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Chapter 1

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.


Chapter 2

Later that night, I’m holding court at The Huddle, the packed campus bar where everyone knows my name. I’m three shots deep, riding the high of the pep rally and the even better high of fucking Coach’s wife right under his nose. Girls keep sending drinks my way, their eyes hungry, but I’m in no rush. I’m Rex fucking Ryder, after all. I get to choose. That’s when I spot her at the bar – a face I never expected to see here. My high school English teacher, the one who used to catch me staring at her ass when she wrote on the whiteboard. And fuck me if she doesn’t look even better now than she did then.

She’s scanning the crowd, and when her eyes lock on mine, there’s a flicker of recognition followed by something else – something heated. A smile curves her lips as she makes her way through the packed bodies toward me. My cock stirs in my pants, already responding to the memory of how many times I jerked off thinking about her in high school.

“Rex Ryder? I heard you were causing trouble up here,” she says, her voice carrying over the pounding bass. Her eyes roam over my body, taking in how four years and countless hours in the weight room have transformed me from the cocky high school jock to the man I am now. “I always knew you’d be a star.”

Up close, she’s a fucking knockout. Late thirties now, but time has only made her hotter. Her body is tighter than I remember, her tits fuller, straining against a silky blouse that’s unbuttoned just enough to make my mouth water. Her hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, and her lips are painted a deep red that makes me think of all the marks they could leave on my skin.

“Ms. McCabe,” I say, deliberately using her teacher title to remind us both of the taboo. “Didn’t expect to see you slumming with the college crowd.”

She laughs, the sound sending a jolt straight to my groin. “I’m guest lecturing at the university this semester. And please, call me Jessica now. You’re not my student anymore.” The way she says it makes it clear that whatever teacher-student boundaries once existed are long gone.

“What are you drinking?” I ask, already signaling the bartender.

“Dirty martini,” she replies, sliding onto the barstool next to mine. Her skirt rides up her thighs as she crosses her legs, and I don’t miss how she angles herself to give me a better view.

While the bartender mixes her drink, I lean in closer, breathing in her expensive perfume. “So, tell me,” I murmur, letting my hand rest casually on her thigh, “did you ever know I had a massive fucking crush on you in high school?”

Her skin is warm beneath my palm. She doesn’t push my hand away, instead, she shifts slightly, allowing my fingers to slide higher up her thigh. “I’d have to be blind not to notice,” she admits, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “You weren’t exactly subtle, staring at my ass during Shakespeare.”

The bartender slides her martini across the bar. I pay without looking away from her face, watching as she takes a sip, her tongue darting out to catch an errant drop from her lip.

“To be fair,” I say, my thumb now tracing small circles on her inner thigh, “it was a great ass. Still is.”

She laughs again, but there’s a breathiness to it now. Her pupils are dilated, her cheeks flushed. I’ve seen that look enough times to know exactly what it means. She wants me. My former teacher wants me to fuck her.

“You’ve certainly grown up,” she observes, her eyes dropping briefly to where my hand is now dangerously close to the hem of her skirt. “Much more... confident than you were in my class.”

“Let’s catch up,” I suggest, my voice low and deliberate. “Properly. Without all these people around.”

She hesitates for only a second before nodding, downing the rest of her martini in one smooth gulp. I stand, taking her hand and leading her through the packed bar. Guys give me knowing looks, some offering discreet fist bumps as we pass. They think I’m just scoring another random hookup. If only they knew I was about to fuck the teacher who once gave me detention for drawing her with massive tits in my notebook.

The cool night air hits us as we step outside. Music from the bar thumps faintly behind us, but the alley I lead her toward is dark and private. Before she can say anything, I push her against the rough brick wall, my body pressing against hers. Her breath catches, her hands coming up to rest on my chest.

“Rex,” she starts, but whatever she was going to say dies as I capture her mouth with mine.

The kiss is rough from the start, no gentle easing in. I thrust my tongue between her lips, claiming her mouth like I own it. She responds immediately, matching my intensity, her hands sliding up to grip my shoulders. She tastes like gin and olives and forbidden fruit.

I break the kiss to trail my lips down her neck, biting gently at the sensitive spot just below her ear. She moans, her head falling back against the brick, giving me better access.

“I used to dream about this,” I growl against her skin. “Bending you over your desk, hiking up those tight skirts you always wore.”

“I knew,” she gasps as my hands find her ass, squeezing roughly. “I could see it in your eyes every time you handed in an assignment.”

My cock is rock hard now, pressing insistently against her hip. I grab her wrists and pin them above her head with one hand, my other hand sliding up her thigh, pushing her skirt higher.

“Tell me you want this,” I demand, my fingers tracing the edge of her panties. “Tell me you want your former student to fuck you right here in this alley.”

Her eyes are wild with lust, her chest heaving against mine. “God, yes,” she breathes, arching against me. “I’ve wanted this since you walked into my classroom your senior year.”

That’s all I need to hear. I crash my lips back to hers, my hand moving to cup her through her panties. She’s already wet, the thin material soaked through. The knowledge that my former teacher is this turned on for me makes me even harder, ready to take what I’ve fantasized about for years.

“Time to teach you a lesson,” I whisper against her lips, and I feel her shiver with anticipation under my touch.

I don’t waste another second. Grabbing both sides of her silky blouse, I rip it open with one hard yank. Buttons go flying, pinging off the brick wall and scattering across the dirty alley floor. She gasps, more excited than shocked, her chest heaving as I expose her to the cool night air. Her lacy black bra is a flimsy barrier that I quickly deal with, yanking it down to free her tits. They’re even better than teenage me imagined – big and firm, with hard nipples begging for my attention.

“Fuck,” I growl, taking her breasts in my hands, squeezing and kneading them roughly. “Always wondered what you were hiding under those prim blouses.”

“Rex,” she moans as I pinch her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, rolling the hardened buds. Her head falls back against the brick wall, her eyes half-closed with pleasure.

I dip my head, capturing one nipple between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her cry out. My tongue flicks over the sensitive peak, soothing the sting before I suck it into my mouth. Her hands find my hair, fingers threading through it, pulling me closer to her chest.

“Wanted this for so long,” I mutter against her skin, moving to give the other nipple the same treatment. “Jerked off thinking about these tits so many times during your class.”

My hands slide down her body to her skirt, bunching the fabric up around her waist. I don’t bother being gentle. I hook my fingers into the waistband of her panties and yank hard, the delicate fabric tearing easily. She whimpers as I pull the torn scrap of lace away, tossing it aside like garbage.

“Spread your legs,” I command, and she obeys instantly, widening her stance.

My fingers find her pussy, already soaking wet. I slide two fingers through her folds, collecting her juices before pushing them inside her. She’s tight, gripping my fingers like she never wants to let go. I pump them in and out a few times, curling them to hit that spot that makes her gasp.

“So wet for me,” I taunt, pulling my fingers out to show her the glistening evidence of her arousal. “For your former student. What would your colleagues think?”

“I don’t care,” she pants, her hips rocking forward, seeking more contact. “Please, Rex. I need you inside me.”

That’s all I need to hear. I unzip my jeans, freeing my cock. It springs out, rock hard and ready. I stroke myself a few times, watching her eyes widen at the size.

“Bigger than you imagined during those parent-teacher conferences?” I smirk, positioning myself at her entrance.

Before she can answer, I grab her thighs and lift her up, pinning her against the wall. Her legs wrap around my waist instantly, her arms looping around my neck for support. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her, impaling her on my cock.

“Oh my god!” she cries out, her back arching off the wall. “Fuck, Rex!”

I give her no time to adjust. I start hammering into her immediately, setting a brutal pace that has her tits bouncing with each thrust. The position gives me deep penetration, letting me hit spots that have her seeing stars.

“You’re still a fucking slut,” I grunt, my voice a low growl. Each word is punctuated by a hard thrust. “Only now, you’re my slut.”

Her nails dig into my shoulders through my shirt, her head thrown back in ecstasy. “Yes,” she moans, not even trying to deny it. “Your slut, Rex. Only yours.”

The power of having my former teacher, the woman who once gave me detentions and failing grades, now begging for my cock is intoxicating. I fuck her harder, my hands gripping her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave bruises.

The brick wall must be scraping her back raw, but she doesn’t complain. If anything, the pain seems to heighten her pleasure. Her pussy grips me like a vise, getting wetter with each brutal thrust. The wet sounds of our fucking echo in the alley, mixing with our heavy breathing and her increasingly desperate moans.

“Remember when you made me stay after class?” I pant, driving into her with relentless force. “Should’ve bent you over your desk right then.”

“I wanted you to,” she confesses, her voice breaking as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. “Wanted you to put me in my place.”

I change the angle slightly, making sure my cock drags against her clit with each thrust. Her eyes widen, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as the new sensation washes over her. I can feel her walls starting to flutter around me, a sign she’s getting close.

“That’s it,” I encourage, not slowing my pace. “Cum on my cock. Show me how bad you wanted this.”

My hips pistoning into her with raw, animalistic power, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the alley. Anyone could walk by and see us – see the respected teacher being fucked senseless by her former student – but that just adds to the thrill.

“Rex,” she gasps, her voice desperate. “Rex, I’m close. Please don’t stop.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” I grunt, doubling down on my efforts. I shift my grip to support her weight with one arm, using my free hand to pinch and twist her nipple. “Been waiting too fucking long for this.”

Her pussy gets impossibly tighter, gripping my cock like it’s trying to strangle it. I know she’s right on the edge, just needing that final push. I lean forward, my lips brushing her ear as I whisper:

“You like this, don’t you? Getting fucked like a cheap whore in an alley by a guy who used to call you Ms. and raise his hand for permission to speak.”

That does it. She comes completely undone, her body convulsing against mine as a powerful orgasm rips through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock, squeezing it rhythmically as she rides the waves of pleasure. She buries her face in my neck to muffle her screams, her whole body shaking.

I keep fucking her through it, not slowing down, prolonging her orgasm until she’s a quivering mess in my arms. My own release is building, my balls tightening, but I grit my teeth and hold back. I’m not done with her yet. Not by a long shot.

I adjust my grip on her thighs, spreading her legs wider as I drive into her with renewed vigor. My thrusts are harder now, more punishing, each one making her back slam against the brick wall. The alley echoes with the wet slap of skin on skin and her increasingly desperate moans. I’m not just fucking her anymore – I’m claiming her, erasing every memory of every man who came before me.

“You feel that?” I growl, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass. “Feel how deep I am?”

She can only nod, words beyond her now. Her eyes are glazed over, lost in pleasure as I rail into her with everything I’ve got. My cock stretches her pussy wide, the tight walls gripping me like a vise with each thrust. The friction is incredible, sending jolts of electricity up my spine.

“Fuck,” I grunt, picking up the pace even more. My balls slap against her ass with each brutal entry, the sound obscene in the quiet alley. “Never thought I’d have my English teacher’s legs wrapped around me like this.”

Her head falls back against the brick, exposing the long line of her throat. I lean in and drag my teeth along the sensitive skin, feeling her pulse race beneath my lips. She’s so fucking responsive, her body quivering with each new sensation I give her.

My hips become a piston, driving into her with mechanical precision. Each thrust bottoms out inside her, making her gasp and clutch at my shoulders. The brick must be scraping her back raw through her torn blouse, but she doesn’t seem to care. If anything, the pain just adds to her pleasure, her pussy getting wetter with each rough slam of my hips.

I can feel her getting close again, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my cock. Her breathing becomes more erratic, her nails digging crescents into my skin through my shirt. She’s right on the edge, just needing that final push to send her over.

“You gonna cum again?” I taunt, adjusting my angle to hit that spot inside her that makes her eyes roll back. “Gonna cum on your student’s cock like the slut you are?”

“Yes!” she cries out, her voice echoing off the brick walls. “God, Rex, don’t stop!”

I have no intention of stopping. I fuck her harder, faster, my own release building but still under control. I want to feel her come apart around me one more time before I finish this. I want to own her completely.

Without warning, I sink my teeth into the soft junction where her neck meets her shoulder, biting down hard enough to leave a mark. She screams, the sudden pain mingling with her pleasure in a way that sends her hurtling over the edge. Her pussy convulses around my cock, squeezing and pulsing as wave after wave of orgasm tears through her.

