” I inform him, increasing my pace, making sure each thrust jolts her body forward. “Too busy getting the fucking of her life.”

I reposition the phone so he can see more—Kate bent over the sink, her tits bouncing with each impact, Jordan standing beside her with her bikini top still pulled down, exposing her perfect breasts. His face crumples as the full reality of the situation hits him.

“She loves my cock,” I taunt, slapping Kate’s ass hard enough to leave another red handprint, making her cry out. “Tell him, Kate. Tell your husband how much you love getting fucked by a real man.”

Kate shakes her head, tears streaming down her face, smearing her mascara further. Her resistance only excites me more. I grab her hair, yanking her head back painfully, forcing her to look at the phone.

“Tell him,” I command, my voice dropping to a dangerous growl.

“I... I’m sorry,” she gasps, unable to form a coherent sentence as I continue to slam into her.

The husband’s face is a mask of shock and betrayal, but he doesn’t hang up. There’s something in his eyes—a perverse fascination with his own humiliation that keeps him watching despite the pain.

“Your wife’s pussy is amazing,” I tell him, making sure the camera catches the way my cock disappears into her with each thrust. “So fucking tight. But not as tight as her friend’s.” I pull out of Kate and thrust into Jordan without warning, making her yelp in surprise. “See? I’m fucking them both. Taking turns with your wife and her slutty friend right here in a public bathroom.”

“Who... who are you?” the husband asks, his voice barely audible.

I flash him my most arrogant smile, the one from all my press photos. “Rex Ryder. Star quarterback. Maybe you’ve heard of me?”

Recognition dawns on his face, followed by an even deeper humiliation. His wife isn’t just cheating—she’s cheating with someone famous, someone younger, someone whose poster might hang in their home if they have kids.

“You like that?” I ask Kate, slapping her ass again as I switch back to her pussy. “You like your husband watching me fuck you? Seeing what a whore his wife really is?”

Kate moans in response, her body betraying her as pleasure overrides her shame. Her pussy clenches around me tighter than before, her arousal actually increasing from the humiliation. Fucking perfect—she gets off on being watched, on being exposed as a cheating slut.

“She‘s loving this,” I inform the husband, whose eyes are now red-rimmed with unshed tears. “Your wife is getting wetter from knowing you’re watching her take my cock.”

I switch back to Jordan, giving her a few deep, hard thrusts before returning to Kate. The husband watches silently now, seemingly unable to look away from the train wreck of his marriage. I position the phone on the counter, propped against the wall so it can capture the full scene—both women bent over, me moving between them, using them both for my pleasure.

“Look at them,” I taunt, grabbing both women by the hair, pulling their heads back to fully display their faces. “High-class wives reduced to bathroom whores. And you know what the best part is?” I direct this question to the husband. “They approached me. Begged for it. Your wife has been eyeing my cock all day.”

His face contorts with pain at this revelation, but still, he watches. I feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening as the pressure increases. The combination of the tight pussies I’m fucking and the psychological dominance of making a man watch his wife’s infidelity pushes me closer to the edge.

“I’m going to cum,” I announce, making sure the husband can hear me. “Want to see where I’m going to put my load?”

I don’t wait for an answer. Pulling out of Kate, I grab both women by the hair, yanking them around to face me, forcing them to their knees. They know what’s coming, their mouths opening automatically as I position myself in front of them, stroking my cock rapidly.

“Watch closely,” I tell the husband, making sure the phone has a clear view. “Watch what your wife does for my cum.”

My orgasm hits me like a freight train, the first rope of cum shooting across Kate’s face, landing from her forehead to her chin in a thick white streak. I aim the next several spurts at Jordan, decorating her face with equal enthusiasm. Both women keep their mouths open, tongues extended to catch what they can, moaning like the cum-hungry sluts they’ve proven themselves to be.

The amount is impressive even by my standards—thick white ropes painting their faces, dripping down their chins onto their heaving tits, marking them as thoroughly used. When the last few drops have been squeezed onto their waiting tongues, I’m still not done with my humiliation of the husband.

“Now kiss each other,” I command, grabbing both their heads and pushing them together. “Share it. Snowball my cum between you.”

They comply without hesitation, their lips meeting in a messy, cum-soaked kiss. Their tongues visibly pass my seed back and forth, white fluid dripping from the corners of their mouths as they make out passionately. I make sure to angle them toward the phone, giving the husband a perfect view of his wife swapping another man’s cum with her friend.

“Jesus Christ,” the husband whispers, his voice breaking.

“Remember this,” I tell him, picking up the phone to look him directly in the eye. “Remember what your wife really is. A cum-hungry slut who’d rather suck my cock in a public bathroom than sit by the pool with you.”

His face crumples completely, tears finally spilling over. With a cruel smile, I end the call, tossing the phone onto the counter with casual disregard. Kate and Jordan are still kissing, still sharing my cum between them, too lost in their degradation to care about anything else.

I tuck my softening cock back into my shorts, watching them with detached amusement for a moment longer. When they finally break apart, their faces are a mess of smeared makeup, saliva, and cum—absolutely destroyed from my usage.

“Thanks for the fuck,” I say casually, already turning toward the door. “You might want to clean yourselves up before heading back out there. Or don’t—let everyone see what whores you really are.”


Chapter 5

The vineyard’s grand hall glitters with fake smiles and champagne flutes, but I’m only interested in one thing—Elizabeth Sterling in that fuck-me dress that barely contains her tits. I watch from the shadows of the upper balcony as she mingles with the anniversary guests, laughing at their stupid jokes, playing the perfect wife while her pussy still aches from our last encounter. Coach Frank hovers nearby, oblivious as always to what’s right under his nose—that his precious British wife would rather be on her knees for me than celebrating twenty years with his pathetic ass.

