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Chapter 1

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.


Chapter 2

The first-class ticket in my hand feels like a practical joke as I glance at Frank and Elizabeth settling into their plush seats at the front of the plane. My economy seat is twenty rows back, wedged between what looks like a businessman with anger management issues and an elderly woman already unwrapping hard candies. Elizabeth catches my eye as I pause in the first-class cabin, her glossy lips curving into that secret smile that makes my cock stir. She knows exactly what she’s doing when she touches Frank’s arm and whispers something in his ear, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Frank, darling,” she says, loud enough for me to hear, her British accent extra thick for effect. “I’ve just had the most brilliant idea.”

Coach Frank looks up from his magazine, smiling at his wife with that puppy-dog devotion that makes me want to laugh. “What’s that, honey?”

Elizabeth gestures toward me, putting on her best concerned expression. “Poor Rex is stuck all the way back in economy. Wouldn’t it make more sense for him to sit here with me so he can keep his body rested? You know how important rest is for athletes.”

I suppress a smirk as Frank’s face lights up with enthusiasm. The man is so fucking clueless it’s almost sad.

“That’s actually a great idea,” he says, nodding vigorously. “But the flight’s full. Where would he sit?”

Elizabeth puts her hand on Frank’s knee, squeezing it in that manipulative way wives have perfected over centuries. “You could take his economy seat, darling. You always fall asleep on flights anyway, and you mentioned wanting to review those game tapes on your tablet. You’d have more privacy back there.”

I watch as Frank considers this, completely blind to his wife’s true motives. He actually thinks she wants me to relax for eight hours. Meanwhile, my dick is already half-hard just thinking about what she really has planned.

“You know what? You’re right,” Frank says, standing up and gathering his things. He turns to me with a smile that almost—almost—makes me feel guilty. “Rex, you take my seat. I’ll grab yours in economy. What row are you?”

“Twenty-three B,” I reply, trying to sound reluctant. “You sure about this, Coach? I don’t mind sitting in the back.”

“Absolutely!” Frank claps me on the shoulder, that fatherly gesture he’s so fond of.

Frank gathers the last of his things, completely oblivious to the tension crackling between his wife and me. “I’ll check in with you both before we land. Elizabeth, make sure Rex gets whatever he needs, okay?”

“Oh, I intend to,” she replies with a sweet smile that’s pure poison.

As soon as Frank disappears toward the back of the plane, I slide into his vacant seat beside Elizabeth. She watches him go, waiting until he’s completely out of sight before turning to me, all pretense of innocence gone from her expression.

“Alone at last,” she murmurs, her hand immediately finding my thigh under the cover of the plush airline blanket she’s already spread across our laps. “Eight uninterrupted hours with nothing to do but... relax.”

The flight attendant comes by with pre-departure champagne, and I watch Elizabeth’s throat as she swallows, remembering how those same lips were wrapped around my cock just yesterday. She notices me watching and deliberately licks a drop of champagne from her upper lip, slow and teasing.

“To Switzerland,” she says, clinking her glass against mine. “And all the fun we’re going to have right under my husband’s nose.”

Her hand slides higher on my thigh, fingers tracing the outline of my rapidly hardening cock through my jeans. The thrill of her touching me so openly, with other passengers just feet away and her husband somewhere at the back of the plane, sends a surge of adrenaline through my body.

“You’re playing a dangerous game,” I warn her, though we both know I love the risk as much as she does.

“Danger is my favorite aphrodisiac,” she whispers, leaning closer as if to tell me a secret. Her hand squeezes my bulge more firmly, making my breath catch. “Did you know this ski resort is quite famous?”

“For the slopes?” I ask, knowing that’s not what she means.

Elizabeth’s laugh is low and husky as her fingers work my zipper down with practiced ease. “For two things, actually. It’s a popular destination for couple retreats...” Her hand slips inside my pants, finding my cock and wrapping around it with no barriers now. “And it’s absolutely crawling with lonely rich MILFs whose husbands are always ’in meetings.’”

My cock pulses in her hand as she begins to stroke me slowly, her touch firm and confident. The blanket covers our laps completely, but anyone paying close attention would notice the rhythmic movement beneath it.

“Sounds like my kind of place,” I reply, my voice rougher now as her thumb circles the sensitive head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that’s already leaking from the tip.

“I thought you might say that.” She leans in closer, her lips brushing my ear. “I’ve already scoped out our chalet. The guest house where you’ll be staying connects directly to our master suite. Frank will never know when I slip away to visit you.”

Her hand works my cock with more purpose now, her grip tightening as she pumps up and down my shaft. I glance around, but no one is paying attention to us—the business class cabin is quiet, passengers absorbed in their devices or already settling in for sleep.

“And what about now?” I ask, sliding my hand onto her thigh, pushing her skirt up inch by teasing inch. “Can’t wait until we land?”