“Rex!” she shrieks, my name ripped from her throat as her body trembles violently in my arms. “Oh my god, Rex!”

Her eyes are wide, pupils blown with pleasure as she stares at me like I’ve just shown her the face of God. Her pussy is a vise around my cock, milking it with desperate contractions as her juices soak us both. I keep fucking her through it, not slowing down for a second, prolonging her orgasm until she’s babbling incoherently.

“That’s it,” I growl against her ear, my own breathing ragged now. “Take it all. Show me how much you fucking missed me.”

She’s completely lost in pleasure, her body responding to my every thrust with aftershocks that ripple through her pussy. I can feel my own orgasm building, my balls tight and heavy, ready to explode. But I don’t want to cum inside her. I want something more degrading, something she’ll remember every time she looks in the mirror.

With one final thrust, I pull out of her completely, leaving her empty and whimpering. In one smooth motion, I set her down and push her to her knees in front of me. She goes willingly, her legs too weak to resist, looking up at me with dazed eyes as I tower over her.

“Open your mouth,” I command, stroking my cock with one hand, the other fisting in her hair to hold her in place.

She obeys instantly, her lips parting as she tilts her face up toward me. Her makeup is smeared, her hair a wild mess, her torn blouse hanging off her shoulders. She looks thoroughly debauched – exactly how I want her.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hand moving faster on my cock as I feel my orgasm approaching. “Gonna mark that pretty face.”

She moans at my words, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as she waits for my cum. The sight of my former teacher on her knees in a dirty alley, eagerly awaiting my load on her face, is enough to push me over the edge.

With a guttural growl, I erupt, thick ropes of hot cum shooting across her face and tits. The first blast hits her cheek, the second lands across her parted lips and tongue, and the rest decorates her heaving breasts. She moans as my seed marks her, her eyes closing in bliss as she accepts my claim on her.

“Holy shit,” I pant, milking the last few drops onto her waiting tongue. “Fucking take it all.”

She swallows what landed in her mouth, her eyes opening to look up at me with a mixture of awe and submission. My cum drips down her face, sliding toward her chin, marking trails on her skin like a filthy badge of honor.

Before she can say anything, I grab a fistful of her hair and use it to wipe the remaining cum from my cock. She winces slightly but doesn’t protest, accepting this final degradation with the same eagerness she’s shown all night.

“Thanks for the fuck, teach,” I say, tucking my cock back into my jeans and zipping up. “Guess I finally earned that A+.”

She’s still on her knees, cum cooling on her skin, her clothes in tatters, as I straighten my shirt and run a hand through my hair. I look completely put together, while she looks like she’s been through a war – exactly the way I want to leave her.

“Maybe I’ll see you around campus,” I toss over my shoulder as I start walking away, not bothering to help her up or make sure she’s okay. “If you’re lucky.”

I don’t look back as I stride out of the alley, leaving her panting and used on the dirty ground. Just another conquest. Just another notch on my belt. Tomorrow, I’ll find someone new to fuck, but tonight’s victory feels especially sweet. After all, how many guys can say they’ve turned the tables so completely on the teacher who once held all the power?

The night air feels good on my face as I head back to my apartment, already thinking about who I’ll conquer next.


Chapter 3

The next morning, I’m lounging in the film room’s comfortable chair, remote in hand as I review last week’s game footage. Coach Frank insists we study our own performances, looking for weaknesses, but all I see on screen is perfection. My passes are tight spirals, my footwork is flawless, and my decision-making is Heisman-worthy.

I’m so caught up in my own highlight reel that I almost don’t hear the door click open and closed. Almost. I turn, expecting to see Coach or one of my teammates, but instead find Elizabeth standing there, wearing a tight dress that hugs every curve, her eyes already dark with need.

“Locked the door,” she says, her British accent making even those three simple words sound sophisticated. She moves toward me with feline grace, hips swaying. “I couldn’t sleep after what you did to me yesterday.”

My cock stirs immediately at the memory – fucking her against the storage room wall while her husband praised me just feet away. I lean back in my chair, spreading my legs slightly, making room for what I know is coming.

“That right?” I smirk, watching as she approaches. “And what did I do to you that was so special? Fucked you better than your husband ever has?”

A flush creeps up her neck at my crude words, but she doesn’t deny it. Instead, she drops to her knees between my spread legs, her manicured hands sliding up my thighs.

“I need more of this cock,” she whispers, already unzipping my shorts, her eyes never leaving mine. “I need it in my mouth.”

Who am I to deny Coach’s wife what she wants? I lift my hips, helping her as she tugs my shorts and underwear down just enough to free my already hardening cock. She gasps softly at the sight, like she’s forgotten how big I am in the twenty-four hours since she last saw it.

“Go on then,” I command, my voice rough with arousal. “Show me how badly you want it.”

Elizabeth doesn’t hesitate. She leans forward, wrapping one hand around the base of my shaft while her tongue darts out to lick a long stripe from my balls to the sensitive head. I hiss through my teeth at the contact, my cock instantly hardening to full mast under her attention.

“Fuck,” I groan as she takes the head between her lips, sucking gently at first, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. “That’s it.”

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. Her brown hair falls forward, partially obscuring her face, so I reach down and gather it in my fist, holding it at the nape of her neck so I can watch her work. The sight is fucking incredible – Coach’s prim and proper British wife on her knees in the team film room, her red-painted lips stretched around my thick shaft, her hazel eyes looking up at me with pure worship.

“That’s right,” I encourage, tightening my grip on her hair. “Take it deeper.”

She obeys immediately, relaxing her throat and sinking down until her nose brushes against my pelvis. I feel the tight constriction of her throat around the head of my cock, her gag reflex struggling against the intrusion. Tears spring to the corners of her eyes, but she doesn’t pull back. If anything, she pushes forward, determined to please me.

“Good girl,” I praise, using my grip on her hair to pull her back up before guiding her back down. “Such a good little cocksucker. Does Coach know his wife sucks dick like a porn star?”

Elizabeth moans around me, the forbidden nature of what we’re doing clearly turning her on as much as it does me. We’ve been fucking for five weeks now, stealing moments whenever we can, but the thrill hasn’t diminished one bit. If anything, each encounter is more intense than the last, the risk of discovery adding an edge that makes every touch electric.

I look up at the large screen mounted on the wall, the footage paused on a shot of me throwing a perfect spiral. But what catches my eye is the dark reflection in the screen – the outline of Elizabeth’s head bobbing enthusiastically between my legs. The contrast of the frozen image of my athletic glory with the reflection of my coach’s wife sucking me off is so fucking perfect I almost laugh.

“Look up,” I command, guiding her face to turn toward the screen. “See what a slut you are for me? Right in your husband’s sacred space.”

Her eyes widen as she takes in our reflection, but instead of shame, I see only arousal flaring in their depths. She redoubles her efforts, one hand working the base of my shaft while the other cups my balls, gently massaging them as her mouth continues its exquisite torture.

My hips begin to move on their own, thrusting up to meet her downward movements, effectively fucking her face. Her makeup is starting to smear, mascara tracking down her cheeks from the tears caused by taking me so deep, but she doesn’t slow down. If anything, she gets more enthusiastic, hungry for my pleasure.

“Such a desperate fucking slut,” I growl, my free hand coming up to grip her jaw, feeling the outline of my cock through her cheek. “Five weeks of my dick and you’re addicted, aren’t you? Can’t go a day without it.”

She makes an affirmative noise around my shaft, the vibrations sending another wave of pleasure through me. Her tongue is doing incredible things, swirling and pressing against all the most sensitive spots. She’s learned exactly how I like it over these past weeks, how to bring me right to the edge without pushing me over.

Pre-cum leaks from my tip, and she moans at the taste, swallowing eagerly around me. The wet, obscene sounds of her mouth working my cock fill the small room, mixing with my increasingly labored breathing. My balls tighten, a familiar pressure building at the base of my spine, but I’m not ready to cum yet. This is just the beginning of what I have planned for Coach’s wife this morning.

I tug her hair sharply, pulling her off my cock with an audible pop. Her lips are swollen and glistening with spit and pre-cum, her eyes glazed with lust as she looks up at me questioningly.

“Why’d you stop me?” she asks, her voice raspy from the throat-fucking I just gave her.

I smirk down at her, my cock twitching with anticipation of what’s to come. “Because I’m not done with you yet. Not even close.”

The hungry look in her eyes tells me she’s ready for whatever I have in mind. Five weeks in, and Coach’s wife is still as eager as the first time I bent her over her own kitchen counter while Frank was grilling in the backyard. Some women just need to be shown what they’re missing, and Elizabeth Sterling definitely falls into that category.

“Stand up,” I command, already planning my next move. “I want to see what’s under that dress.”

I grab Elizabeth’s wrist and pull her to her feet, spinning her around before she can say another word. My hands find her hips, guiding her to the large table in the center of the room that’s covered in playbooks, diagrams, and scouting reports. With a sweep of my arm, I clear a space, sending papers fluttering to the floor. Coach will be pissed about the mess, but that just makes it better. I push between her shoulder blades, bending her over the table until her cheek is pressed against the cool surface, her ass presented to me like a gift.

“Been thinking about this ass all night,” I growl, flipping her dress up to reveal a tiny black thong that disappears between her round cheeks. I run my palm over the smooth skin, feeling her shiver under my touch. “Thinking about marking it up.”

“Please,” she whimpers, arching her back to push her ass higher. “Don’t tease me, Rex.”

I yank her thong to the side, not bothering to remove it completely. My fingers find her pussy, already soaking wet from sucking me off. I slide two fingers through her folds, collecting her juices before pushing them inside her. She gasps, her inner walls clenching around my digits.

“So fucking wet for me,” I observe, pumping my fingers in and out a few times before withdrawing them completely. “Always ready for my cock, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she hisses, frustration evident in her voice as she pushes back, seeking more contact. “Always ready for you.”

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging at her entrance. With one hand gripping her hip and the other tangled in her brown hair, I push forward, sliding into her in one long, smooth stroke that has her crying out in pleasure.

“Fuck,” I grunt as her tight heat envelops me. Five weeks of fucking her, and she still feels incredible around my cock. “So goddamn tight.”

I don’t give her time to adjust. Immediately, I set a brutal pace, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The table creaks beneath us, papers and playbooks sliding with each impact. Some distant part of my brain knows we should be quieter, more careful, but I can’t bring myself to care. The risk of discovery, of Coach walking in and finding me balls deep in his wife, just adds to the thrill.

“You’re my little film room slut, aren’t you?” I growl, my voice a low rumble as I pound into her. My grip on her hip tightens, fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave bruises. “Say it.”

“Yes, Rex!” she cries out, her British accent thick with lust, making her sound even more debauched. “I’m your little film room slut!”

The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, accompanied by her increasingly desperate moans and the wet squelch of my cock driving in and out of her soaked pussy. I reach forward with my free hand, wrapping it around her throat and pulling her upper body off the table. Her back arches beautifully as I continue to thrust into her from behind, my grip on her neck firm but not cutting off her air.

“What would Coach think if he saw you now?” I taunt, my lips brushing against her ear. “His perfect British wife bent over his precious playbooks, getting railed by his star quarterback?”

“Don’t care,” she gasps, her pussy clenching around me at the mention of her husband. “Only care about your cock. Need it so badly.”

I release her throat, pushing her back down onto the table. My hands move to her ass, spreading her cheeks to watch my cock disappear inside her again and again. The visual is fucking incredible – my thick shaft glistening with her juices as it stretches her wide. I bring my palm down on one ass cheek with a sharp crack, watching the flesh jiggle and redden from the impact.

“Oh!” she yelps, more in surprise than pain. Her pussy grips me tighter in response, telling me exactly how much she enjoys the sting.

“You like that?” I deliver another smack to her other cheek, watching it bloom red under my hand. “Like being spanked while I fuck you in your husband’s sacred space?”

“Yes,” she moans, pressing back against me, meeting each of my thrusts with an eagerness that makes my cock throb inside her. “Harder, Rex! I need it harder!”