Elizabeth’s dress is a deep burgundy, the color of the vineyard’s signature cabernet, cut low enough to show the inner curve of her tits and tight enough around her ass that I can practically see the outline of her thong. Every time she moves, the slit up her thigh parts to reveal a flash of skin that has half the men in the room adjusting their pants. But they can look all they want. Only I know how she tastes, how she sounds when she’s being fucked properly, how she begs for my cock while her husband sleeps.

I sip my champagne, watching as Frank places his hand on the small of her back, guiding her through the crowd. The possessive gesture makes me smirk. He thinks she’s his. Stupid fuck doesn’t realize she’s already been claimed by someone else—by me, Rex fucking Ryder, the star quarterback who’s been drilling his wife for weeks now. Every time he puts his hands on her, he’s touching what’s mine.

Elizabeth glances up toward the balcony, her eyes scanning until they lock with mine. Even from this distance, I see her pupils dilate, her chest rise with a sharp intake of breath. She knows what’s coming. I raise my glass in a mock toast, the silent promise in my eyes making her lips part slightly before she quickly looks away, back to her adoring husband. The flush spreading across her cheeks has nothing to do with the champagne she’s drinking.

I drain my glass and set it on a passing tray, then make my way toward the grand staircase. It’s time to remind Elizabeth who she really belongs to. As I descend, I catch snippets of conversation about the upcoming toast, about how Frank has prepared some sappy speech for his darling wife. Perfect timing. While Coach pours his heart out to an audience of vineyard visitors, I’ll be reminding his wife what a real man feels like.

Elizabeth excuses herself from a conversation, heading toward the restrooms at the back of the hall. Instead of following the signs to the main facilities, she slips up a side staircase, the one leading to the private rooms of the villa. The sway of her hips tells me everything I need to know—she wants to be followed. She‘s practically begging for it.

I give her thirty seconds before I take the same stairs, my footsteps silent on the thick carpet. The upper hallway is dim, lit only by wall sconces that cast long shadows. I catch a glimpse of burgundy disappearing around a corner and follow, my cock already hardening at the thought of what’s to come.

When I round the corner, she’s standing outside a bedroom door, her back to me, hand on the knob as if hesitating. I don’t give her time to reconsider. In three long strides, I’m behind her, my hand closing around her upper arm as I push the door open with my other hand and shove her inside.

“Rex!” she gasps as I kick the door shut behind us. “We can’t—the party—Frank is about to—“

I silence her with my mouth, crushing my lips against hers, my tongue forcing its way past her teeth. She makes a muffled sound of protest that quickly turns to a moan as my hand finds her throat, squeezing just enough to remind her who’s in control. I push her back until she hits the wall, pinning her with my body, my hard cock pressing against her through our formal clothes.

“Shut up,” I growl against her lips, biting down on her lower lip hard enough to make her whimper. “You’ve been teasing me all night in this fucking dress. Now you’re going to pay for it.”

Her hands push weakly against my chest, a token resistance that we both know is just for show. “Someone will notice I’m gone,” she protests, her British accent thickening with arousal despite her words. “Frank will come looking—“

I laugh, the sound low and cruel against her neck as I bite down on the sensitive spot just below her ear. “Frank’s too busy preparing to tell everyone how much he loves his faithful wife. He has no idea that while he’s giving his speech, she’ll be getting fucked by his star quarterback.”

My hands move to her tits, roughly groping them through the thin fabric of her dress. I can feel her nipples hardening against my palms, her body betraying her even as she continues her weak protests. I pinch one nipple hard, making her gasp and arch into my touch.

“You’re a bastard,” she hisses, but there’s no real venom in her voice—just heat and need.

“And you’re a cheating slut,” I counter, my hand sliding up her thigh, finding the edge of her thong and pushing it aside. “Already wet for me. What would your husband say if he knew his anniversary celebration was just an excuse for you to get my cock?”

From below, we can hear the tinkling of a glass, the sound of conversation dying down as someone prepares to speak. Frank’s voice carries up through the open window, amplified by the microphone.

“Twenty years ago today, I married the most beautiful, incredible woman I’ve ever known,” he begins, his voice thick with emotion. “Elizabeth has been my rock, my support through everything...”

Elizabeth’s eyes widen at the sound, guilt flashing across her face for a brief moment before I crush my mouth against hers again, my fingers finding her clit and circling it roughly. Her guilt is quickly replaced by pleasure as I work her sensitive bud, her hips bucking against my hand involuntarily.

Frank’s voice continues to float up from below, each loving word a counterpoint to what’s happening in this bedroom. “...she’s stood by me through victories and defeats, through all life’s challenges...”

“Hear that?” I taunt, sliding two fingers into her soaked pussy, feeling her clench around me immediately. “He thinks you’re faithful. Meanwhile, you’re up here getting fingered by me. What does that make you, Elizabeth?”

She doesn’t answer, just moans as I curl my fingers inside her, finding that spot that makes her knees weak. I press her harder against the wall, my free hand moving from her tits to her throat again, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp.

“Answer me,” I demand, stilling my fingers inside her. “What does that make you?”

“A whore,” she whispers, her eyes glazed with a mixture of shame and arousal. “Your whore, Rex.”

I reward her honesty by resuming my movements, my fingers pumping in and out of her pussy as Frank’s voice continues to wax poetic about their perfect marriage. The contrast between his loving words and Elizabeth‘s face contorted with pleasure as another man fingers her is fucking intoxicating.

“...I promise to love and cherish you for the next twenty years and beyond,” Frank concludes, his voice breaking slightly with emotion. The crowd below erupts in applause and cheers.

Elizabeth’s body trembles against mine, caught between the guilt of her husband’s love and the overwhelming desire I’m stoking within her. I can feel her getting close, her pussy tightening around my fingers, her breathing becoming more erratic.

“That’s it,” I growl, increasing the pressure on her clit with my thumb while my fingers continue their assault. “Come for me while your husband finishes his speech. Show me who you really belong to.”

She bites down on her lip to keep from screaming as her orgasm hits her, her entire body shaking with the force of it. I keep my hand over her mouth, muffling her moans as the applause from below grows louder. Through the open window comes the sound of Frank’s voice again, choked with emotion: “I‘d like to invite my beautiful wife to join me for a toast.”