Elizabeth’s breathing quickens as my fingers trace patterns on her inner thigh, inching closer to her center. “The seatbelt sign is about to go off,” she murmurs, eyes darting to the illuminated sign above. “When it does, I’m going to the bathroom. Wait two minutes, then follow me.”

Right on cue, the captain announces our cruising altitude, and the seatbelt sign dings off. Elizabeth withdraws her hand from my pants with a final, teasing squeeze and stands up smoothly, straightening her skirt.

“Don’t keep me waiting too long,” she purrs, grabbing her small handbag. As she passes in front of me to reach the aisle, she deliberately brushes her ass against my face, the scent of her expensive perfume mixing with the unmistakable aroma of her arousal.

I watch her walk toward the bathroom, hips swaying hypnotically. Several male passengers turn to look as she passes, but their admiring glances only fuel my anticipation. They can look all they want, but I’m the one who’s about to fuck her in the tiny airplane bathroom while her husband sits in economy, completely unaware.

Two minutes is going to feel like an eternity.


Chapter 3

The chalet takes my breath away when we first pull up, not because I give a shit about architecture, but because I’m immediately imagining bending Elizabeth over every surface in sight. Floor-to-ceiling windows frame the snow-capped mountains beyond, while inside, plush fur rugs and crackling fireplaces promise the perfect backdrop for the filthy things I plan to do to Coach Frank’s wife. The air smells like pine and money, the kind of place where champagne flows freely and inhibitions disappear just as easily. Frank’s practically bouncing with excitement as we step out of the resort’s luxury SUV, while Elizabeth catches my eye with that knowing look that makes my cock twitch in anticipation.

“This is incredible,” Frank says, gawking at the main chalet like a kid at Disney World. “Heinrich really outdid himself.”

I nod in agreement, but my eyes are on Elizabeth as she steps out of the car, her tight ski pants hugging every curve of her ass. The cold air makes her nipples visible through her cashmere sweater, and I can’t wait to get my mouth on them later.

“I’ll show you to your accommodations,” says a melodic, accented voice behind us.

We turn to find a tall, striking woman with platinum blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. She’s dressed in a form-fitting resort uniform that does nothing to hide her athletic figure—long legs, narrow waist, and tits that rival Elizabeth’s.

“I am Elara,” she continues, extending a hand first to Frank, then Elizabeth, and finally to me. When her fingers touch mine, she holds the contact a beat too long, her ice-blue eyes scanning me from head to toe with unmistakable interest. “I manage the property for Mr. Heinrich. Welcome to Silver Peak.”

“Thank you for having us,” Frank replies, oblivious as always. “I’m Frank Sterling, this is my wife Elizabeth, and this is Rex Ryder, our... well, he’s like a son to us!”

I suppress a smirk at that. If only Coach knew what his “son” has been doing to his wife.

Elara’s gaze lingers on me, her eyes dropping briefly to my chest and lower before snapping back to my face. “The star quarterback, yes? We have heard even in Switzerland about your talents.”

“My talents extend beyond the field,” I reply with a smile that makes her cheeks flush slightly.

Elizabeth clears her throat, stepping closer to me with a territorial air that surprises me. “Rex has been kind enough to design a personal training regimen for me,” she says, her British accent extra crisp. “We’ll need to continue our sessions while we’re here.”

Elara nods, a knowing smile playing at her lips. “Of course. We have excellent facilities for... physical activities.”

The sexual tension in the air is thick enough to cut with a knife as Elara leads us toward the main chalet. I hang back slightly, admiring the view as both women walk ahead of me—Elizabeth’s perfect ass in those ski pants, and Elara’s long legs making strides through the fresh snow.

Frank is too busy taking in the surroundings to notice anything amiss. “This place is spectacular,” he marvels, pointing at features like he’s giving a damn tour. “Look at that stonework! And those beams must be hundreds of years old!”

The main chalet is even more impressive inside—soaring ceilings with exposed wooden beams, a massive stone fireplace already roaring with flames, and furniture that probably costs more than my car. Fur throws are draped over plush couches, and the entire back wall is glass, providing an uninterrupted view of the Alps.

“This is the main living area,” Elara explains, gesturing around the space. “The kitchen is fully stocked, and we offer room service from 6 AM until midnight. The hot tub on the deck is heated and ready for use at any time.”

My mind immediately conjures an image of Elizabeth naked in that hot tub, her wet tits glistening in the moonlight as I fuck her beneath the bubbling water. From the quick glance she throws me, I can tell she’s thinking the same thing.

“Now, let me show you to your accommodations,” Elara continues. “Mr. and Mrs. Sterling, you have the master suite upstairs. And Mr. Ryder, we have prepared the guest house for you.”

She leads us through the chalet and up a curved staircase to a massive bedroom with yet another fireplace and a king-size bed covered in what look like the softest sheets I’ve ever seen. A bathroom larger than my entire apartment features a rainfall shower and a deep soaking tub built for two.