Who am I to deny Coach’s wife what she wants? I redouble my efforts, fucking her with all the strength my athletic body can muster. My hips are a piston, driving into her relentlessly, each thrust making the table skid a little across the floor. She braces herself against the edge, her knuckles white as she holds on for dear life.

The room fills with the obscene soundtrack of our fucking – the wet slap of skin on skin, her increasingly high-pitched moans, my grunts of exertion, and the occasional crash as another playbook slides off the table. On the screen above us, my frozen image still stands tall and proud, a constant reminder of who’s fucking the coach’s wife – the golden boy, the team leader, the guy Frank treats like a son.

“Frank’s going to be so proud of me at practice today,” I taunt, my rhythm never faltering. “Probably pat me on the back, tell me what a good job I’m doing. If only he knew I was fucking his wife better than he ever has.”

“Rex,” she gasps, her inner walls fluttering around my cock as my words push her closer to the edge. “Oh god, Rex.”

I can feel my own release building, a familiar tightening in my balls, but I grit my teeth and hold back. Not yet. I want to savor this, want to burn the image of Elizabeth Sterling bent over her husband’s playbooks into my memory forever.

One of my hands snakes around to find her clit, rubbing the swollen bud in tight circles that have her crying out almost immediately. Her pussy clenches around me, those telltale flutters that signal she’s close. Her breathing becomes more erratic, her moans higher pitched, her body trembling beneath me.

“You going to cum on my cock?” I demand, pinching her clit lightly between my fingers. “Going to soak my balls while I fuck you right where your husband works?”

“Yes!” she cries, her accent making the simple word sound filthy and elegant all at once. “I’m so close, Rex. Please don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping. If anything, I fuck her harder, angling my hips to hit that spot inside her that makes her eyes roll back in her head. The table beneath us is a mess, papers and playbooks scattered everywhere, some stained with her juices that drip from where we’re joined.

My own orgasm looms closer with each thrust, my balls tightening with the need for release, but I hold back through sheer willpower. I want to feel her cum first. Want to feel her pussy milking my cock, begging for my seed. Want her to remember who made her fall apart in her husband’s sacred space.

The thrill of desecrating Coach’s domain, of claiming his wife as my personal slut, pushes me to the edge of my control. My thrusts become more urgent, more forceful, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave finger-shaped bruises she’ll have to hide from her husband later.

“Fuck, Elizabeth,” I growl, feeling my control slipping with each drive into her willing body. “You feel so fucking good.”

Her only response is a series of desperate moans, her body tensing beneath me as she approaches her climax. I can feel it building in the way her pussy grips me tighter, the way her back arches more sharply, the way her breath comes in short, sharp gasps.

I’m right there with her, teetering on the brink, fighting to hold back just a little longer.

The sudden sound of voices in the hallway hits me like a bucket of ice water – but instead of killing my erection, it makes my cock throb harder inside Elizabeth. I recognize Frank’s booming laugh immediately, followed by the distinctive drawl of our offensive coordinator and the clipped tones of the defensive coach. Keys jingle outside the door, metal scraping against metal as someone sorts through a keyring. Elizabeth freezes beneath me, her entire body tensing with panic.

“Rex,” she hisses, her voice a terrified whisper. “It’s Frank! We need to stop!”

But I don’t stop. If anything, I drive into her harder, my grip on her hips tightening as I pull her back onto my cock. The danger, the risk of discovery, sends adrenaline surging through my veins, making every sensation more intense. Her pussy feels even tighter now, clenched with fear and excitement.

“No,” I growl into her ear, my hips never slowing their punishing rhythm. “I’m not done with you yet.”

“Are you insane?” she whispers frantically, trying to push up from the table, but I keep her pinned down, one hand between her shoulder blades.

“Probably,” I admit with a dark chuckle, my cock sliding in and out of her with wet, obscene sounds that seem impossibly loud now. “But you love it.”

I’m not wrong. Despite her panic, her pussy is gushing around me, her arousal reaching new heights with the threat of exposure. The ultimate taboo – getting caught by her own husband while I fuck her into oblivion.

“We’re going to get caught,” she whimpers, but she’s stopped fighting me, her body responding to my thrusts with instinctive movements of her own.

“Maybe,” I whisper, angling my hips to hit that spot inside her that makes her whole body tremble. “Wouldn’t that be something? Coach walking in to see his star quarterback balls deep in his wife?”

Her pussy clenches violently around me at the words, her body betraying how much the idea turns her on despite her fear. I look toward the door, watching the handle as I continue to pound into her. Every cell in my body is on high alert, senses heightened by the danger, making each thrust feel more intense than the last.

Frank’s voice is clear now, right outside the door. “Just need to grab those scouting reports for the morning meeting,” he says. “Should be right on the table.”

Elizabeth lets out a tiny whimper that I silence by covering her mouth with my hand. The voices outside grow louder, keys rattling in the lock. We have seconds, maybe less. Any sane person would pull out, zip up, and try to hide the evidence.

But I’m not sane. Not when it comes to this. Instead, I double down, driving into her with renewed vigor, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to make the table creak ominously. The sound of skin slapping skin seems deafening in the small room, but I don’t care. The risk only makes me harder, pushes me closer to the edge.

“You hear that?” I whisper against her ear, my breath hot on her skin. “Your husband is about to walk in and find you getting fucked by his precious quarterback. What do you think he’ll do when he sees my cum dripping out of you?”

Her entire body shudders at my words, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise. She’s terrified, but she’s also more turned on than ever. I can feel it in the way she pushes back against me, her body betraying her even as her mind screams danger.

“Please,” she begs, though I’m not sure if she’s pleading for me to stop or to make her cum before we’re discovered. Maybe both.

The lock clicks. The handle turns. My heart is pounding in my chest, adrenaline coursing through my veins like liquid fire. I should pull out. I should hide. I should do anything other than what I’m doing.

But I don’t.

Instead, I look directly at the door as I feel my own release building. Frank’s voice is clear as day now, explaining something about defensive strategies to the other coaches. With each word he speaks, with each millimeter the door handle turns, my climax approaches. It’s like the universe is timing it perfectly, pushing me toward the point of no return just as discovery becomes inevitable.

“I’m gonna cum,” I growl, low enough that only Elizabeth can hear. “Gonna fill you with my load while your husband walks in.”

Her eyes widen in panic, but her body responds with a rush of wetness around my cock. The contradiction of her is intoxicating – the proper British wife whose body craves the ultimate taboo. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself as deep inside her as I can go and explode, my cock pulsing as I pump rope after rope of hot cum into her waiting pussy.

“Fuck,” I groan, the pleasure almost unbearable as my orgasm crashes through me. Elizabeth’s body milks every drop from me, her inner walls contracting rhythmically despite her terror.

The door begins to open.

Moving with the quick reflexes that make me a star on the field, I pull out of Elizabeth and yank her dress down, my cum already starting to leak out of her and down her thighs. With one hand, I zip up my shorts while using the other to guide her behind the large desk at the side of the room. She drops to the floor, curling up in the knee space, just as the door swings fully open.

I grab a playbook from the floor and casually flip it open, dropping into one of the chairs as Frank walks in, flanked by two other coaches. My heart is hammering in my chest, my breath still coming a bit faster than normal, but I manage to look up with a relaxed smile.

“Morning, Coach,” I say, my voice remarkably steady considering I just came inside his wife seconds ago. I can feel her presence under the desk, inches from my legs, probably able to smell the sex on me.

Frank looks surprised to see me, his eyes taking in the mess of papers and playbooks scattered across the floor and table. “Rex! Didn’t expect to find you here so early. Studying the playbook? That’s what I like to see!”

I lean back in the chair, the very picture of casual confidence. “Just going over some footage from last week. Found a few things I want to improve on.”

Frank beams at me with paternal pride, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife is hiding under the desk, my cum leaking down her thighs. “That’s why you’re the best, son. Always looking to improve.”

Son. He calls me son while his wife’s taste is still on my tongue. The irony is so fucking perfect I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing.

“Just trying to be ready for Saturday, Coach,” I say, standing up slowly to give Elizabeth more room to hide. I gesture to the scattered papers. “Sorry about the mess. Got a little... enthusiastic with my studying.”

Frank waves it off, stepping further into the room with the other coaches. “No problem, no problem. Enthusiasm is what makes you great.”

If only he knew what kind of enthusiasm I was really showing this morning.

“We’ve got a coaches’ meeting in here in about five minutes,” Frank says, setting his coffee down on the desk. “You’re welcome to stay if you want, but it’ll probably bore you to tears.”

“Thanks, but I should head to the weight room,” I reply, moving toward the door. “Got a session with Coach Mike.”

As I pass Frank, he claps me on the shoulder, his face glowing with that same fatherly pride that makes fucking his wife all the sweeter. “Keep up the good work, Rex. We’re all counting on you.”

“Will do, Coach,” I say, unable to resist adding: “I’ll make sure to give it everything I’ve got.”


Chapter 4

The campus pool gleams under the afternoon sun, a playground for my eyes as I scan the parade of barely-dressed bodies. I sprawl across my lounge chair like a king on his throne, soaking up both rays and attention. Girls pretend not to notice me, but I catch their sideways glances, their hushed whispers. Being Rex fucking Ryder means never having to work for female attention—it flows to me like water downhill, constant and eager.

I flex my abs as I reach for my water bottle, not because I need to, but because I can. The movement causes a trio of freshman girls to giggle and whisper. Too easy. Too fucking easy. After throwing a perfect game last weekend—four touchdowns, no interceptions—my stock couldn’t be higher. Coach Sterling called me his “golden boy” in front of the reporters. The man practically worships me, and why shouldn’t he? I’m making him look like a fucking genius.

“Great game last week, Rex.”

The voice hits me like warm honey, sticky and sweet. I look up to find Chloe Bennett standing over me, her shadow falling across my chest. The captain of the women’s volleyball team is six feet of pure fuck-me energy, all toned muscle and curves in exactly the right places.

“Like what you see?” I ask, not bothering to sit up.

Chloe’s lips curl into a smile that screams sex. “My boyfriend, Mark, is a huge fan.”

I can’t help but smirk. Boyfriend. Right. The way she’s eye-fucking me right now tells me everything I need to know about how solid that relationship is. Her tiny white bikini barely contains her tits, and her nipples are practically saying hello through the thin fabric. Volleyball has been very good to her ass—firm, round, and practically begging for my handprints.

“That so?” I raise an eyebrow, making it clear I don’t give a fuck about Mark.

“We’re having some people over at our apartment tonight to celebrate the upcoming game. You should come.” The way she says “come” is practically pornographic.

I sit up now, letting my gaze travel slowly up her legs, lingering on her pussy—barely hidden by that excuse for a bikini bottom—before continuing up to her tits, and finally meeting her eyes. “Sounds like a party.”

“It will be if you’re there.” Chloe shifts her weight, pushing her chest out just enough to make her intentions crystal clear.

“What time?” I ask, reaching for my phone like I might actually have plans to check.

“Eight. I’ll text you the address.” She holds out her hand for my phone.

I hand it over and watch her fingers dance across the screen. When she hands it back, our fingers brush—not by accident. Her touch lingers a second too long.

“Don’t be late,” she purrs, turning to walk away. Her ass sways with each step, a deliberate show that I appreciate with an approving grunt.

I watch her rejoin her friends, who immediately huddle around her, no doubt asking what the fuck Rex Ryder wanted with her. Little do they know, it’s the other way around. I check my phone and see she’s added herself to my contacts. Already texted herself from my phone too. Aggressive. I like that.

Mark. Poor fucking Mark. Some guys just don’t understand that girlfriends like Chloe aren’t built for faithfulness. They’re built to be conquered by guys like me. It’s almost too easy, but that doesn’t make her pussy any less appealing.

Back at my apartment, I take my time getting ready. Unlike most of the desperate fucks on campus, I don’t need to show up on time. I’m the main event, not just another guest. I pull on a tight black t-shirt that showcases my arms and chest, and a pair of jeans that sit just right. Simple. When you look like I do, you don’t need much else.

The mirror confirms what I already know—I’m a fucking prize. My dark hair has that perfect just-messed-up look that drives women crazy. My jaw could cut glass. And my eyes? They’ve been described as “predatory” by more than one girl who ended up in my bed anyway.