Elizabeth’s eyes fly open, panic replacing the pleasure as she realizes she’s expected downstairs. I just smirk, slowly withdrawing my fingers from her pussy and bringing them to her lips.

“Clean them,” I command, pushing my fingers into her mouth. She hesitates only a moment before sucking her own juices from my skin, her eyes locked on mine in silent defiance and submission.

When I finally release her, she’s breathing hard, her lipstick smeared, her hair slightly disheveled. I step back, admiring my handiwork—Coach’s perfect wife, already looking thoroughly fucked, and we‘re just getting started.

“Better fix yourself up,” I taunt, reaching out to adjust her dress, deliberately letting my hands linger on her tits. “Or don‘t. Let everyone see what you really are.”

“I hate you,” she whispers, but there’s no conviction in her voice.

I grab her ass, pulling her against me so she can feel how hard I still am. “No, you don’t. You love this cock too much to hate me.”

“I can’t stay long,” she whispers, her British accent thick with nervousness. “I—“

I cut her off with a brutal kiss, my tongue forcing its way into her mouth as I walk her backward toward the bed. Her hands clutch at my shoulders, not pushing me away but not quite pulling me closer either—that delicious resistance that makes conquering her so much sweeter.

“I don’t give a fuck,” I growl against her lips. In one quick movement, I lift her up and throw her onto the bed, her body bouncing against the expensive mattress. Before she can react, I’m on top of her, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand while my other hand finds the neckline of her dress.

“Rex, don’t—this dress is expensive—“ Her protest ends in a gasp as I tear the fabric, the sound of ripping material filling the room as I expose her tits to my hungry gaze. The dress splits down the middle, revealing a black lace bra that barely contains her heaving breasts.

“I’ll buy you a new one,” I snarl, not meaning it at all. I rip the bra next, the delicate fabric giving way easily under my strength. Her tits spill free, perfect and round with hard nipples that beg for my attention. I lower my head, taking one nipple between my teeth and biting just hard enough to make her cry out.

My hands continue their destructive path, tearing her dress further until it’s nothing but burgundy rags beneath her. Her thong is next—I hook my fingers into the thin material and yank, feeling it snap against her skin before coming away in my hand. I toss the ruined garment to the floor, leaving Elizabeth naked except for her high heels—black stilettos that make her legs look even longer.

“Fuck, look at you,” I breathe, sitting back on my heels to admire my handiwork. Elizabeth lies spread before me, completely naked and vulnerable, her chest rising and falling rapidly with each breath. Her pussy is already glistening with arousal, her thighs slightly parted in unconscious invitation. “Coach’s perfect wife, spread out for me like an all-you-can-eat buffet.”

From below, Frank’s voice carries through the open window again: “Elizabeth has been my rock through all these years. I don’t know what I’d do without her loyalty and support...”

I laugh cruelly, the sound making Elizabeth flinch. “Hear that? He’s praising your loyalty while you’re up here, naked and wet for me.” I unbuckle my belt slowly, enjoying how her eyes track my movements with hungry anticipation. “What do you think he’d say if he could see you now?”

“Please,” she whispers, but whether she‘s begging me to stop or continue isn’t clear. It doesn’t matter anyway—I have no intention of stopping.

I unzip my pants and pull out my cock, already rock hard and throbbing. Elizabeth’s eyes widen slightly at the sight, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. I stroke myself a few times, watching her watch me.

“This what you came back for?” I taunt, moving between her spread legs. “This cock that’s about to ruin you for your husband again?”

She doesn’t answer, just parts her thighs wider in silent surrender. I position myself at her entrance, rubbing my tip through her wet folds, coating myself in her arousal. Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. Elizabeth arches off the bed, a strangled cry escaping her lips as I stretch her open.

“Fuck, so tight,” I grunt, holding still for a moment to savor the feeling of her pussy clenching around me. “Always so fucking tight for me.”

Below us, the celebration continues, Frank’s voice occasionally rising above the murmur of conversation: “...when I look at her, I still see the beautiful woman I fell in love with all those years ago...”

The contrast between his sappy words and the sight of his wife impaled on my cock sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I grab Elizabeth’s hips, digging my fingers into her soft flesh as I pull almost all the way out before slamming back in. The impact makes her entire body jolt, her tits bouncing with the force of my thrust.

“Tell me you want it,” I demand, establishing a brutal rhythm that has the headboard hitting the wall with each thrust. “Tell me how much you need this cock.”

“I want it,” she gasps, her hands clutching at the sheets. “God help me, I need it. Need you, Rex.”

My pace increases, my hips snapping against hers with enough force to leave bruises. The wet sounds of our fucking fill the room, mixing with Elizabeth’s moans and my own grunts of pleasure. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, adding to the obscene soundtrack.

“Your pussy feels so fucking good,” I growl, leaning forward to capture one of her nipples in my mouth again. I suck hard, flicking my tongue over the sensitive bud before biting down, making her cry out in a mixture of pain and pleasure. Her pussy clenches tighter around me in response, telling me exactly how much she enjoys the roughness.

I release her nipple to grab both her tits, squeezing them roughly as I continue to pound into her. The flesh spills between my fingers, soft and yielding beneath my harsh grip. I pinch her nipples, twisting them until she gasps, her back arching to push her tits further into my hands.

“Look at you,” I taunt, slapping one breast hard enough to leave a red handprint on the pale skin. “Coach’s sophisticated British wife, taking my cock like a two-dollar whore. What would all those people downstairs say if they could see you now?”

The degradation only seems to turn her on more, her pussy getting wetter around my cock, her hips rising to meet each of my thrusts. I can feel her getting close already, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft.

“Rex,” she moans, her voice breaking as pleasure builds within her. “I’m going to—“

“Not yet,” I snap, suddenly stilling my movements. “You don’t cum until I say you can.”