“This is perfect,” Frank says, tossing his carry-on onto a bench at the foot of the bed.

Elizabeth walks to the windows, looking out at the view. “Breathtaking,” she murmurs, though when she turns back, her eyes are fixed on me, not the scenery.

“And now, Mr. Ryder, if you’ll follow me?” Elara says, her voice almost a purr.

I follow her back downstairs and through a door at the rear of the chalet. We step outside briefly, crossing a short, covered walkway that connects to a smaller but equally luxurious structure.

“This is your guest house,” she explains as we enter. “Complete privacy, but still connected to the main chalet for convenience.”

The guest house is a scaled-down version of the main chalet—same massive windows, same plush furniture, same crackling fireplace. But what catches my attention is a door at the far end of the room.

“Where does that lead?” I ask, already suspecting the answer.

Elara’s smile is knowing. “That is a connecting door to the main chalet. It leads to a small hallway that connects directly to the master suite. For convenience, of course. Sometimes guests prefer not to go outside in the cold.”

“Very convenient,” I agree, not bothering to hide my smirk.

“I thought you would appreciate the... arrangement,” she says, her gaze direct and challenging. As she hands me the key, her fingers brush against my palm deliberately. “If there is anything you need during your stay, anything at all, please do not hesitate to call me personally. My number is programmed into the house phone.”

The invitation in her voice is unmistakable. I study her more carefully—she’s older than I first thought, maybe mid-thirties, with subtle lines around her eyes that only add to her appeal. Different from Elizabeth, more athletic than curvy, but undeniably hot.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I reply, letting my eyes linger on her body long enough to make my interest clear.

Elizabeth appears in the doorway, having followed us from the main chalet. “Rex, is everything to your satisfaction?” Her voice is sweet, but there’s an edge to it I recognize immediately. She’s staking her claim.

Elara turns, looking between us with a raised eyebrow and an amused expression. “I was just showing Mr. Ryder the connecting door to your suite. For convenience.”

“How thoughtful,” Elizabeth says coolly. “I’m sure we’ll make good use of it.”

The tension between the two women is delicious, and I can’t help but enjoy being at the center of it. Frank appears behind Elizabeth, completely oblivious to the sexual undercurrents swirling around us.

“This is fantastic!” he exclaims, looking around the guest house. “Rex, you’re all set up here. And so close by! We can go over those new plays I was telling you about whenever we want.”

“I’m looking forward to it, Coach,” I say, catching Elizabeth’s eye over his shoulder. “I think this is going to be a very productive trip.”

Elara watches our exchange with observant eyes, clearly picking up on what Frank cannot. “Well, I will leave you to get settled,” she says finally. “Dinner is served in the main dining room at seven, or you may request private dining here. Enjoy your stay at Silver Peak.”

As she walks away, her hips swaying hypnotically, I feel Elizabeth move closer to me, her hand brushing against mine where Frank can’t see.

“I’ll be visiting later tonight,” she whispers, her voice barely audible. “After Frank takes his sleeping pill.”

I nod almost imperceptibly, already imagining her sneaking through that connecting door, wearing nothing but lingerie and desperation. Between Elizabeth’s guaranteed visit and Elara’s obvious interest, this trip is shaping up to be exactly the kind of vacation I need.

***

I’m stretched out on the couch in front of the fireplace, nursing a whiskey and watching the flames dance when I spot movement outside my window. Through the gently falling snow, I see Elizabeth making her way across the path between the chalets, bundled in a long coat that doesn’t hide the fact that she’s wearing heels. My cock stiffens immediately at the sight of her, knowing exactly why she’s coming here. Frank’s at some bullshit mixer for lodge guests—probably boring the shit out of everyone with football stories—leaving his wife free to slip away to get the fucking she really needs. I set my glass down and move to the door, ready to give Coach Frank’s wife exactly what she’s been craving since we arrived.

I fling the door open before she can knock, startling her mid-step. Her cheeks are flushed from the cold, snowflakes melting in her dark hair. For a split second, she looks almost innocent—until her eyes meet mine and that familiar hunger darkens her gaze.

“Rex—” she starts, but I don’t let her finish.

I grab her arm and yank her inside, slamming the door behind her with enough force to rattle the windows. Before she can speak again, I push her against the wall, my mouth crashing down on hers with bruising force. She moans into the kiss, her body melting against mine instantly.

“Couldn’t wait, could you?” I growl against her lips, my hands already working to unfasten her coat. “Couldn’t make it one fucking night without my cock?”

“I needed you,” she gasps, her British accent thicker with arousal. “Frank’s been talking about bloody football all day, and all I could think about was you.”

I tear open her coat to reveal what’s underneath—a black lace teddy that barely covers anything, paired with matching stockings and garters. My cock strains painfully against my sweatpants at the sight of her, all wrapped up like a fucking gift for me.