I down a shot of tequila before heading out. Not because I need liquid courage—I’ve never needed that shit—but because it feels right to start the night with a burn in my throat.

The party’s already in full swing when I arrive at Chloe’s apartment at nine-thirty. Music pulses through the walls, and the door swings open before I even knock. Some random dude greets me with wide eyes.

“Holy shit, you’re Rex Ryder!” he says, his voice cracking like a twelve-year-old’s.

I push past him without responding. The apartment is packed with people I vaguely recognize from campus—nobody worth knowing by name. The air smells like cheap beer and cheaper perfume. Standard college party shit.

Then I see her.

Chloe stands in the kitchen area, and fuck me if she isn’t wearing a bikini even smaller than the one from earlier. This one’s black, contrasting with her golden skin in a way that makes my cock twitch. Her tits strain against the triangles of fabric, threatening to spill out with each laugh, each movement. Her stomach is flat and toned, with a tiny silver stud in her navel catching the light.

Our eyes meet across the room, and she bites her lower lip. Invitation received.

Next to her stands a guy who can only be Mark—prep school haircut, Polo shirt with the collar popped like it’s still 2005, and a nervous energy as he mixes drinks. He’s taller than I expected, but soft around the edges. The kind of guy who peaked in high school and is already on the decline. No fucking competition.

I make my way over, enjoying how conversations stop as I pass. The quarterback effect never gets old.

“You made it,” Chloe says, her voice a sultry purr that goes straight to my dick.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” I reply, deliberately ignoring Mark until he clears his throat.

“Dude, it’s an honor,” Mark says, extending his hand. “That throw you made in the fourth quarter against State? Fucking legendary.”

I shake his hand firmly enough to make him wince slightly. “Thanks, man. Always nice to meet a fan.”

His smile falters as I turn my attention back to Chloe. Poor bastard already knows he’s in trouble. I can smell his insecurity like cheap cologne.

“Drink?” Chloe offers, reaching for a red cup that Mark just filled.

“Sure,” I reply, watching her bend slightly to grab it, giving me a perfect view down her top.

As she hands me the cup, her fingers brush mine deliberately, just like at the pool. Mark notices. His jaw tightens, but he doesn’t say shit. Of course he doesn’t. What could he possibly say to Rex fucking Ryder?

I take a sip, maintaining eye contact with Chloe over the rim of the cup. The game is on, and we both know how it ends. Just a matter of when and where I bend her over.

And from the hunger in her eyes, “when” isn’t far off at all.

***

Chloe’s fingers wrap around my wrist, her touch electric as she pulls me away from the crowded living room. “Come see the view from our balcony,” she whispers, her lips brushing my ear. “It’ll blow your mind.”

The double meaning isn’t lost on me. I follow her swaying hips through the apartment, ignoring Mark’s watchful eyes as we slip away from the noise of the party. Her boyfriend can stare all he wants—we both know what’s about to happen.

The night air hits my skin as we step onto the balcony. It’s small, private, barely enough room for two people—perfect for what she has in mind. The city lights spread out below us, but I couldn’t give less of a fuck about the view she promised. The only view worth seeing is right in front of me, practically spilling out of that tiny bikini top.

“So, Rex Ryder,” she purrs, leaning against the railing in a way that pushes her tits together. “Is being the campus god everything it’s cracked up to be?”

I move closer, intentionally invading her space. “Why don’t you find out for yourself?”

Her eyes darken with lust as she takes a sip of her drink, those full lips wrapping around the edge of the cup. When she lowers it, a drop clings to her bottom lip. I want to lick it off.

“Oops!” she gasps suddenly, tipping her cup. Cold liquid splashes across my chest, seeping through my shirt. The surprise almost seems genuine—almost. “I’m so clumsy. Let me help you with that.”

Before I can respond, she’s pulling me back inside, bypassing the living room entirely. We move down a short hallway, the sounds of the party growing distant. She opens a door, pulling me inside what can only be her bedroom, and closes it behind us with a soft click.

“We should get you out of that wet shirt,” she says, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“Cut the bullshit,” I growl, grabbing her wrists and backing her toward the bed. “We both know why we’re here.”

Her eyes widen, but her smile tells me everything. She likes it rough. They always do.

“What about Mark?” she asks, not sounding concerned in the slightest.

“What about him?” I release her wrists to grip the bottom of my shirt, pulling it over my head in one fluid motion. Her eyes devour my chest and abs, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. “You think about him while I’m fucking you, or you think about me when he’s trying to?”

That hits a nerve. Her breath catches. “He can’t fuck me like I need.”

“No shit,” I laugh, closing the distance between us. My hand finds her throat, not squeezing, just holding her there so she knows who’s in control. “No one can fuck you like I can.”

I push her backward onto the bed. She bounces slightly, her tits threatening to spill from her top. I’m on her in seconds, my body covering hers, my mouth claiming hers in a kiss that’s all domination. She tastes like vodka and desire, her tongue eager as it meets mine.

My hands work quickly, untying her bikini top and tossing it aside. Her tits are perfect—full, firm, with nipples already hard and begging for attention. I take one in my mouth, sucking hard enough to make her gasp, while my hand works on removing her bikini bottoms.

“Oh god, Rex,” she moans, arching her back.

I press my hand over her mouth. “Keep it down,” I command. “Unless you want your boyfriend to hear how badly you need my cock.”

Her eyes flash with excitement at the danger, the forbidden nature of what we’re doing. I can hear voices just outside the door—Mark talking to his friends, completely unaware that his girlfriend is about to get the fucking of her life just feet away.

I pull my jeans and boxers down in one quick motion, freeing my cock. It stands hard and ready, and Chloe’s eyes widen appreciatively.

“Fuck,” she whispers, reaching for it. “You’re huge.”

“Bigger than Mark?” I ask, though I already know the answer.

“So much bigger,” she confirms, stroking me with eager hands. “Please, Rex. I need it now.”

I slide my fingers between her legs, finding her pussy already soaking wet. “Desperate for it, aren’t you?” I smirk, circling her clit with my thumb. “Tell me how bad you want it.”

“So bad,” she whimpers, hips bucking against my hand. “Please fuck me, Rex. I’ve wanted this since freshman year.”

That’s all I need to hear. I position myself between her legs, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. With one hard thrust, I bury myself inside her. Her back arches off the bed, a loud moan escaping her lips.

My hand clamps over her mouth again. “I said keep it down,” I hiss, loving the way her eyes roll back in pleasure. “Your boyfriend’s right outside, remember?”

The knowledge that Mark is just beyond that door, completely oblivious, makes this even hotter. I start to move, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The bed creaks beneath us, but the music from the party covers most of the sound.

“Fuck, your pussy feels good,” I grunt, setting a punishing rhythm. Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper, her nails digging into my shoulders.

I keep my hand firmly over her mouth as I pound into her. Her muffled moans vibrate against my palm, her eyes locked on mine with a mixture of pleasure and defiance. I can tell she loves this—the thrill, the risk, the sheer wrongness of fucking another man while her boyfriend mingles with friends just outside.

“You like this?” I ask, voice low and rough. “You like being a slut for the star quarterback while your boyfriend mixes drinks for my victory party?”

She nods frantically beneath my hand, her pussy clenching around my cock in response to my words. That’s the thing about girls like Chloe—they want to be called out for exactly what they are. They get off on it.

The sound of Mark’s voice comes through the door, closer now. “Has anyone seen Chloe?”

The danger of discovery sends a fresh surge of adrenaline through my veins. I fuck her harder, faster, my hips slapping against hers with enough force to rock the bed. Chloe’s eyes widen in panic and excitement, her pussy tightening around me.

“He’s looking for you,” I whisper in her ear, never slowing my pace. “What do you think he’d do if he walked in right now? Seeing you getting fucked like the whore you are?”

She comes undone at my words, her body convulsing beneath me, inner walls clamping down on my cock as she rides out her orgasm. I keep my hand firmly over her mouth, muffling her screams of pleasure.

“That’s it,” I growl, watching her face contort in ecstasy. “Take it. Take all of it.”

The doorknob rattles slightly, but doesn’t turn. Someone must have called Mark away, because his voice fades down the hallway. Chloe’s body relaxes beneath mine, but I’m nowhere near done with her.

“On your knees,” I command, pulling out of her. “Now.”

She complies instantly, turning over and raising her ass in the air like the well-trained slut she is. Her pussy glistens with her own juices, pink and swollen from my cock. The sight of her like this—submissive, eager, and completely mine for the taking—sends a fresh surge of power through me.

This is what I do. I take what I want, and right now, I want to ruin this girl for any other man. Including the boyfriend who still has no idea what’s happening in his own bedroom.

“Ready for more?” I ask, positioning myself behind her.

“God, yes,” she breathes, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Fuck me, Rex. Make me yours.”

I slam back into her with a force that makes her bury her face in the pillow to muffle her scream. Outside, the party continues, oblivious to the real entertainment happening behind this closed door.

I pull out of Chloe with a slick, wet sound that makes my cock throb. Her juices coat my shaft, glistening in the dim light of the bedroom. She whimpers at the sudden emptiness, her pussy clenching around nothing but air. I stare down at her, spread out before me like a fucking feast, her skin flushed and covered in a light sheen of sweat. Mine for the taking. Mine to use however I want.

“Flip over,” I command, my voice rough with lust. “Hands and knees. Now.”

She moves quickly, eager to please, positioning herself on all fours before me. Her ass is perfect—round, firm from all those volleyball practices, with just enough give when I grab a handful of flesh. I spread her cheeks, exposing her soaking wet pussy to my hungry gaze.

“Fuck, look at you,” I growl, running the head of my cock along her slit, coating it in her juices. “So wet for me. Your boyfriend ever make you this wet?”

“Never,” she gasps, pushing her hips back against me, trying to force my cock inside her. “Please, Rex. I need it.”

I smack her ass hard, leaving a red handprint on her tan skin. “Greedy little slut. I’ll give it to you when I’m ready.”

The music from the party pulses through the walls, barely covering her desperate moans as I tease her entrance. Her legs tremble with anticipation, her pussy visibly clenching, begging for my cock. But I make her wait, enjoying the power I have over her in this moment.

Finally, I position myself at her entrance and thrust forward in one powerful stroke, burying my cock to the hilt. Her back arches sharply, a strangled cry escaping her lips as I stretch her walls.

“Fuck!” she gasps, fingers clutching the sheets. “So big... oh God...”

I grab a fistful of her hair, wrapping it around my hand and pulling her head back. “Look at me,” I demand, my hips starting to move in a relentless rhythm. “I want you to look at me while I fuck you.”

She twists her neck, her eyes finding mine over her shoulder. The position is uncomfortable for her—I can tell by the strain in her neck—but that just makes it hotter. Her eyes are glazed with pleasure, pupils blown wide with lust.

“That’s it,” I growl, maintaining eye contact as I pound into her from behind. My hips slap against her ass with each thrust, the sound obscenely loud in the bedroom. “Watch me fuck you better than he ever could.”

Every thrust pushes a little whimper from her throat, her face contorted in a mixture of pain and pleasure. I pull her hair tighter, forcing her head back further, asserting my dominance over every inch of her body.

“Say my name,” I command, my free hand gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. “Tell me who’s fucking you right now.”

“Rex,” she moans, her voice breaking. “Oh God, Rex!”

“Louder,” I demand, driving into her harder. “I want him to hear you through the fucking door.”

“REX!” she cries out, no longer caring who might hear. “Fuck me, Rex! Don’t stop!”

I can feel her pussy tightening around my cock, her inner walls gripping me like a vise. She’s close to coming again, her body trembling with the approach of another orgasm. The knowledge that I’ve reduced the captain of the women’s volleyball team to this quivering, begging mess sends a surge of power through me.

“You’re mine now,” I tell her, my voice low and dangerous in her ear. “This pussy belongs to me. Understand?”

She nods frantically, unable to form words as I hit that perfect spot deep inside her with each thrust. Her arms give out, her face pressing into the mattress while her ass remains raised in the air, offered up to me like a sacrifice.

I release her hair to grab both her hips, using the leverage to drive even deeper. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the symphony of wet, obscene sounds filling the room. I can feel sweat dripping down my chest, my muscles burning with exertion, but I don’t slow down. This is what I live for—this power, this conquest.