The frustration on her face is delicious—her brow furrowed, lips parted, eyes pleading. I hold perfectly still inside her, feeling her pussy pulse around me as she hovers on the edge of orgasm.

“Beg for it,” I command, slapping her tit again, watching it jiggle from the impact. “Beg me to let you cum.”

“Please,” she whispers, her pride crumbling in the face of her desperate need. “Please, Rex. I need to cum. Let me cum on your cock.”

I resume my thrusts, slower at first, then building back to that punishing rhythm that has her gasping with each impact. “Louder,” I demand, grabbing her throat with one hand, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing. “I want Frank to hear you cum for me.”

“Please!” she cries out, past caring who might hear. “Oh god, please let me cum!”

I release her throat to slap her face lightly, just enough to sting. “Cum for me then, slut. Show me who you really belong to.”

As if my words have unlocked something inside her, Elizabeth’s body convulses beneath me, her back arching off the bed, her pussy clamping down on my cock with brutal force. A scream tears from her throat, raw and primal, surely audible to anyone passing by the room. I don‘t slow down, fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she’s sobbing beneath me, her body overwhelmed with sensation.

“That’s it,” I growl, satisfaction coursing through me as I watch her fall apart. “Take it. Take every inch.”

As her orgasm subsides, I flip her over roughly, forcing her onto her hands and knees. I re-enter her from behind, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back sharply. The new angle lets me hit even deeper, my cock pressing against spots inside her that make her whole body tremble.

I lean forward, biting down on her shoulder hard enough to leave marks, claiming her with my teeth. She’ll have to wear high-necked dresses for weeks to hide the evidence of my possession. The thought makes me thrust harder, my free hand moving around to grope her swinging tits.

“You’re mine,” I snarl against her ear, spitting the words like venom. “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 pressed into the mattress. “Only you, Rex. Only you fuck me like I need.”

I pull her head back further, forcing her to arch her spine at an uncomfortable angle. Without warning, I spit directly into her open mouth, watching as she instinctively swallows, accepting even this degradation from me. The act is so filthy, so completely dominating, that my cock swells even larger inside her.

“Fuck,” I grunt, feeling my own orgasm approaching but not ready to let go yet. The combination of her tight pussy gripping my cock and the psychological dominance of defiling Coach’s wife on their anniversary pushes me dangerously close to the edge.

I slow my pace, not wanting to cum yet, still intent on completely breaking her. Each thrust is now deliberate and deep, making her feel every inch of my cock as it stretches her open. I reach beneath her to find her clit, rubbing it roughly as I continue to pump into her from behind.

“Again,” I command, my fingers working her sensitive bud with practiced skill. “Cum for me again.”

Elizabeth’s body responds instantly to my touch, another orgasm building rapidly. Her moans grow louder, more desperate as pleasure overwhelms her once more. I can feel her pussy tightening around me, preparing to milk my cock with her release.

“That’s it,” I encourage, increasing the pressure on her clit. “Let go. Show me what a good little slut you are.”

Her second orgasm is even more intense than the first, her entire body shaking beneath me as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy convulses around my cock, squeezing me so tightly it‘s almost painful. I fuck her through it, relentless in my assault, my own pleasure building to nearly unbearable levels.

But I’m not done with her yet. Not even close. As her orgasm subsides, leaving her limp and gasping beneath me, I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and confused. Her pussy gapes slightly from the rough fucking, glistening with her arousal.

“Turn over,” I command, already planning my next assault on her body. “I’m going to ruin that ass next.”

Elizabeth hesitates, her body trembling from her recent orgasms, her breathing still ragged. “Rex, I don’t know if I can—“ I don’t let her finish, grabbing her hips and flipping her over onto her stomach. With rough hands, I yank her ass up into the air, forcing her into position with her face pressed against the mattress. Her perfect ass is exposed to me, the tight hole between those cheeks my next target. I spit into my hand and rub it over my cock, mixing it with her pussy juices for minimal lubrication.

“Rex, please,” she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder, real fear flickering in her eyes. “Be gentle. It’s been a while since—“

I cut her off with a harsh slap to her ass, leaving a red handprint on the pale flesh. “Shut up. You don’t tell me what to do.” I position myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her puckered entrance. “Your husband ever fuck this tight little ass?”

Elizabeth shakes her head, burying her face in the sheets as if ashamed of what’s about to happen. “No,” she whispers. “He thinks it’s... degrading.”

I laugh, the sound cruel and triumphant. “It is degrading. That’s why you‘re going to fucking love it.” Without further warning, I push forward, the head of my cock forcing its way past the tight ring of muscle. The resistance is immediate and intense, her body fighting against the intrusion.

“Fuck!” Elizabeth cries out, her hands clutching desperately at the sheets, her body trying to pull away from me. “It hurts! Rex, please, it’s too big—“

I grab her hips tighter, holding her in place as I continue to push forward relentlessly. “Relax,” I command, though part of me enjoys her pain, enjoys knowing I’m taking something from her that Frank never has. “The more you fight it, the more it hurts.”

Her asshole stretches obscenely around my girth, the tight ring gripping me like a vise as I force myself deeper. Every inch is a battle, her body resisting even as I claim this most intimate territory. The sensation is incredible—tighter than her pussy, gripping my cock with almost painful intensity.

“That’s it,” I growl, watching with satisfaction as her asshole slowly accepts more of my length. “Taking my cock like a good little anal slut.”

Elizabeth whimpers into the mattress, her body shaking with a mixture of pain and reluctant arousal. I can see her hand moving beneath her, reaching for her clit, seeking pleasure to counterbalance the burning stretch of her ass.

“Look at you,” I taunt, slapping her ass again, harder this time. “Getting off on having your ass fucked. You really are a whore, aren’t you?”

I push in further, now about halfway buried in her tight channel. The heat and pressure around my cock is mind-blowing, made even more intense by the knowledge that I’m violating Coach’s wife in a way he never has. Each inch I claim is another victory, another way I’m marking her as mine.