“You wore this under your coat? Walking through the snow?” I ask, running my hands over the delicate fabric, feeling her hardened nipples beneath. “What if someone saw you? The resort staff? Elara?”

Elizabeth’s breath hitches as I pinch one nipple through the lace. “No one saw. I was careful.”

“But you wanted them to, didn’t you?” I accuse, sliding my hand between her legs to find her already soaking through the thin fabric. “You wanted someone to see Coach Frank’s proper British wife sneaking across the resort in fuck-me lingerie.”

“No,” she denies, but her pussy gets wetter against my fingers, betraying her.

In one swift movement, I grab her and throw her toward the center of the room. She stumbles, losing her balance on those ridiculous heels, and falls onto the plush fur rug in front of the fireplace. The orange glow illuminates her body as she looks up at me, a mixture of fear and excitement in her eyes.

“You know what I think?” I say, stalking toward her like a predator. “I think you get off on this. The risk, the betrayal, the fucking danger of it all.”

I drop to my knees between her legs, forcing them apart with my hands. The teddy has snaps at the crotch, which I rip open without ceremony, exposing her wet pussy to the warm air of the room. She gasps, trying to close her legs, but I hold them firmly apart.

“I think you love being used behind your husband’s back,” I continue, trailing my fingers through her slick folds but not giving her the pressure she craves. “I think you love that he has no idea his star quarterback is fucking his wife raw every chance we get.”

“Rex, please,” she whimpers, trying to push herself against my hand.

I pull away completely, denying her. “Admit it,” I demand, my voice hard. “Admit you love being my slut behind your husband’s back.”

Her eyes flash with defiance for a moment before she surrenders. “I love it,” she whispers.

“Louder.”

“I love it,” she repeats, her voice stronger now. “I love being your slut behind Frank’s back.”

“Why?” I press, rewarding her with a single finger sliding into her wet heat.

Her back arches off the rug as I curl my finger to hit that spot inside her. “Because you fuck me like he never could,” she gasps. “Because you use me like I need to be used.”

Satisfied with her admission, I withdraw my finger and strip off my sweatpants, freeing my rock-hard cock. She licks her lips at the sight of it, her eyes glazed with lust.

“Is this what you came for?” I ask, stroking myself inches from her face.

“Yes,” she breathes, reaching for me.

I slap her hands away. “Turn over,” I command. “On your knees.”

Elizabeth complies immediately, flipping onto her hands and knees, her ass raised invitingly toward me. I tear the teddy further, exposing more of her without removing it completely. The contrast of her pale skin against the black lace, highlighted by the firelight, makes my cock throb with anticipation.

I position myself behind her, rubbing the head of my cock through her wetness, teasing her entrance without pushing in. She tries to push back against me, desperate for penetration, but I grip her hips hard enough to bruise, holding her in place.

“Beg for it,” I demand, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

“Please, Rex,” she moans, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Please fuck me.”

I slap her other cheek, watching the flesh redden under my palm. “Not good enough.”

“Please, I need your cock inside me,” she begs, her accent making the filthy words sound even more obscene. “I need you to fuck me hard, make me yours.”

Without warning, I slam into her all the way to the hilt, drawing a strangled cry from her throat. The feeling of her tight pussy gripping my cock is intoxicating, better than any drug. I don’t give her time to adjust before I start pounding into her with brutal force.

“This is what you wanted,” I growl, digging my fingers into her hips as I thrust. “To be fucked like the slut you are while your husband networks with a bunch of rich assholes.”

“Yes!” she cries, pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. “God, yes!”

I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back as I continue to drive into her. The angle changes, allowing me to hit even deeper inside her, making her moan with each thrust. My other hand wraps around her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely.

“You like that?” I ask, feeling her pussy clench tighter around my cock as I squeeze her neck. “You like being choked while I fuck you from behind?”

She can’t speak with my hand on her throat, but she nods frantically, her eyes rolling back in pleasure. The firelight dances across her skin, illuminating the sweat beginning to form on her back as I pound into her relentlessly.

The sound of our bodies colliding fills the room—the wet slap of skin on skin, her muffled moans, my grunts of exertion. The fur rug beneath us is soft against my knees, providing the perfect cushion for what I’m doing to Coach Frank’s wife.

“Your pussy feels so fucking good,” I groan, releasing her throat to slap her ass again. “So much tighter than those college sluts I fuck.”

“I’m going to cum,” she gasps, her words broken by the force of my thrusts. “Please, Rex, can I cum?”

“Not yet,” I say, slowing my pace to torment her. “Not until I say so.”

I release her hair to reach around and find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles that make her whole body shudder. At the same time, I tighten my grip on her throat again, feeling her pussy contract around my cock in response.

“Now,” I command, increasing the pressure on both her clit and her throat. “Cum for me now.”