“Look at you,” I pant, watching my cock disappear inside her over and over. “Taking my cock like you were made for it. What would your boyfriend think if he saw you now?”

The mention of Mark sends her over the edge. Her pussy clamps down on my cock with surprising strength, her whole body shuddering as the orgasm rips through her. She bites the pillow to muffle her screams, but I can still hear her muffled cries of pleasure.

“That’s it,” I encourage, never slowing my pace. “Come all over my cock. Show me how much better I am than him.”

Her orgasm seems to last forever, waves of pleasure wracking her body as I continue to pound into her relentlessly. I feel my own climax building, the familiar tension at the base of my spine, but I force it back. I’m not done with her yet. I want more. I want everything.

As her orgasm subsides, her body goes limp beneath me, but I keep her hips raised, my grip firm as I continue to use her. She’s in that perfect post-orgasmic state where everything is hypersensitive, every thrust sending aftershocks of pleasure through her overstimulated body.

“Please,” she whimpers, though I can’t tell if she’s begging me to stop or continue. Not that it matters—I’ll stop when I’m good and ready.

“What’s the matter?” I taunt, slowing my pace but driving in deeper, making sure she feels every inch of me. “Can’t handle a real man’s cock?”

She turns her head, looking at me with tear-streaked cheeks and swollen lips. The sight only makes me harder. “It’s so much,” she gasps. “So good...”

I lean forward, my chest pressing against her back, my lips at her ear. “And I’m just getting started.”

I can feel my own orgasm building again, the pressure becoming almost unbearable, but I hold back. I’m not ready to come yet. Not when there’s still so much fun to be had. The knowledge that her boyfriend is just outside, completely unaware that I’m fucking his girlfriend into oblivion, makes the experience even more intense.

I slow my thrusts, prolonging the moment, savoring the sensation of her pussy gripping my cock. She’s breathing hard beneath me, her body limp from the force of her orgasm. I could easily finish now, but where’s the fun in that? I want more. I want to break her completely, to make sure she never forgets who gave her the best fuck of her life.

And most importantly, I want to see the look on Mark’s face when he realizes what’s happening.

Just as the thought crosses my mind, the bedroom door begins to swing open.

The bedroom door swings open with a creak that cuts through the sound of skin slapping skin. I don’t stop—why the fuck would I? Instead, I lock eyes with Mark as he stands frozen in the doorway, his face a masterpiece of shock and disbelief. His mouth opens and closes like a dying fish, unable to process the sight of his girlfriend on her hands and knees, my cock buried deep inside her. I grin at him, then slam into Chloe even harder, making her moan louder just to drive the point home.

“What the fuck?” Mark finally manages to choke out, his voice cracking like he’s going through puberty all over again. His eyes are wide, filled with confusion that’s rapidly morphing into pain as the reality of the situation sinks in.

Chloe lifts her head, not even bothering to feign surprise or embarrassment. A slow, cruel smile spreads across her face as she sees her boyfriend standing there, watching us. “There you are, darling,” she purrs, her voice dripping with condescension. “Come on in. Don’t be shy. Rex was just showing me what a real man feels like.”

The color drains from Mark’s face. His drink slips from his hand, splashing across the carpet. The sound seems to snap him back to reality, and he takes a halting step forward. “Chloe... what... why?”

I laugh, never breaking my rhythm as I continue to pound into his girlfriend. “Because she needed a real cock, isn’t that obvious?” I tighten my grip on Chloe’s hips, pulling her back against me forcefully. “Fuck, Mark, did you really think you could satisfy this?”

Mark’s eyes fill with tears, and I can’t help but get even harder. There’s something fucking primal about taking another man’s woman right in front of him, about watching him break as he realizes he’s being replaced. His impotent anger only makes this hotter.

“Get out of her,” he demands, but his voice quavers, undermining any authority he might have tried to project. “Get the fuck out of my apartment!”

Chloe laughs, the sound turning into a moan as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. “Oh God, Rex! Right there!”

I maintain eye contact with Mark as I drive into her harder, making sure each thrust is visible, making sure he can see exactly how deep I’m going, how completely I’m possessing what used to be his. The wet sounds of sex fill the room, obscene and unmistakable.

“You’re fucking pathetic,” I tell him, feeling my control over the situation like a drug in my veins. “Standing there watching while I fuck your girl. Real men take what they want. That’s why she’s moaning my name, not yours.”

Mark takes another step forward, his hands balled into fists at his sides, but we both know he’s not going to do shit. Guys like him never do. They fold under pressure, they break when challenged. That’s why their girlfriends end up with guys like me.

“Tell him you’re better than him, baby,” I grunt to Chloe, giving her ass a sharp slap that leaves a red handprint on her skin. “Tell him this is the cock you need.”

Chloe looks over her shoulder at Mark, her eyes glazed with pleasure, her lips swollen from our earlier kisses. “He’s so much bigger than you,” she moans, not a hint of remorse in her voice. “So much better. Fuck, Mark, I’ve been faking it with you for months.”

Mark makes a strangled sound, somewhere between a sob and a shout. His face contorts with rage and humiliation, but he remains rooted to the spot, unable to look away from the train wreck of his relationship.

“You should thank me,” I taunt him, feeling my orgasm building as Chloe’s pussy tightens around my cock. “I’m showing you what she really needs. Taking notes?”

“Fuck you,” he spits, but the words have no bite. He’s broken already, defeated without throwing a single punch.

“No, fuck her,” I correct him, punctuating my words with particularly hard thrusts that make Chloe cry out in pleasure. “That’s what I’m doing. And I’m doing it better than you ever could.”

Chloe reaches back, her fingers digging into my thigh as she pushes herself against me. “Harder, Rex,” she demands, clearly enjoying the show she’s putting on for her soon-to-be-ex. “Make me come in front of him. Show him how a real man does it.”

I oblige, pounding into her with renewed vigor. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. I reach around to rub her clit in tight circles, feeling her body respond immediately.

“Oh fuck, I’m coming again!” she screams, not bothering to muffle her cries now that we’ve been discovered. “Oh God, Rex! Yes!”

Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise as she comes, her entire body shuddering with the force of her orgasm. The sight of Mark’s devastated face as he watches his girlfriend come undone for another man pushes me over the edge.

“I’m gonna cum inside her,” I announce, making sure Mark hears every word. “I’m gonna fill your girlfriend with my cum while you watch.”

“Don’t you fucking dare,” Mark growls, finally finding some backbone, but it’s too late.

I thrust deep one final time, holding myself inside Chloe as my orgasm rips through me. My cock pulses as I empty myself into her, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible. “Fuck!” I grunt, the pleasure intensified by Mark’s presence, by his impotent rage and helpless watching.

Chloe moans, pressing back against me to take every drop. “Yes, Rex,” she sighs, her voice satisfied and smug. “Fill me up.”

When I finally pull out, my cum immediately starts to leak from her pussy, dripping onto the sheets—Mark’s sheets. The visual is so fucking perfect I wish I could take a picture. Chloe collapses onto her stomach, completely spent, a satisfied smile on her face.

I turn to Mark, who’s still standing in the doorway like a statue of pure misery. “Thanks for the party, man,” I say, casually reaching for my jeans. “Your girlfriend’s a hell of a hostess.”

Something inside him finally snaps. “Get out!” he shouts, his voice breaking. “Both of you, get the fuck out!”

Chloe laughs, rolling onto her side to face him. She makes no move to cover her naked body, letting him see what he’s lost. “This is my apartment too, Mark,” she reminds him. “And I think I want Rex to stay.”

The look on Mark’s face is priceless—pure devastation mixed with the realization that he’s lost completely. He backs out of the room, slamming the door behind him. Seconds later, we hear the front door slam too.

I lie down beside Chloe, my hand possessively on her ass. “Think he’ll be back?”

She shrugs, unconcerned. “Who cares? He was just a placeholder until something better came along.” Her fingers trace patterns on my chest, her eyes hungry despite having just been thoroughly fucked. “And something better definitely came along.”

I smirk, already thinking about round two. Another conquest added to my list, another girlfriend stolen, another man broken. Just another day in the life of Rex fucking Ryder.


Chapter 5

Coach Frank’s house always smells like money and desperation. The kind of place where the furniture costs more than my first car, but his wife looks like she’s dying for something the cash can’t buy. I sit at their dining table, my knee occasionally bumping against Elizabeth’s under the expensive tablecloth, watching her red lips wrap around her wine glass. My parents are clueless, chatting away about tomorrow’s game while I’m fighting a hard-on that could split these designer jeans. Every time Elizabeth looks at me, her hazel eyes flash with something primal, something that says she wants to devour me whole.

“Rex has been putting in extra hours at practice,” Coach Frank says, clapping me on the shoulder. “He’s going to break every record in the book tomorrow.”

My dad nods, proud as fuck, while my mom smiles that tight smile she gets whenever my football career comes up. They don’t know I’ve been putting in extra hours all right—just not always on the field.

“We’re so grateful you invited us tonight,” my mom says, all polite and shit. “It’s nice to meet the man who’s been mentoring our son.”

Elizabeth catches my eye as she cuts into her steak. “Oh, Frank absolutely adores Rex,” she purrs, her British accent making even that innocent statement sound like foreplay. “He thinks of him as the son we never had.”

I almost choke on my water. The son they never had. If Coach only knew the things his “son” wants to do to his wife.

“The quarterback Rex replaced wasn’t half the player,” Frank continues, oblivious to the way Elizabeth’s foot is now running up my calf under the table. “Rex is special. Once-in-a-generation talent.”

Elizabeth’s lips curl into a smile. “Very special indeed.”

The dinner drags on, with Frank talking strategy for tomorrow’s game while I try to focus on anything but the throbbing in my pants. Elizabeth keeps finding excuses to touch me—brushing against my arm as she refills my water, letting her fingers linger on mine when passing the salt. Each touch sends electricity through my body, making my cock twitch with anticipation.

“Rex, would you mind helping me bring out dessert?” Elizabeth asks, standing up and smoothing down her tight dress. The fabric clings to her curves like it was painted on, her tits nearly spilling out of the top.

“Sure thing, Mrs. Sterling,” I reply, the picture of innocence.

In the kitchen, she moves around me like a predator, her hips swaying hypnotically. “You look good tonight,” she whispers, her voice low and throaty. “I can hardly focus on being a good hostess with you sitting there.”

“Maybe you should try harder,” I tease, grabbing the pie she’s holding and deliberately brushing my fingers against hers.

She bites her lip. “You’re a bad boy, Rex Ryder. Very, very bad.”

We return to the table with dessert, and I notice Frank’s eyes light up at the sight of the pie. “My favorite! Apple cinnamon.”

“Only the best for my husband,” Elizabeth says, her voice dripping with fake devotion as her foot resumes its exploration of my leg under the table.

After dessert, Frank suggests a tour of the house for my parents. “Rex has seen it all before, of course,” he says. “But I just had my vintage Corvette detailed in the garage. Rex, why don’t you show your parents while I get some coffee started?”

“Actually,” Elizabeth cuts in, “I needed Rex’s help bringing in some boxes from the garage. College-boy strength and all that.” She laughs, a tinkling sound that makes my dick pulse.

My parents follow Frank into the living room while Elizabeth leads me toward the garage door, her ass swaying in front of me like a hypnotist’s watch.

“What boxes?” I ask as she closes the door behind us.

The garage is immaculate, with Frank’s prized vintage Corvette gleaming under the lights. Elizabeth ignores my question, walking her fingers up my chest. “I’ve been thinking about you all night,” she breathes, her British accent thicker now, like it always gets when she’s turned on.

“Your husband’s right in the next room,” I remind her, though my hands are already finding their way to her waist.

“That makes it more exciting, doesn’t it?” She presses her body against mine, her tits soft against my chest. “The danger.”

I back her up against the wall, pinning her there with my hips. “You’re playing with fire, Mrs. Sterling.”

“Good,” she whispers. “I want to get burned.”

I hear the faint voices of my parents and Frank in the distance as Elizabeth’s hand slides down to cup my bulge through my jeans. She moans softly at what she finds there.

“We should get back,” I say, even as I press harder against her hand.