“Think about Frank,” I say, my voice low and dangerous. “Think about him giving that speech about your perfect marriage while I’m stretching your virgin asshole open with my cock.”

The mention of her husband’s name makes Elizabeth tense around me, her asshole clenching even tighter. I groan at the sensation, my hips jerking forward involuntarily, forcing another inch inside her. She cries out again, the sound muffled by the bedding.

“Please,” she gasps, her voice breaking. “Slower, Rex. I can’t—it’s too much—“

I ignore her pleas, my hand finding her hair and yanking her head back sharply, forcing her to arch her spine. The position pushes her ass higher, giving me better access as I continue my relentless invasion. My other hand wraps around her throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing.

“You’ll take every fucking inch,” I inform her, my voice hard with command. “Every. Single. Inch.”

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself completely in her ass, my balls slapping against her soaked pussy. Elizabeth screams, the sound raw and primal, a mixture of pain and forbidden pleasure that makes my cock throb inside her. I hold still for a moment, savoring the incredible tightness, the heat, the way her body trembles beneath me.

“There,” I growl, leaning forward to bite her shoulder, leaving teeth marks on her smooth skin. “All the way inside that tight little ass. How does it feel to be my anal whore, Elizabeth?”

She can’t answer, can only moan as I begin to move, slowly at first, dragging my cock almost all the way out before pushing back in. Each stroke becomes slightly easier as her body adjusts to my size, her resistance gradually giving way to acceptance.

I maintain my grip on her hair, using it as leverage to control her movements. My other hand moves from her throat to her tit, roughly kneading the soft flesh, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her gasp. The dual sensations of pain and pleasure have her making the most incredible sounds—half-sobs, half-moans that tell me she’s starting to enjoy this violation.

“Tell me you love it,” I demand, increasing my pace slightly, my hips establishing a steady rhythm. “Tell me how much you love having your ass fucked.”

“I... I can’t...” she stammers, her voice breaking as I thrust particularly deep.

I respond by pulling her hair harder, arching her neck at an almost painful angle. “Say it,” I command, my voice leaving no room for argument. “Tell me what a dirty little anal slut you are.”

Something breaks in Elizabeth, her resistance crumbling beneath my relentless assault. “I love it,” she whispers, shame and arousal mingling in her voice. “God help me, I love feeling you in my ass.”

“Louder,” I demand, rewarding her confession with a slightly gentler thrust. “Let me hear how much you love it.”

“I love it!” she cries out, her hand working faster between her legs. “I love your cock in my ass! I’m your dirty little anal slut!”

The words send a fresh surge of arousal through me, my pace increasing as her submission fuels my dominance. I release her hair to grab both her hips, using the leverage to pound into her ass with increasing force. The sounds of our fucking fill the room—the slap of skin against skin, her moans growing in volume, my own grunts of pleasure.

“That’s right,” I praise mockingly, watching my cock disappear into her stretched hole with each thrust. “Taking it like you were born for it. Your ass was made for my cock.”

Elizabeth pushes back against me now, meeting my thrusts with her own movements, her body surrendering completely to the taboo pleasure. Her hand continues to work her clit frantically, her moans becoming more desperate as she approaches another orgasm.

The sight of Coach’s proper British wife on all fours, taking my cock in her ass while desperately masturbating herself, is almost enough to make me cum. But I hold back, determined to wring every ounce of pleasure and degradation from this moment.

“You’re going to cum from this,” I tell her, not a question but a statement of fact. “You’re going to cum with my cock buried in your tight little ass.”

“Yes,” she admits, her voice thick with shame and need. “I’m close, Rex. So close.”

I tighten my grip on her hips, angling my thrusts to hit deeper, making her feel every inch of my invasion. “Do it then. Cum for me while I fuck your ass. Show me what a complete whore you are.”

Her body obeys, convulsing beneath me as another powerful orgasm tears through her. Her asshole clenches rhythmically around my cock, the spasms nearly pushing me over the edge. I grit my teeth, fighting to maintain control as she falls apart beneath me.

“Fuck!” she screams, her entire body shaking with the force of her release. “Rex! Oh god, Rex!”

I continue to pound into her through her climax, relentless in my assault on her most private hole. The knowledge that I’ve made her cum from anal sex—something her husband has never even attempted—fills me with dark satisfaction.

“You’re mine now,” I growl, my pace becoming more erratic as my own orgasm approaches. “Every. Fucking. Hole. Belongs. To. Me.”

I punctuate each word with a brutal thrust, driving deeper into her ass with each impact. Elizabeth whimpers beneath me, her body limp from her orgasm, just taking whatever I give her now. The complete surrender, the total possession of Coach’s wife, pushes me dangerously close to the edge.

But I’m not ready to cum yet. I have other plans for my release. With a grunt of effort, I pull out of her ass suddenly, watching with satisfaction as her hole gapes slightly before slowly closing. Elizabeth collapses onto the mattress, her body trembling from the intensity of what she’s just experienced.

“Turn around,” I command, grabbing her shoulder to flip her onto her back. “I’m not done with you yet.”

Elizabeth rolls onto her back, her body still trembling from her orgasm, her eyes glazed with a mixture of shame and lingering pleasure. I grab her by the hair and yank her off the bed, forcing her to her knees on the floor in front of me. My cock stands proudly before her face, still slick and dirty from being buried in her ass. The smell is rank, a mixture of her ass and her pussy juices, but that only makes what I’m about to do more degrading.

“Open,” I command, tightening my grip in her hair until she winces. When she hesitates, I slap her face lightly, just enough to sting. “I said open your fucking mouth, Elizabeth.”

Her lips part reluctantly, disgust flashing across her face as she realizes what I expect. The sight of Coach’s sophisticated wife on her knees, about to taste her own ass on my cock, sends a fresh surge of power through me.

“That’s it,” I growl as she opens wider, her eyes closing as if she can’t bear to watch what’s happening. “Time to clean up your mess like a good little whore.”