Her orgasm hits her like a tidal wave, her entire body convulsing as she screams my name. 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 beneath me is enough to push me over the edge.

I thrust into her a few more times before burying myself to the hilt, filling her with my cum as my own orgasm tears through me. I keep my hand on her throat, feeling her pulse race beneath my fingers as I empty myself inside her.

When the last pulses of my orgasm subside, I release her throat and withdraw slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum begins to leak from her well-fucked pussy onto the expensive fur rug. She collapses onto her stomach, her body still trembling with aftershocks.

I slap her ass one more time before standing up. “Get up,” I tell her, my voice cold and commanding. “Frank will be back from his mixer soon.”

Elizabeth rolls over, looking thoroughly debauched—her hair a tangled mess, her expensive lingerie torn and ruined, my handprints visible on her ass and throat, her thighs wet with our combined fluids.

“Go back to your husband,” I say, tossing her coat at her. “Slip into bed beside him with my cum still inside you.”

She shudders at my words, a mixture of shame and arousal crossing her face as she slowly gets to her feet. Her legs are shaky as she pulls her coat on over her ruined lingerie.

“He’ll know,” she whispers, touching her neck where my fingerprints are beginning to show. “He’ll see the marks.”

I shrug, already pouring myself another whiskey. “Then wear a scarf. Or don’t. Maybe it’s time Coach Frank learned what his star quarterback has been doing to his wife.”

The fear in her eyes only makes me harder again, but I resist the urge to bend her over for another round. Instead, I open the door, gesturing for her to leave.

“Same time tomorrow?” I ask, knowing full well what her answer will be.

Elizabeth nods, her eyes already darkening with renewed desire despite the thorough fucking I’ve just given her. “Same time tomorrow,” she confirms, stepping back out into the snowy night, marked as mine in every way that matters.


Chapter 4

Frank looks ridiculous in his beginner ski gear, all bright colors and awkward movements as the instructor leads him toward the bunny slope. Elizabeth stands beside me, both of us in sleek, professional-looking ski outfits, watching her husband wobble away with barely concealed amusement.

“He’ll be at least two hours,” she murmurs, her breath visible in the crisp mountain air. “I told him we’d be working on my form on the intermediate slopes.”

The double meaning isn’t lost on me, and I feel my cock stir beneath my thermal layers. I’ve been thinking about fucking her again since she left my chalet last night, her thighs still wet with my cum.

“Your form definitely needs work,” I reply, my eyes traveling down her body. Even in ski gear, she looks fuckable—the pants hugging her ass perfectly, her waist cinched tight by the jacket. I spot the edge of a hickey peeking above her turtleneck, my mark from last night.

“Should we get started then, coach?” she asks, her British accent making the innocent question sound filthy somehow.

We make our way to the ski lift, keeping up the charade of athlete and trainer for anyone watching. Elizabeth talks loudly about form and technique as we ascend the mountain, but beneath her goggles, her eyes are dark with desire. My hand rests on her thigh in the lift, inching higher with each passing moment.

“There’s a trail that branches off from Wildwood Run,” she tells me as we near the top. “Hardly anyone uses it. Too narrow, too many trees.”

“Sounds perfect,” I say, already imagining her pinned against one of those trees, snow falling around us as I fuck her senseless.

We exit the lift and ski down the main run for a while, maintaining our cover. Elizabeth is actually a decent skier, moving with grace and confidence down the slope. I follow closely behind, watching her ass as she carves through the snow, my mind racing with all the things I’m going to do to her.

After about ten minutes, she signals and veers off the main trail, cutting between two large pines onto a narrow path that’s barely visible unless you know it’s there. I follow her, the sound of other skiers fading away as we push deeper into the trees. The trail narrows further, forcing us to slow down as we navigate around close-set pines and over ungroomed snow.

Finally, Elizabeth stops in a small clearing surrounded by dense evergreens. The main trails are out of sight now, the sounds of the resort muffled by distance and the thick canopy of snow-laden branches. We’re completely alone, enclosed in our own private winter wonderland.

“No one comes here,” she says, pulling off her goggles and ski hat, letting her dark hair fall loose around her shoulders. “We can be as loud as we want.”

I don’t waste time with words. I close the distance between us in three strides, grabbing her by the throat and pushing her back against the nearest tree. Snow showers down from the disturbed branches, dusting her hair with white flakes as I crush my mouth against hers. She moans into the kiss, her tongue immediately seeking mine, hot and demanding despite the cold air around us.

“I’ve been thinking about this all morning,” I growl, biting her lower lip hard enough to make her gasp. “About bending you over in the snow and fucking you until you can’t walk straight.”

“Do it,” she challenges, her eyes flashing with desire. “Fuck me right here.”

I spin her around to face the tree, pushing her chest against the rough bark. My hands find the waistband of her ski pants, yanking them down just enough to expose her ass to the cold mountain air. She gasps at the sudden temperature change but pushes back against me eagerly.