“Not yet.” She reaches behind me and does something to the garage door. There’s a click, then a snap. “Oops,” she says with fake innocence. “I think I broke the latch.”

“Did you just trap us in here?” I ask, my voice rough with lust.

“Maybe.” Her smile is wicked as she starts unbuttoning my shirt. “Now we have to wait for someone to rescue us. Could be minutes. Could be longer.”

I grab her wrist. “You planned this, didn’t you?”

“I’ve been planning this since the moment you walked in tonight.” She leans in, her breath hot against my ear. “I need you, Rex. Right here.”

That’s all it takes. My lips crash into hers, hungry and demanding. Her mouth opens for me instantly, her tongue darting out to meet mine. She tastes like expensive wine and forbidden fruit, and I can’t get enough.

My hands slide down to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her tight dress. She moans into my mouth, her body arching against mine. Our tongues tangle together in a desperate dance, like we’re trying to devour each other whole.

“I’ve been wet for you all night,” she whispers against my lips, her voice thick with need. “Sitting across from you, pretending to be the good little coach’s wife while all I could think about was your cock inside me.”

“You’re such a fucking slut,” I growl, sliding my hand up her thigh, under her dress. My fingers find her panties, already soaked through. “Look how wet you are, and we’ve barely started.”

Elizabeth’s hands are everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. Her desperation turns me on even more. Coach Frank’s proper British wife, coming apart in my hands like a cheap toy.

“Please,” she begs, her accent making even that single word sound filthy. “I need you, Rex. Right here. Right now.”

I spin her around, pressing her face against the cold metal of the garage door. She gasps, her hands splaying flat against the surface as I hike up her dress, exposing her perfect ass in a tiny lace thong.

“What if your husband walks in right now?” I ask, grinding my hardness against her. “What if he sees his star quarterback about to fuck his wife?”

“I don’t care,” she moans, pushing back against me. “Just fuck me, Rex. I need you inside me now.”

I hear voices getting closer outside the door. The danger only makes me harder, makes her wetter. In this moment, with Elizabeth Sterling begging for my cock in her husband’s garage, I feel fucking invincible.

I grab Elizabeth by her thighs, lifting her up like she weighs nothing. Her legs instinctively wrap around my waist, her expensive heels digging into my back. I’ve got her pinned against the cold metal of the garage door, the same door her husband walked through just minutes ago. The thought makes my cock throb harder as I position myself at her entrance, feeling the heat radiating from her core. She’s soaking wet, practically dripping for me, and I can’t wait another second to claim what’s mine.

“Fuck me, Rex,” she begs, her British accent thick with lust. “Put that big cock in me now.”

I push her panties to the side and slam into her without warning. She gasps, her head falling back against the door with a thud.

“Oh my god!” she cries out, her walls clenching around me, welcoming me in. “Yes, yes, yes!”

I bury myself to the hilt, feeling her pussy stretch to accommodate my size. She’s tight as fuck, tighter than any college girl I’ve been with. The coach’s wife is getting the fucking of her life, and her husband is just on the other side of the wall.

“You like that, don’t you?” I growl into her ear, pulling out slowly before slamming back in. “You like my cock filling you up?”

“God, yes,” she moans, her nails digging into my shoulders through my shirt. “I’ve been thinking about this all week. All fucking week.”

I set a brutal pace, driving into her over and over, making the garage door rattle with each thrust. The metal groans under our combined weight, the sound mixing with Elizabeth’s high-pitched moans and my grunts. Part of me hopes Coach Frank can hear, hopes he knows his wife is getting properly fucked for the first time in years.

“Harder,” she demands, her legs tightening around me. “Fuck me harder, Rex.”

I grab her ass, squeezing the firm flesh as I pound into her. Her tits bounce with each thrust, threatening to spill out of her low-cut dress. I lean down, biting at her exposed neck, marking her. Let Frank wonder where that came from.

“You’re so fucking tight,” I grunt, feeling her walls grip me like a vise. “Coach Frank’s not taking care of you, is he?”

“No,” she whimpers, her head thrashing from side to side. “Nobody fucks me like you do.”

The thought that I’m doing something Coach Frank can’t—satisfying his wife in ways he never could—sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I fuck her harder, faster, watching her perfect face contort with pleasure.

“This pussy is mine now,” I tell her, emphasizing each word with a deep thrust. “Understand?”

“Yes! All yours!” She can barely get the words out between moans.

My balls slap against her with each thrust, creating an obscene soundtrack that echoes in the garage. I wonder if my parents can hear, if they’re wondering what’s taking so long in here. The thought should make me slow down, but it only makes me harder, makes me want to fuck her more thoroughly.

“Frank has no idea what a slut his wife is,” I say, my voice low and threatening. “Does he know you beg for my cock? That you’re willing to fuck me with him just feet away?”

“No,” she gasps, her eyes rolling back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. “He thinks I’m—oh, fuck!—his proper British wife.”

I slow my pace, grinding against her clit with each thrust, making her whimper and shake. “What are you really?”

She looks me in the eyes, her pupils blown wide with lust. “Your slut.”

“My what?” I demand, stopping completely, my cock buried deep inside her.

“Your slut,” she repeats, desperation in her voice. She tries to move her hips, to get me to continue, but I hold her still.

“Not good enough,” I growl. “Tell me what you are.”

She swallows hard, her cheeks flushed with arousal and embarrassment. “I’m your dirty little garage slut,” she whispers.

I start moving again, but slowly. Teasing her. “Louder.”

“I’m your dirty little garage slut!” Her British accent makes the filthy words sound even more depraved.

“That’s right,” I say, resuming my punishing pace. “You’re my dirty little garage slut.”

The door rattles under our combined force, the metal groaning in protest. I don’t care if the whole thing comes off its hinges. All I care about is the feeling of Elizabeth’s wet pussy gripping my cock, the sound of her begging for more, the knowledge that I’m fucking Coach Frank’s wife in his own house.

“Oh god, Rex, I’m going to cum,” she moans, her inner walls fluttering around me. “Make me cum, please!”

I reach between us, finding her clit with my thumb. I circle it roughly, watching her face as she approaches the edge. Her breathing becomes erratic, her moans turning into high-pitched whimpers.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me!” she cries out, her voice echoing in the garage. “I’m your dirty little garage slut! Aaahh!”

Her entire body convulses as her orgasm hits her. Her pussy clenches around my cock in rhythmic waves, trying to milk my own release. The sight of Elizabeth Sterling—Coach Frank’s proper British wife—coming undone on my cock is almost enough to push me over the edge.

I feel my own orgasm building, my balls tightening as the familiar pressure builds at the base of my spine. But I’m not ready to cum yet. Not even close. I’ve got more plans for the coach’s wife tonight.

I slow my thrusts, letting her ride out the aftershocks of her orgasm. Her body is limp against mine, her chest heaving as she struggles to catch her breath. I’m still rock hard inside her, nowhere near satisfied.

“Did you think we were done?” I ask, my voice mocking. “I’m just getting started with you.”

Her eyes widen, a mixture of fear and anticipation crossing her face. “What more do you want?”

I pull out of her slowly, letting her feel every inch as it leaves her body. She whimpers at the loss, her legs shaky as I lower her to stand on her own feet.

“Turn around,” I command, already planning my next move. Elizabeth may think she’s in control of this situation, that she orchestrated this little garage rendezvous. But she has no idea what’s coming next. By the time I’m done with her, Coach Frank’s wife will be completely and utterly mine.

I pull Elizabeth off the garage door, her legs wobbling from her orgasm. Without a word, I drag her across the garage to Frank’s prized vintage Corvette—his fucking baby that he spends more time with than his wife. The thought of fucking Elizabeth on it makes my cock throb painfully. I lift her up and throw her onto the hood like she’s nothing but a rag doll. The metal dents slightly under her weight. Good. A little souvenir for Coach Frank to wonder about tomorrow.

“What are you doing?” Elizabeth gasps, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and excitement. “That’s Frank’s—“

“Shut up,” I growl, cutting her off. “You think I give a fuck about his car?”

I push her back until she’s lying flat on the hood, her expensive dress bunched up around her waist. Her chest heaves with anticipation as I spread her legs wide, exposing her soaking wet pussy to the cold garage air. She looks so fucking hot like this—Coach Frank’s proper British wife, splayed out on his prized possession, waiting for my cock.

“Please,” she whimpers, her accent thicker now. “Be careful with the car—”

I slam back into her without warning, cutting off her words and replacing them with a strangled cry. Her back arches off the metal hood, her tits straining against the fabric of her dress. I don’t give her time to adjust before I start pounding into her with brutal force.

“You’re worried about the car?” I sneer, gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. “You should be worried about yourself.”

My hips snap against hers in a punishing rhythm, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing through the garage. Each thrust drives her body up the hood of the car, the metal creaking under our combined weight and motion. The thought that we might be damaging Frank’s precious Corvette only turns me on more.

“Oh god, Rex!” Elizabeth moans, her hands scrabbling for purchase on the smooth metal surface. “You’re so deep! So fucking deep!”

I lean forward, wrapping one hand around her throat. I squeeze just enough to make her eyes widen, to make her gasp for air. Her pussy clenches around my cock in response, getting wetter by the second.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” I growl, increasing the pressure on her throat slightly. “To be fucked like the slut you are while your husband sits just a few feet away?”

She tries to nod, but my grip makes it difficult. Her eyes start to roll back, her face flushing as she struggles for breath. I ease up just enough to let her gasp in a lungful of air before tightening my grip again. The control I have over her—over her pleasure, over her fucking breathing—makes me feel like a god.

“Answer me,” I demand, loosening my grip again.

“Yes!” she chokes out, her voice raspy. “This is what I wanted! What I needed!”

My other hand finds her tits, still constrained by her dress. I roughly pull down the neckline, exposing her perfect breasts to the cool garage air. Her nipples immediately harden into tight peaks, begging for attention. I grab one breast roughly, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh like I’m trying to shape it to my will.

“Fuck, you have amazing tits,” I grunt, pinching her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, twisting it until she cries out. “No wonder Frank married you.”

Elizabeth moans, a mix of pain and pleasure washing over her face as I continue to assault her nipples while fucking her relentlessly. Her tits bounce with each thrust, hypnotizing me with their perfect motion. I lean down and bite one nipple hard, making her scream.

“Quiet,” I hiss, my hand tightening around her throat again. “Unless you want your husband to find us like this.”

The thought seems to excite her even more. Her inner walls clench around my cock, her body responding to the danger despite her attempts to stay quiet. I release her throat to slap her tit hard, watching the flesh jiggle and redden from the impact.

“You like it rough, don’t you?” I taunt, slapping her other tit just as hard. “Frank doesn’t fuck you like this, does he?”

“No,” she gasps, her accent making even that simple word sound exotic. “Never like this.”

I grab both her tits now, squeezing them together, using them as handles to pull her into each thrust. The force of our fucking is making the car rock on its suspension, the metal groaning in protest. I imagine Frank’s face if he could see his precious car being abused like this, his wife spread out on the hood, taking my cock like she was born for it.

“Your pussy is so fucking wet,” I growl, feeling her juices coating my cock, running down my balls. “You’re soaking wet for your husband’s star quarterback. What does that make you?”

“A slut,” she moans, her hips rising to meet each of my thrusts. “Your slut!”

I twist her nipple again, harder this time, making her arch her back in pain. “You’re my what?”

“Your slut!” she cries out, louder now, reckless with lust. “I’m your fucking slut, Rex!”

The sound of my name on her lips, spoken in that proper British accent but twisted with such filth, nearly sends me over the edge. I can feel my balls tightening, my orgasm building deep inside me. But I’m not done with her yet. Not even close.

I continue fucking her with long, deep strokes, feeling every ridge and contour of her pussy gripping my cock. Her inner walls flutter around me, telling me she’s close to another orgasm. The car creaks and rocks beneath us, the metal hood now slick with sweat from her back.

“Look at me,” I command, wrapping my hand around her throat again.

Her eyes snap open, glazed with pleasure and darkened with lust. Seeing her like this—Coach Frank’s prim and proper wife, choking on my cock, her tits bouncing with each thrust—it’s better than any victory on the football field.

“Who does this pussy belong to?” I ask, squeezing her throat lightly.