Without warning, I thrust forward, burying my cock in her mouth in one brutal motion. Elizabeth gags immediately, her eyes flying open in shock and revulsion. Her hands fly to my thighs as if to push me away, but I hold her head firmly in place, forcing her to take more of my length.

“Suck it clean,” I demand, slowly withdrawing before thrusting back in. “Every last taste of your ass, Elizabeth.”

Tears spring to her eyes as she struggles to comply, her throat working around my shaft as I push deeper with each thrust. The gagging sounds she makes are obscene, wet and desperate, adding to my pleasure. Saliva pools at the corners of her lips, dripping down her chin onto her naked breasts as I use her mouth with increasing force.

“Look at you,” I taunt, my voice thick with cruel satisfaction. “Coach Frank’s perfect British wife, on her knees sucking a cock that’s just been in her ass. What would he think if he saw you now?”

The mention of her husband makes her eyes widen with renewed shame, but she doesn’t—can’t—stop. My grip in her hair ensures that she takes every inch I give her, my thrusts now reaching the back of her throat, making her gag and choke around my girth.

I establish a brutal rhythm, fucking her face with the same intensity I used on her other holes. Each thrust makes her makeup run further, black streaks of mascara marking her cheeks like war paint. Her lipstick is completely ruined, smeared across her face and my cock in equal measure. She looks thoroughly debauched, completely conquered—exactly how I want her.

“That’s it,” I encourage mockingly, watching my cock disappear between her swollen lips. “Take it all the way down your throat. Show me what a good cocksucker you are.”

Elizabeth’s hands still rest on my thighs, but she’s no longer trying to push me away. Instead, her fingers dig into my muscles, holding on for support as I ravage her mouth. Her surrender is complete, her body accepting whatever degradation I choose to inflict.

The wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging fill the room, punctuated by my own grunts of pleasure. I can feel my orgasm building again, the combination of her tight throat and the psychological domination pushing me rapidly toward the edge. Her eyes water continuously now, tears streaming down her face as she struggles to breathe around my invading cock.

“Fuck,” I groan, increasing my pace, my hips slamming against her face with each thrust. “Your mouth feels so fucking good. Almost as tight as your ass.”

I grab her hair with both hands now, using the grip to control her movements entirely. She can do nothing but kneel there and take it, her jaw slack, her throat open, her body reduced to a receptacle for my pleasure. The power I hold over her in this moment is intoxicating—Coach’s wife, completely at my mercy, being face-fucked with a cock that’s just been in her ass.

“I’m going to cum on that pretty face,” I inform her, feeling my balls tighten with impending release. “Going to mark you so everyone knows who you really belong to.”

Elizabeth’s eyes close again, resignation and humiliation washing over her features as she accepts her fate. I thrust a few more times into her abused throat before pulling out completely, my hand immediately wrapping around my shaft, stroking rapidly.

“Open your eyes,” I command, wanting her to watch her own degradation. “Look at me while I cum on you.”

She obeys, her tear-filled eyes meeting mine as my orgasm crashes through me. The first rope of cum shoots across her face, landing from her forehead to her cheek in a thick white streak. I aim the next several spurts at her lips, her chin, her cheeks, decorating Coach’s wife with my seed. She remains perfectly still, accepting each marking with silent submission.

When the last few drops have been squeezed onto her waiting tongue, I step back to admire my work. Elizabeth looks completely destroyed—naked except for her heels, her body marked with bite marks and handprints, her face covered in cum, mascara, and smeared lipstick. She’s the picture of debauchery, of complete and utter possession.

“Perfect,” I mutter, tucking my softening cock back into my pants. “Stay just like that. I want to remember you this way.”

The sound of footsteps in the hallway outside suddenly cuts through the post-orgasmic haze. Elizabeth’s eyes widen in panic, her body freezing in place as the doorknob turns. Before either of us can react, the door swings open, and Frank Sterling steps into the room.

“Elizabeth? Are you in here? People are asking for—“ His words cut off abruptly as he takes in the scene before him—his naked wife on her knees, face covered in cum, her body bearing obvious marks of rough treatment, and me standing over her, barely tucked back into my pants.

Time seems to freeze as Frank’s expression shifts from confusion to shock to dawning horror. His mouth opens and closes, no words coming out as his brain struggles to process what his eyes are seeing. Elizabeth scrambles to cover herself, grabbing desperately for the torn remnants of her dress, but the damage is done.

“What the fuck?” Frank finally manages, his voice barely above a whisper. “Elizabeth? Rex? What the hell is going on here?”

I don’t miss a beat, my face immediately morphing into a mask of concerned innocence. “Coach,” I say, my voice steady and reassuring despite the obvious evidence of what’s just happened. “It‘s not what it looks like.”

Frank’s eyes dart between us, disbelief written across his features. “Not what it looks like? My wife is naked! And you—you—“ He can’t seem to finish the thought, the reality too painful to articulate.

I step forward, my body language relaxed and open, the picture of sincerity. “Elizabeth was having a panic attack,” I lie smoothly, not a hint of guilt in my voice. “Stress from the party, you know? She ran upstairs, and I found her hyperventilating. I was just helping her through some breathing exercises I learned in sports psychology.”

Frank looks at Elizabeth, seeking confirmation or denial. She’s managed to pull a sheet from the bed, wrapping it around her naked body, though nothing can hide the cum still dripping down her face.

“Is that true?” he asks, desperation in his voice. He wants to believe me, wants there to be some explanation other than the obvious truth—that his star quarterback has been fucking his wife.

Elizabeth hesitates, her eyes meeting mine briefly. I give her an almost imperceptible nod, my expression conveying a clear threat. “Y-yes,” she finally stammers, her British accent thicker than usual with stress. “I was feeling overwhelmed. The attention, the speeches... I just needed a moment.”

“But you’re naked,” Frank protests weakly, though I can see him grasping at the lifeline we’re offering. “And your face—what is that on your face?”