“You came prepared,” I observe, discovering she’s wearing nothing beneath her pants. “Slutty and efficient.”

“I knew what I wanted,” she replies, looking back at me over her shoulder, her cheeks flushed with cold and arousal.

I unzip my own pants just enough to free my cock, already hard and aching for her. The contrast is intoxicating—the freezing air on my exposed skin, the heat radiating from Elizabeth’s body. I run my gloved hands over her bare ass, leaving faint red marks where I squeeze her flesh.

“Hurry,” she urges, her breath forming clouds in the cold air. “I need you inside me now.”

“Impatient bitch,” I mutter, but I line myself up with her entrance, feeling how wet she already is despite the cold. “Your pussy is soaking wet. You really are a fucking slut for my cock.”

Without warning, I thrust into her hard, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. Elizabeth cries out, the sound echoing off the surrounding mountains. Her inner walls clench around me, adjusting to the sudden intrusion.

“Yes!” she moans, her voice carrying in the crisp air. “Oh god, Rex! Fuck me!”

I grab her hips, my gloved fingers digging into her flesh as I begin to pound into her with brutal force. Each thrust pushes her against the tree, the rough bark scraping against her jacket. Snow continues to fall from the disturbed branches, landing on our heated bodies and melting instantly.

“You like this?” I growl into her ear, pulling her hair back with one hand while the other keeps a firm grip on her hip. “You like getting fucked in the open air where anyone could see you?”

“Yes!” she gasps, pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. “I love it! Harder!”

I give her what she wants, slamming into her with enough force to shake the tree. The sound of our bodies colliding is obscene in the quiet of the forest—wet, rhythmic slaps punctuated by Elizabeth’s increasingly loud moans.

“What if someone hears you?” I taunt, yanking her head back further. “What if some skier follows the sound of your slutty moans and finds Coach Frank’s wife getting railed against a tree by his star quarterback?”

The thought seems to excite her even more. Her pussy tightens around my cock, her moans growing louder and more desperate. I can feel the cold air on my ass and thighs, a sharp contrast to the searing heat of her pussy gripping me like a vise.

“Let them hear,” she cries out, abandoning all pretense of discretion. “Let them all hear how you fuck me!”

Her words echo across the mountainside, probably carrying further than she realizes in the thin, clear air. The thought that someone might actually hear us, might come investigating the sounds of our fucking, only drives me to thrust harder, deeper into her willing body.

The tree creaks under the force of our movements, more snow falling around us in a private storm of our creation. Elizabeth’s face is pressed against the bark now, her cheeks scratched red from the rough surface. She doesn’t seem to care or even notice, lost in the sensations of my cock filling her repeatedly.

“Touch yourself,” I command, releasing her hair to grab both her hips for better leverage. “Make yourself cum on my cock.”

She obediently snakes one hand between her body and the tree, finding her clit. I feel the change immediately as she starts to rub herself—her pussy clenching tighter around me, her breathing becoming more ragged.

“Oh fuck, Rex!” she moans, her voice breaking with pleasure. “Just like that! Don’t stop!”

I maintain my brutal pace, feeling sweat beginning to form under my layers despite the cold mountain air. The sound of skin slapping skin echoes off the trees, mixing with Elizabeth’s increasingly desperate moans and my own grunts of exertion.

“This pussy is mine,” I growl, emphasizing each word with a deep thrust. “Say it. Tell me whose pussy this is.”

“Yours!” she cries out, her body beginning to tremble. “It’s your pussy, Rex! All yours!”

I can feel her getting closer to the edge, her inner walls fluttering around my cock in that familiar way. The mountain air fills with her shameless moans as I fuck her against the snow-covered tree, both of us too consumed with lust to care who might hear us or come across our secluded spot.

“Cum for me,” I demand, tightening my grip on her hips. “Cum all over my cock like the slut you are.”

Her entire body tenses, her back arching as her orgasm crashes over her. “Rex!” she screams, her voice echoing off the mountains, carrying through the crystal clear air for anyone within earshot to hear. “I’m cumming! Fuck! I’m cumming!”

I keep thrusting through her orgasm, extending it, feeling her pussy contract around my cock in rhythmic waves. The sight of Elizabeth Sterling—Coach Frank’s sophisticated British wife—getting fucked raw against a tree in the Swiss Alps while her husband takes beginner ski lessons is almost too perfect.

Elizabeth’s pussy is still clenching around my cock from her orgasm, but I don’t slow down. If anything, her climax just makes me fuck her harder, more determined to wring every last ounce of pleasure from her body. Her moans have turned to whimpers now, overwhelmed by sensation as I continue to slam into her against the tree. Snow falls around us in gentle flurries, melting instantly where it lands on our overheated skin. “You thought we were done?” I growl into her ear, pulling her hair harder. “I’m just getting started with you, Mrs. Sterling.”