“You,” she gasps, struggling to speak. “It’s yours, Rex.”

I release her throat and slap her face, not hard enough to leave a mark but enough to shock her. Her pussy clenches around me in response, her body betraying how much she loves the rough treatment.

“And don’t you fucking forget it,” I snarl, grabbing her hips again to pound into her even harder.

The sound of our bodies colliding is obscene, wet and rhythmic, accompanied by the creaking of the car’s suspension and Elizabeth’s muffled moans. She’s biting her lip now, trying to stay quiet, but I can tell she’s fighting a losing battle.

“You’re going to cum again, aren’t you?” I taunt, reaching down to rub her clit with my thumb. “You’re going to cum all over my cock while your husband sits in the next room.”

“Yes!” she hisses, her body tensing beneath me. “I’m so close, Rex. Please!”

I feel her pussy starting to contract around me, her orgasm building. The sight of her—flushed, desperate, completely at my mercy—makes my own release inch closer. But I’m not ready to cum yet. I’ve got more plans for Coach Frank’s wife tonight, and I’m just getting started.

I pull out suddenly, leaving Elizabeth empty and whimpering on the hood of Frank’s car. Before she can complain, I flip her over like she weighs nothing, manhandling her onto her hands and knees. Her perfect ass is right in front of me now, her pussy glistening with her juices, practically begging for my cock. I grab a handful of her hair, yanking her head back so I can see her face contorted with a mix of pain and pleasure.

“Is this how you like it?” I growl into her ear. “On your hands and knees like a bitch in heat?”

“Yes,” she gasps, her voice barely audible. “Please, Rex.”

The sight of her on all fours on top of Frank’s prized Corvette makes my cock throb painfully. Her ass is raised high in the air, her back arched perfectly, her expensive dress bunched around her waist. She looks like a high-class whore, and I’m about to treat her like one.

“Arch your back more,” I command, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “Show me how badly you want it.”

She complies immediately, dipping her spine and pushing her ass higher. Her pussy is completely exposed to me now, wet and swollen from our fucking. I run the head of my cock along her slit, coating it in her juices but not entering her yet.

“Beg for it,” I demand, still teasing her entrance.

“Please, Rex,” she whimpers, her British accent thick with desperation. “Please fuck me. I need your cock inside me.”

“Not good enough.” I slap her ass again, harder this time. “Tell me exactly what you want me to do to you.”

She looks back at me over her shoulder, her face flushed with desire and humiliation. “I want you to fuck me hard from behind. I want to feel your cock deep inside me, stretching me open. Please, I’m begging you.”

With a single, powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt. She cries out, her arms almost buckling from the force. I don’t give her time to adjust before I start pounding into her, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

“Fuck!” she gasps, her fingers clawing at the smooth metal of the car hood. “Oh my god, Rex!”

I grab her hips with both hands, my fingers digging into her soft flesh hard enough to leave marks. The thought of Frank seeing those bruises later, not knowing how they got there, makes me fuck her even harder.

“You’re going to have bruises tomorrow,” I tell her, tightening my grip. “Every time Frank touches you, you’ll remember who really owns this pussy.”

“Yes,” she moans, pushing back against me to take me deeper. “It’s yours, Rex. All yours.”

The sound of our bodies colliding echoes through the garage, wet and obscene. The car rocks beneath us, the suspension creaking with each thrust. If someone came in right now, they’d see Coach Frank’s wife on all fours on his precious car, taking my cock like the slut she is.

“You love this, don’t you?” I taunt, reaching forward to grab her hair again. I pull it back, forcing her to arch her neck. “You love being used like this.”

“Yes!” she cries out, her voice breaking. “I love it!”

I lean over her, my chest pressing against her back as I continue to pump into her. My mouth finds her ear, my breath hot against her skin. “You’re my dirty little garage slut, aren’t you?”

She hesitates, and I punish her by slamming into her harder, making her whole body jerk forward. “Answer me!”

“Yes, Rex!” she gasps, her British accent making the filthy words sound even more erotic. “I’m your dirty little garage slut!”

The admission seems to break something loose in her. She starts moving against me more frantically, meeting each of my thrusts with equal force. Her pussy grips my cock like a vise, hot and wet and perfect.

“Say it again,” I demand, my hand sliding around to find her clit. I rub it roughly, feeling her shudder beneath me.

“I’m your dirty little garage slut!” she cries out, louder this time, reckless with lust. “Oh god, Rex, I’m going to cum again!”

I fuck her harder, faster, driving her toward the edge. The car hood is now slick with our sweat, the metal hot beneath us. I can hear voices in the distance—my parents, Frank, maybe even the neighbors—but I don’t care. All I care about is the feeling of Elizabeth’s pussy clenching around my cock, the sight of her back arched in submission, the knowledge that I’m fucking Coach Frank’s wife on his most prized possession.

“Not yet,” I growl, slowing my pace just enough to keep her on the edge. “You don’t cum until I say you can.”

She whimpers in frustration, her body trembling with need. “Please, Rex. Please let me cum.”

“Tell me who owns you,” I demand, my fingers still working her clit but slower now, teasing her.

“You do,” she gasps, trying to move her hips to increase the friction. “You own me, Rex.”

“And what are you?”

“Your slut,” she moans, her accent making the word sound filthy. “Your dirty little garage slut.”

“Good girl,” I reward her by increasing my pace again, pounding into her with renewed vigor. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene soundtrack filling the garage.

I can feel my own orgasm building, a familiar pressure at the base of my spine. My balls are tight and heavy, ready to explode. But I’m not ready to cum yet. I want to savor this moment, this power I have over Coach Frank’s wife.

Elizabeth’s moans are getting louder, more desperate. Her pussy is clenching around me rhythmically, her body on the verge of release. I reach around and pinch her clit between my fingers, just hard enough to send her over the edge.

“Cum for me,” I command. “Now.”

She shatters instantly, her whole body convulsing as her orgasm rips through her. Her pussy contracts around my cock in powerful waves, trying to milk my own release. The sight of her coming undone beneath me, because of me, is almost enough to make me lose control.

“Rex! Oh god, Rex!” she cries out, her accent making even my name sound exotic and filthy.

I continue to fuck her through her orgasm, relentless in my pace. The car rocks violently beneath us, the metal groaning in protest. I can feel my own release building, my cock swelling even larger inside her. But I hold back, gritting my teeth against the pleasure. Not yet. Not fucking yet.

“You thought we were done?” I growl, slowing my thrusts as her orgasm subsides. “We’re just getting started, Mrs. Sterling. I’ve got plans for you tonight.”

The sound of metal scraping against metal makes us both freeze. The garage door rattles, then starts to lift slightly before dropping back down. “Elizabeth? Rex? Are you in there?” Coach Frank’s voice calls from outside. Elizabeth’s eyes go wide with panic, but I feel something else entirely—a surge of adrenaline that makes my cock throb even harder inside her. The danger of getting caught doesn’t scare me. It fucking thrills me.

“Rex, stop,” Elizabeth whispers urgently, trying to push me away. “That’s Frank! He’ll see us!”

Instead of pulling out, I slam into her harder, pinning her to the hood of the Corvette. “Let him see,” I growl, my voice low and dangerous. “Let him see who’s really fucking his wife.”

The garage door rattles again, lifting a few inches before dropping. I can see Frank’s shoes through the gap—his expensive loafers pacing back and forth as he fiddles with the mechanism. The sight of him so close, so oblivious, makes me even more determined to claim his wife completely.

“We have to stop,” Elizabeth pleads, but her body betrays her. Her pussy clenches around my cock, getting wetter by the second. The danger is turning her on just as much as it’s turning me on.

“You don’t want to stop,” I taunt, slowing my thrusts to deliberate, deep strokes. Each one makes her gasp, her eyes rolling back despite her fear. “You want him to catch us. You want him to see what a slut you really are.”

“No,” she moans, but she’s pushing back against me now, matching my rhythm. “Please, Rex.”

I grab her hips harder, my fingers digging into the bruises I’ve already left there. My thrusts become more possessive, more deliberate. Each one is a claim, a declaration of ownership. I’m not just fucking Elizabeth Sterling anymore—I’m taking her away from Frank, breaking her for any other man.

“Look,” I command, nodding toward the gap under the door. “Look at your husband while I fuck you.”

She turns her head, watching Frank’s feet as he continues to work on the door. The metal rattles and groans, but not as loudly as Elizabeth when I hit that perfect spot deep inside her. She bites her lip hard, trying to stay quiet, but small whimpers escape with each thrust.

“He has no idea,” I whisper, leaning over her back to speak directly into her ear. “No idea that his star quarterback is balls deep in his wife. No idea that she’s taking my cock better than any college slut ever has.”

“Stop,” she gasps, but her body responds to my words, her pussy gripping me tighter. “He’ll hear us.”

I reach around and cover her mouth with my hand, muffling her moans as I pick up the pace. The car rocks beneath us, the suspension creaking in rhythm with my thrusts. I watch Frank’s feet through the gap, timing my movements to when he steps away from the door.

“You’re going to cum again,” I tell her, not a question but a command. “You’re going to cum on my cock while your husband is right there.”

She shakes her head, denying it, but I can feel the telltale fluttering of her inner walls. She’s close, so fucking close. I slide my hand from her mouth down to her clit, rubbing it in hard circles.

“Do it,” I growl. “Cum for me now.”

Her body obeys even if her mind wants to resist. She buries her face against the car hood to muffle her cries as her orgasm tears through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock in rhythmic waves, trying to milk my own release.

The garage door rattles more violently now. Frank has something—a tool, maybe—and he’s working on the latch from the outside. “Almost got it!” he calls. “Hang on in there!”

I feel my own orgasm building, a familiar pressure at the base of my spine. My balls are tight and heavy, ready to explode. But I don’t want to cum inside her—not this time. I want to mark her in a way she can’t hide, can’t wash away so easily.

With a growl, I pull out of her just as my orgasm hits. I spin her around, pushing her to her knees in front of me. The first rope of cum lands across her face before she even realizes what’s happening. The second and third follow quickly, painting her cheeks, her lips, her chin in thick white stripes.

“What the fuck, Rex!” she gasps, but it’s too late. My cum is already dripping down her perfect face, some of it landing on her expensive dress.

The garage door starts to lift, light from the driveway spilling in. We have seconds, maybe less. I tuck my still-hard cock back into my pants, zipping up just as Elizabeth scrambles to pull her dress down and wipe my cum from her face. But she’s too slow—the door lifts completely, and there stands Frank, a triumphant smile on his face that quickly turns to confusion.

“There you are! I fixed the—“ He stops mid-sentence, taking in the scene before him. Elizabeth kneeling on the garage floor, her dress disheveled, her hair a mess, and unmistakably, my cum still glistening on her face and chest. His eyes narrow, looking between us. “What’s going on here?”

I open my mouth, not sure what lie I’m going to tell, but Elizabeth beats me to it. She stands up smoothly, wiping at her face with one hand.

“Oh, darling, thank goodness you got the door open!” she says, her British accent somehow even more pronounced now. “I was getting some milk from the garage fridge for coffee, and I stupidly dropped it. It went everywhere!” She gestures vaguely at her face and clothes. “Rex was just helping me clean up, and then he was showing me a stretching technique for my back. You know how it’s been bothering me lately.”

I fight to keep my face neutral, amazed at how quickly and convincingly she can lie. The milk story is ridiculous—who keeps milk in a garage fridge? But Frank’s face softens, concern replacing suspicion.

“Your back again? You should see that specialist I recommended,” he says, completely buying her story. He looks at me, nothing but gratitude in his eyes. “Thanks for helping her out, son. That stretching stuff really works, huh?”

“Oh yeah, Coach,” I reply, struggling not to laugh. “She was really tight. Needed a good, deep stretch.”

Elizabeth shoots me a warning look, but there’s a spark of amusement in her eyes too. “It was exactly what I needed,” she agrees, her voice dripping with double meaning that flies right over Frank’s head.

“Well, your parents were wondering where you’d gone off to,” Frank says, clapping me on the shoulder. “Thought maybe you’d left without saying goodbye.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it, Coach,” I say, following him toward the door. As we walk, Elizabeth falls into step beside her husband, but her hand reaches back to squeeze my ass quickly.