I jump in before Elizabeth can respond. “She got sick,” I explain, the lies flowing effortlessly. “Threw up from the anxiety. I was helping her clean up. Just being a good friend to you both, Coach. You know how much I respect you.”

The irony of my words—spoken while the evidence of my complete disrespect coats his wife’s face—nearly makes me laugh out loud. I have to bite the inside of my cheek to maintain my concerned expression.

Frank’s eyes narrow slightly, suspicion warring with his desperate need to believe me. “Why didn’t you come get me if she was having problems?”

“I didn’t want to ruin your big night,” Elizabeth cuts in, finding her voice. “The party is for you too, darling. Rex just happened to see me rush upstairs, and he followed to make sure I was alright.”

Frank looks between us again, uncertainty evident in his expression. I can see him weighing the evidence against his trust in both of us, trying to reconcile the scene before him with the explanations we’re offering.

“I should go,” I say, breaking the tense silence. “Let you two have some privacy. Elizabeth should probably get cleaned up and rest for a bit.”

I move toward the door, clapping Frank on the shoulder as I pass him—a gesture of male camaraderie that feels like the ultimate mockery given what I’ve just been doing to his wife. “Happy anniversary, Coach. You’re a lucky man.”

My eyes meet Elizabeth’s over Frank’s shoulder, a silent message passing between us. She knows this isn‘t over, that I’ll have her again whenever I want. The knowledge is written in the flush that creeps up her neck, the way her pupils dilate slightly even as she clutches the sheet tighter around her naked body.

“Thanks, Rex,” Frank says automatically, still dazed by the situation. “For... helping.”

I flash him my most charming smile, the one that’s gotten me out of trouble countless times. “Anytime, Coach. That‘s what family is for, right?”

And with that parting shot, I slip out of the room, leaving Frank to deal with his cum-covered wife and his crumbling certainties. As I walk away, I can hear their voices—his questioning, hers defensive—starting what will undoubtedly be a difficult conversation.

But that’s not my problem. I’ve taken what I wanted, marked my territory, and walked away clean as always. Being Rex Ryder definitely has its fucking privileges.
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SNEAK PEEK OF BOOK 5

The roar of the crowd is nothing but background noise as I slam my cock deep into Elizabeth, making her gasp against my neck. Her legs are wrapped tight around my waist, ankles locked behind my back like she’s afraid I’ll stop. We’re in some forgotten storage room off the main auditorium, the walls vibrating with the energy of the pep rally just on the other side. Coach Frank’s voice booms through the thin walls as he praises the team, completely clueless that I’m fucking his wife not twenty feet away from where he stands.

“Fuck, Rex,” she whimpers, her posh British accent making even the filthiest words sound classy. “Harder.”

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 while her husband rallies thousands of fans for me.

The irony isn’t lost on me. It just makes my cock harder.

I thrust into her with punishing force, my hips crashing against hers. The sound of skin slapping skin echoes in the small space, competing with Frank’s muffled speech about teamwork and leadership. My hand tangles in her glossy brown hair, yanking her head back to expose the long, elegant line of her neck. She gasps, her hazel eyes widening with that perfect mix of pain and pleasure that drives me fucking wild.

“You like that?” I growl, my lips brushing against her ear. “You like getting fucked by a guy half your husband’s age?”

“God, yes,” she moans, her accent thickening with lust. Her walls clench around my cock, squeezing me like she’s trying to milk every drop of cum I have. “You’re so much bigger than him. So much better.”

That’s all I need to hear. I wrap my other hand around her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her breath catch. Her eyes roll back as I squeeze gently, controlling how much air she gets. The power is intoxicating. Her pulse hammers against my palm, and I can feel her getting wetter around my cock.

“That’s it,” I whisper, my voice rough with desire. “Take it all, you fucking slut.”

Elizabeth’s perfectly manicured nails dig into my shoulders, leaving marks I’ll wear proudly in the locker room later. I slam into her harder, lifting her slightly off the ground with each thrust. The ancient metal shelving unit she’s pressed against rattles dangerously, boxes of supplies threatening to tumble down on us. I don’t care. Nothing matters except the tight heat of her pussy gripping my cock and the knowledge that her husband is just outside, completely oblivious.

I bite down on her neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark she’ll have to hide with makeup or scarves. It’s a dick move, but I want to brand her. Want her to look in the mirror tomorrow and remember who made her cum so hard she saw stars.

“My husband will see,” she protests weakly, but her head tilts to give me better access.

“Good,” I grunt, driving into her with renewed force. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, a meaty percussion to accompany the symphony of our fucking. “Let him see who you really belong to.”

The crowd outside erupts in cheers. Coach must be talking about me now, listing my stats, my achievements, building me up as the team’s savior. If only they knew what their hero was doing right now.

Elizabeth’s breath comes in short, desperate pants. Her pussy grips me tighter, that telltale flutter that means she’s close. I slide my hand from her throat down to her tit, squeezing the firm flesh roughly. Her nipple is hard against my palm, and I pinch it between my fingers, twisting just enough to walk that line between pleasure and pain.

“Rex,” she gasps, her voice barely audible over the crowd’s cheering. “I’m going to cum. Make me cum on your cock.”

I slow down, dragging each thrust out until she’s whimpering with frustration. “Beg for it,” I demand, my cock throbbing inside her. “Beg me to let you cum.”

Her pride wars with her desire for a moment before crumbling completely. “Please,” she whispers, her accent making it sound like a prayer. “Please, Rex. Make me cum. I need it so badly.”

That’s what I like to hear. I resume my brutal pace, angling my hips to hit that spot inside her that makes her whole body tremble. My hand moves from her tit to her clit, rubbing hard circles on the swollen bud. Her walls clench around me, her breathing grows ragged, and then she’s falling apart in my arms.

“Oh god, oh fuck, Rex!” she cries out, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash over her. I clamp my hand over her mouth to muffle her screams, not wanting to risk discovery despite how hot that might be.