“Rex, please,” she gasps, her British accent thick with pleasure and exhaustion. “It’s too much.”

“No such thing,” I reply, biting down on her exposed neck, leaving another mark for her to explain away later. “Your pussy is still gripping me like it wants more. Like it’s fucking starving for my cock.”

She moans in response, unable to deny it as her body betrays her, pushing back against me to take me deeper. Her inner walls flutter around my length, already building toward another climax despite her protests.

“That’s what I thought,” I taunt, releasing her hair to grab both her hips again. “Coach Frank’s proper British wife can’t get enough of my cock, can she?”

“No,” she admits, her voice breaking as I hit that perfect spot deep inside her. “I can’t get enough. Please don’t stop.”

The cold air bites at my exposed skin, creating a delicious contrast with the heat of her pussy wrapped around me. I increase my pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. The tree shakes with each thrust, showering us with more snow from its branches.

“Fuck, Rex!” she cries out, her voice echoing across the mountain. “Yes! Just like that! Harder!”

I give her what she wants, slamming into her with enough force to lift her feet slightly off the ground with each thrust. Her ski boots scrape against the snow as I practically impale her on my cock, using my grip on her hips to pull her back onto me even as I drive forward.

“You’re so fucking tight,” I grunt, feeling sweat trickle down my back despite the freezing temperature. “Taking my cock so well.”

Elizabeth’s moans grow louder, more desperate as I continue to pound into her. Her pussy is soaking wet now, her juices coating my cock and making each thrust smoother, allowing me to fuck her even harder.

“I’m going to cum again,” she gasps, her body trembling. “Oh god, Rex, you’re going to make me cum again!”

I reach around and find her clit with my gloved finger, rubbing rough circles over the sensitive bud. “Then cum,” I command. “Cum all over my cock like the slut you are.”

She obeys instantly, her entire body convulsing as another orgasm tears through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsating around me as she screams my name into the winter air.

Through the haze of lust and exertion, I spot movement on the ridge above us. My eyes snap up to see a figure watching from about fifty yards away, partially obscured by trees but unmistakably female. The platinum blonde hair gives her away immediately—Elara, the resort manager.

Instead of stopping or slowing down, the knowledge that we’re being watched sends a fresh surge of arousal through my body. I fuck Elizabeth even harder, making sure to give Elara a good show. I pull Elizabeth upright, her back against my chest, giving our audience a better view of where my cock disappears into her body.

“We have company,” I whisper into Elizabeth’s ear, nodding slightly toward the ridge. “Someone’s watching us.”

Her eyes widen as she spots Elara, but instead of panicking, her pussy clenches tighter around my cock. The idea of being watched turns her on just as much as it does me.

“Let her watch,” Elizabeth moans, reaching back to grab my hair. “Show her how you fuck me.”

I lock eyes with Elara across the distance. Even from here, I can see the amazement on her face—lips parted, body completely still as she watches me rail Elizabeth against the tree. There’s no disguising what we’re doing, no pretending this is anything other than what it is: me fucking Coach Frank’s wife in the middle of the woods.

Elara doesn’t turn away. If anything, she leans forward slightly, getting a

Elara doesn’t turn away. If anything, she leans forward slightly, getting a better look as I continue to pound into Elizabeth. The knowledge that she’s watching, that she can see exactly how I’m dominating Coach Frank’s wife, makes me even harder inside Elizabeth.

“You like being watched, don’t you?” I taunt, loud enough for my voice to carry. “You like showing everyone what a slut you are for my cock.”

“Yes,” Elizabeth moans, not caring who hears her anymore. “I love it. I love your cock.”

I spin her around to face me, lifting her completely off the ground. Her legs wrap around my waist as I press her back against the tree, impaling her on my cock from this new angle. Snow showers down around us, but neither of us notices or cares. All that matters is the feeling of her pussy gripping me, the sight of her face contorted with pleasure, and the knowledge that Elara is watching every thrust.

“Look at her,” I command, nodding toward Elara. “Look at her watching you get fucked.”

Elizabeth turns her head, locking eyes with Elara across the distance. Instead of shame, I see a flash of pride cross her face, a perverse pleasure in being seen like this. She deliberately arches her back, putting on a show as I continue to slam into her.

“Fuck me harder,” she demands, loud enough for her voice to carry. “Make me scream.”

I’m happy to comply, tightening my grip on her ass as I fuck up into her with brutal force. Each thrust lifts her body and slams her back down onto my cock. The tree behind her creaks under the assault, more snow falling from its branches with each impact.

“You’re fucking insatiable,” I growl, feeling her pussy clench around me again. “You’re going to cum again, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” she cries, her nails digging into my shoulders through my jacket. “I’m so close, Rex. Don’t stop!”