“Oh, Frank,” she says as we reach the door back into the house, “I was just telling Rex about our trip to the ski lodge next weekend. Wouldn’t it be lovely if he could join us? The poor boy has nowhere to go during the break, and we have that extra room.”

Frank’s face lights up. “That’s a great idea! What do you say, Rex? We’re planning to maybe go to a ski resort soon.”

I look over his shoulder at Elizabeth, who licks her lips slowly, tasting the last of my cum that she missed wiping away. Her eyes promise so much more than skiing.

“I’d love to, Coach,” I say, giving him my most innocent smile. “Sounds like exactly what I need.”
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I pound into Elizabeth’s tight pussy, watching her face contort with pleasure as she struggles not to scream. My cock stretches her open, filling her completely as her nails dig into my shoulders. Coach Frank’s bed creaks beneath us—the same bed he shares with her every night—and the thought makes my dick throb even harder inside her. Her hazel eyes lock onto mine, desperation and ecstasy fighting for dominance in her expression as I slam into her again, my balls slapping against her ass with each brutal thrust.

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 six 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.

“Fuck, Rex,” she gasps, her British accent making even those simple words sound filthy. “Harder, please.”

I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other grips her throat. Six weeks we’ve been doing this—six fucking weeks of bending Coach Frank’s wife over every surface in his house when he’s not around. Each time, she gets more desperate, more willing to risk getting caught just to feel my cock inside her.

“You want it harder?” I growl, tightening my grip on her throat just enough to make her eyes widen. “You want the whole neighborhood to hear you getting fucked by your husband’s star quarterback?”

She nods frantically, her chest heaving with each labored breath. Her tits bounce with every thrust, perfect and round against her slender frame. Coach Frank doesn’t deserve this woman. He doesn’t know how to handle her, how to give her what she really needs.

“Please,” she whimpers, her voice barely audible. “Don’t stop.”

I release her wrists to grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back to expose her neck. My teeth find her skin, biting down just hard enough to make her gasp but not enough to leave evidence for her husband to find. I’m not stupid—this arrangement works because Frank remains clueless, convinced his British trophy wife would never fuck around on him, especially not with the boy he treats like a son.

“You’re such a fucking slut,” I whisper against her ear, feeling her pussy clench around my cock at the words. “Coach Frank thinks you’re his proper British wife, but look at you now.”

Her eyes roll back as I hit that perfect spot deep inside her. I feel her trying to stifle her moans, her teeth digging into her lower lip hard enough to draw blood. But I want to hear her. I want her to lose control.

I hook my fingers into her mouth, pulling at the corner until her jaw stretches wide. “Let me hear you,” I demand, continuing to slam into her with punishing force. “Tell me how much you love this cock.”

With my fingers distorting her mouth, she can barely speak, but she tries anyway, drool spilling down her chin as she attempts to form words around my intrusion.

“I love your cock,” she slurs, her pristine accent mangled by my fingers pulling at her lips. “Best I’ve ever had.”

The sight of Elizabeth Sterling—Coach Frank’s sophisticated, elegant wife—reduced to this drooling, desperate mess beneath me sends a surge of power through my veins. I withdraw my fingers from her mouth only to slide them into her hair again, gripping it at the roots and pulling hard.

Her back arches off the mattress, pushing her tits up toward my face. I don’t waste the opportunity, capturing one nipple between my teeth and biting down. She bucks beneath me, her legs wrapping tighter around my waist.

“Rex, I’m close,” she pants, her accent thickening the way it always does when she’s about to cum. “Please don’t stop. Don’t you dare fucking stop.”

I increase my pace, my hips slamming against hers with enough force to make the headboard bang against the wall. Each thrust drives my cock deeper inside her, claiming territory that Frank thinks is his alone. But Elizabeth knows better now. She knows whose cock makes her cum the hardest, whose name she bites back when she’s on the edge.

“You going to cum on my cock?” I taunt, sliding my free hand between our bodies to find her clit. I rub it in tight circles, feeling her entire body tense beneath me. “Right here in your marriage bed?”

“Yes!” she gasps, her eyes wide with desperation. “I’m cumming, Rex. Oh god, I’m cumming!”

Her pussy clenches around my cock like a vise, her inner walls pulsating with waves of pleasure. I hook my fingers back into her mouth, pulling sideways to stretch her lips into a forced grimace as her orgasm tears through her. The sight is fucking incredible—Coach Frank’s prim and proper wife, her mouth distorted by my fingers, her body convulsing in ecstasy as I continue to pound into her.

I feel her juices coating my cock, making each thrust even smoother as I maintain my relentless pace. Her eyes are unfocused now, glazed over with pleasure as she rides out her orgasm. Small, broken whimpers escape her stretched mouth, and I can tell she’s fighting to keep quiet despite the overwhelming sensations.

“That’s it,” I growl, keeping my fingers hooked in her mouth as I continue fucking her through her climax. “Take it all.”

My other hand finds her throat again, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. The effect is immediate—her pussy clenches even tighter around my cock, her eyes rolling back as the added element of danger pushes her pleasure to new heights.

This is what she craves, what Frank could never give her—the thrill of being used, dominated, taken to the very edge of what she can handle. And I’m more than happy to oblige, to reduce this sophisticated woman to nothing but raw need and desperation.

As her orgasm begins to subside, I release her throat but keep my fingers in her mouth, using them to turn her face toward mine. “Who do you belong to?” I demand, my voice low and threatening.

She looks directly into my eyes, her own still hazy with pleasure. When she speaks, her words are distorted by my fingers but unmistakable: “You, Rex. Only you.”

The admission sends a surge of satisfaction through me. Coach Frank may have the ring on her finger, the house, the reputation. But I have his wife’s submission, her desperation, her pussy clenching around my cock as I fuck her in their marital bed. And that makes me the real fucking winner here.

My cock is still buried deep inside Elizabeth when we hear it—Frank’s voice calling up from downstairs. “Lizzie? Are you home?” The sound of her husband’s voice should make us stop, should send me diving for cover, but instead, it sends an electric thrill through my body. I clamp my hand over Elizabeth’s mouth and keep fucking her, my pace never faltering as her eyes widen with a mixture of panic and arousal.

“Elizabeth?” Frank calls again, his footsteps audible on the stairs now. “Your car’s in the driveway. Where are you?”

She tries to push me off, her hands pressing against my chest, but I grab her wrists and pin them above her head again. The danger of getting caught only makes my cock harder, the adrenaline pumping through my veins like a powerful drug.

“Answer him,” I whisper, removing my hand from her mouth. “But I’m not stopping.”

Elizabeth takes a shaky breath, trying to compose herself as I continue to slide in and out of her wet pussy. “I’m up here, darling!” she calls out, her British accent perfectly controlled despite the circumstances. “Just finishing up a workout!”

I have to bite back a laugh at her choice of words. A workout indeed. I thrust into her harder, deliberately making it difficult for her to maintain her composure. Her eyes narrow at me, a silent warning that I ignore completely.

“What kind of workout?” Frank asks, his voice closer now. “I thought you were meeting with your personal trainer at the gym today.”

My hips don’t miss a beat as I lean down to whisper in her ear. “Yeah, Elizabeth. What kind of workout are you doing with your personal trainer?”

She shoots me a glare that quickly transforms into a look of pleasure as I hit that perfect spot inside her. “Just—ah—some high intensity interval training,” she calls back, her voice rising slightly on the word ’intensity’ as I slide my hand between us to rub her clit. “Trying a new routine Rex showed me!”

The mention of my name in this context, with her husband just down the hall, makes my cock throb inside her. I increase my pace, fucking her with deep, powerful strokes that have her fighting to stay quiet. Her pussy clenches around me, still sensitive from her earlier orgasm.

“Rex?” Frank’s voice carries a note of curiosity. “You’re working out with Rex?”

I slam into her harder at the sound of my name on Coach Frank’s lips, the thrill of fucking his wife while he’s just meters away driving me wild with lust and power. Elizabeth’s eyes roll back, her teeth digging into her lower lip to keep from moaning aloud.

“He’s—oh!—he’s got some excellent techniques,” she manages to say, her words punctuated by barely disguised gasps as I pound into her. “Very effective for—mmm—core strength and flexibility.”

I can’t help but smile at her quick thinking, even as I feel my own orgasm building. The base of my spine tingles with approaching release, my balls tightening as I continue to drive into her. The bed creaks beneath us with each thrust, and I briefly wonder if Frank can hear it.

“That’s great!” Frank calls, his voice now right outside the bedroom door. “I always say Rex is a good influence. Is he still coaching you now?”

Elizabeth’s eyes widen in panic, her gaze darting to the bedroom door which, thankfully, she’d locked earlier. I feel her pussy clamp down on my cock involuntarily as the danger reaches its peak.

“No, he’s—ah—he had to leave already,” she lies, her voice strained as I continue my relentless pace. “I’m just cooling down now!”

The irony is perfect. She’s doing anything but cooling down as I fuck her harder, faster, my release building with each thrust. I can feel her starting to cum again, her inner walls fluttering around my cock in that familiar way.

“I’m gonna cum inside you,” I growl into her ear, quiet enough that only she can hear. “Right now, with your husband outside the door.”

“Please,” she whispers, her eyes locked on mine with desperate intensity. “Fill me up.”

That’s all it takes to push me over the edge. My orgasm rips through me like a lightning bolt, my cock pulsing as I empty myself deep inside Coach Frank’s wife. I bury my face in her neck to muffle my groans, my hips jerking with each wave of pleasure. Elizabeth’s body responds instantly, her own orgasm crashing over her as her pussy milks every last drop of cum from my cock.

Just as the final pulses of my orgasm subside, the doorknob rattles. “Elizabeth? Why is the door locked?”

“Shit!” I mouth silently, pulling out of her with a wet sound that seems impossibly loud in the quiet room. Cum leaks from her pussy onto their expensive sheets as I roll off the bed and drop to the floor.

“Just a moment, darling!” Elizabeth calls, her voice remarkably steady as she jumps up and grabs her robe from a nearby chair. I crawl around to the far side of the bed, pressing myself against the floor as she quickly smooths the bedding. “I was changing!”

She unlocks the door just as I flatten myself against the floor on the far side of the bed, hidden from view but with my heart pounding so loudly I’m sure Frank will hear it. The door swings open, and I hear Frank’s footsteps enter the room.

“Sorry to interrupt your workout,” he says, and I can picture his oblivious smile, completely unaware that his star quarterback is hiding naked on his bedroom floor, cum still wet on my cock from fucking his wife. “But I have amazing news!”

“What is it, darling?” Elizabeth asks, and I’m impressed by how normal she sounds, how quickly she’s shifted back into the role of dutiful wife when moments ago she was begging for my cum.

“I just got off the phone with Heinrich at Silver Peak,” Frank says excitedly. “He’s offered us his private chalet in Switzerland for this weekend! All expenses paid! It’s a thank you for the coaching clinic I ran for his son’s team last summer.”

“Switzerland?” Elizabeth’s voice carries genuine surprise. “That’s wonderful, Frank! But what about Rex? Doesn’t he have that training schedule to maintain during the break?”

I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing. Even now, with me hiding naked on her floor, she’s thinking about how to continue our affair.

“That’s actually a concern,” Frank admits. “I was thinking about turning it down because of that. I don’t want him to lose momentum...”

“Why don’t we bring him along?” Elizabeth suggests, her tone perfectly innocent. “The chalet has a guest house, doesn’t it? And I’ve been making such progress with the workout routine he’s designed for me. We could continue our training there.”

There’s a pause, and I can imagine Frank’s face as he considers the idea. “That’s not a bad thought,” he says finally. “The boy has nowhere to go during break anyway, and the chalet does have excellent facilities. Plus, it would give me a chance to work on some new plays with him in a relaxed environment.”

“It’s settled then,” Elizabeth says, and I can hear the smile in her voice. “Rex comes with us to Switzerland.”

As Frank launches into details about the trip, I lie there on the floor, naked and satisfied, already imagining all the ways I’ll fuck his wife in the snowy mountains of Switzerland—right under his nose, just the way I like it.

Ready for the full story?

➡️Read Book 6 Now
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