Her pussy pulses around me, squeezing my cock in rhythmic waves that nearly push me over the edge. I grit my teeth, fighting back my own orgasm. Not yet. I’m not done with her yet. I want more. Want to make her cum again before I fill her with my load.

Through the wall, I can hear Frank wrapping up his speech, moving on to introduce the other coaches. Elizabeth‘s still trembling in my arms, aftershocks rippling through her as I continue to thrust into her oversensitive pussy. Her makeup is smeared, her hair a mess from my rough handling. She looks thoroughly fucked, and the prim and proper British MILF is gone, replaced by my personal slut.

“That was just the beginning,” I growl against her ear, nipping at the lobe. “I’m nowhere near finished with you.”

Her eyes widen, a mix of fear and excitement in their depths as she realizes I’m still rock hard inside her, ready for more. My cock throbs, aching for release, but I hold back. The best is yet to come, and I want to hear Frank’s voice when I finally explode inside his wife.

“And that is why we have the best damn quarterback in the nation,” Frank’s voice booms through the thin wall, pride evident in every syllable, “Rex Ryder!” The crowd erupts into deafening cheers, chanting my name over and over. Elizabeth’s eyes widen, her pupils dilating as she processes what’s happening – her husband praising me to the skies while I’m buried balls-deep inside her. The look on her face is fucking priceless.

“Oh my god,” she gasps, her British accent thick with shock and arousal. “He’s—“

“He’s telling everyone how great I am,” I growl, thrusting harder, deeper. “While I fuck his wife’s brains out.”

The absurdity of it, the raw power of the moment, sends electricity crackling through my veins. I’m not just conquering Elizabeth’s body – I’m owning Frank too, in the most primal way possible. The ultimate fucking dominance play.

Elizabeth’s pussy clenches around my cock like a vise, her inner walls fluttering and pulsing. She’s getting off on this – on her husband unknowingly participating in his own humiliation. Her breathing becomes erratic, her nails digging half-moons into my shoulders through my shirt.

“Rex,” she moans, my name falling from her lips like a prayer. “Rex, fuck, I’m—“

The crowd outside chants my name in rhythm: “RY-DER! RY-DER! RY-DER!”

It pushes her over the edge. Her whole body goes rigid in my arms, her back arching off the metal shelving unit. Her pussy convulses around my cock in violent waves, squeezing and milking me as her orgasm tears through her. I clamp my hand over her mouth just in time to muffle her scream, her eyes rolling back as pleasure overwhelms her.

“That’s right,” I hiss in her ear, keeping up my relentless pace. “Cum on my cock while your husband tells everyone how fucking amazing I am.”

She’s shaking uncontrollably now, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes as the intensity of her climax borders on too much. I don‘t let up. I slam into her again and again, forcing her to ride out every second of her orgasm on my thick shaft.

The crowd’s roar, Elizabeth’s pulsing pussy, the forbidden nature of it all – it’s too much. My balls tighten, that familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. Each thrust brings me closer to the edge, the wet heat of her cunt dragging me toward oblivion.

“I’m gonna cum,” I growl, my rhythm faltering as I fight for control. “Gonna fill your married pussy with my cum.”

“Yes,” she whimpers against my hand, her accent making the simple word sound filthy and elegant all at once. “Please, Rex. Inside me. I need it.”

That’s all it takes to push me over the edge. With one final, brutal thrust that lifts her clean off the ground, I bury myself as deep as humanly possible inside her. My cock pulses, shooting hot ropes of cum into her waiting cunt. The pleasure is so intense it’s almost painful, stars exploding behind my eyes as I empty myself inside Coach’s wife.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hips jerking involuntarily as I pump her full. Each spurt of cum triggers another aftershock in Elizabeth’s pussy, her walls milking me for every last drop. “Take it all.”

For a moment, we‘re frozen together, both panting, my forehead pressed against hers as the enormity of what we’ve done washes over us. Her husband is still out there, wrapping up his speech, completely oblivious that I’ve just marked his wife in the most primal way possible.

I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as a thick glob of my cum immediately follows, sliding down her inner thigh. She looks thoroughly debauched – hair a mess, makeup smeared, pussy red and swollen. Exactly how I like to leave them.

“On your knees,” I command, my voice leaving no room for argument.

To her credit, Elizabeth doesn’t hesitate. She slides down the wall until she’s kneeling in front of me, her eyes locked on my still-hard cock, glistening with our combined fluids. Without being told, she leans forward and takes me into her mouth, her tongue swirling around my sensitive head.

“That’s it,” I mutter, gripping her hair to guide her movements. “Clean up your mess, baby.”

She moans around my cock, her eyes fluttering closed as she tastes both of us. Her tongue is hot and skilled, lapping at every inch of my shaft, making sure I’m spotless. The sight of Coach Sterling’s sophisticated wife on her knees, eagerly cleaning our fuck juices off my cock, might be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

Just then, a voice crackles over the PA system: “And now, ladies and gentlemen, please welcome to the stage our star quarterback, Rex Ryder!”

Elizabeth‘s eyes fly open, panic flashing across her face. I just smirk down at her, deliberately taking my time as she finishes cleaning me with her mouth. Only when I’m satisfied do I tuck my cock back into my shorts and zip up.

“Thanks for the warm-up,” I say, patting her cheek condescendingly. “Might want to clean yourself up before you rejoin the crowd.”

I run my fingers through my hair, adjusting my clothes to look presentable. The crowd is going wild, chanting my name, hungry for their hero to appear. If only they knew what their hero was just doing.

I crack the door open, checking that the coast is clear, then slip out without a backward glance. As I stride confidently toward the stage, the roar of the crowd washes over me. I can see Frank at the podium, beaming with pride as he gestures for me to join him. I bound up the steps, high-fiving him as I take the mic, the very picture of the all-American athlete.

“Thank you, Coach Sterling,” I say into the microphone, flashing my million-dollar smile to the screaming fans. “Couldn’t do it without you.”

The irony tastes even sweeter than Elizabeth did.

Ready for the full story?

➡️Read Book 5 Now
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