I glance at Elara again. She hasn’t moved, transfixed by our display. I can’t make out her expression clearly from this distance, but her body language tells me everything I need to know—the slight forward lean, the tension in her posture. She’s not just watching; she’s getting off on it.

“Elara’s enjoying the show,” I tell Elizabeth, making sure my voice carries. “Maybe we should invite her to join us sometime.”

Elizabeth moans at the suggestion, her pussy gripping me tighter. “Yes,” she gasps, shocking me with her response. “Both of you. Using me.”

The image of both me and Elara taking turns with Elizabeth sends me closer to the edge. I can feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening as I continue to drive into her willing body.

“Tell her what you are,” I command, slowing my pace to make Elizabeth work for it. “Tell Elara what you really are.”

Elizabeth throws her head back, beyond shame now. “I’m his slut!” she shouts, her voice echoing across the mountainside. “I’m Rex’s fucking slut!”

I reward her by slamming into her harder, faster, each thrust punctuated by the wet sound of our bodies colliding. Elizabeth’s moans turn to screams as her third orgasm builds, her entire body trembling in my arms.

“That’s it,” I encourage her, feeling my own release approaching. “Cum for me. Cum for both of us.”

She shatters instantly, her scream piercing the mountain air as her pussy convulses around my cock. The contractions are so intense that I can barely keep thrusting, her body trying to milk my own release from me.

“I’m going to cum inside you,” I grunt, my rhythm faltering as I near the edge. “I’m going to fill your pussy with my cum right here in the snow.”

“Yes!” Elizabeth begs, her eyes wild with pleasure. “Mark me. Make me yours.”

I lock eyes with Elara one last time as my orgasm tears through me. I bury myself to the hilt in Elizabeth’s pussy, holding her tight against me as I empty myself inside her. Wave after wave of pleasure crashes over me, my cock pulsing as I flood her with my cum.

“Fuck!” I growl, my voice echoing through the trees. “Take it all. Every fucking drop.”

Elizabeth clings to me, her body still trembling with aftershocks as I fill her. I keep my eyes on Elara, watching her watch us, a silent challenge in my gaze. After a moment, she gives a small nod—acknowledgment, respect, maybe even desire—before turning and disappearing into the trees.

As my orgasm subsides, I slowly lower Elizabeth to the ground. Her legs are shaking so badly she can barely stand, her face flushed and hair wild. My cum immediately begins to leak from her, dripping onto the pristine snow between her legs. There’s something primitively satisfying about seeing my seed marking the snow, visible evidence of what we’ve done.

“She saw everything,” Elizabeth whispers, leaning against the tree for support as she pulls up her ski pants. “Elara saw everything.”

“Good,” I reply, tucking myself back into my pants. “Now she knows exactly who you belong to.”

Elizabeth’s eyes darken at my words, a mixture of arousal and fear crossing her face. “Do you think she’ll tell Frank?”

I laugh, the sound harsh in the quiet forest. “No. She wants a piece of this herself.” I gesture between us. “Did you see the way she was watching? She wasn’t disgusted. She was fucking turned on.”

A slow smile spreads across Elizabeth’s face as she processes this. “So what now?”

I look at the spot where Elara stood, then back to Elizabeth. “Now we ski back to the main trail before someone comes looking for us.” I reach out and wipe a snowflake from her cheek, an unexpectedly tender gesture. “And tonight, maybe we’ll find out if Elara wants to join our little arrangement.”

Elizabeth nods, her eyes glittering with excitement at the prospect. As we gather our equipment and prepare to return to the main slope, I take one last look at the scene of our encounter—the disturbed snow, the shaken tree, the unmistakable evidence of what happened here melting into the white ground.

In that moment, standing in the silent forest with snow falling gently around us, I feel a surge of power unlike anything I’ve felt on the football field. Coach Frank may have brought us to this luxurious resort, may have unwittingly invited me into his life, but it’s me who’s claiming everything that matters—his wife, her pleasure, and now, possibly, the beautiful resort manager too.

I smile to myself as we ski back toward the main trail, already planning my next move. Switzerland is turning out to be exactly the vacation I needed.


Chapter 5

The hot tub at Silver Peak Resort is exactly what I need after a day on the slopes. Steam rises around my naked body as I stretch my arms along the edge, my muscles relaxed in the bubbling water. Coach Frank insisted I try the private hot tub on the deck of our chalet, said it would be “good for recovery.” If he only knew the kind of recovery I have in mind—his wife bent over the edge of this same tub later tonight, my cock buried inside her while he snores away in their bedroom.

It’s been two days at this fancy-ass Swiss ski resort, and I’ve already fucked Elizabeth two more times—once in the supply closet of the ski rental shop and once in the bathroom during dinner last night. Coach Frank is clueless as ever, too busy bragging about me to everyone he meets. “This is Rex Ryder, my star quarterback,” he keeps saying, his hand on my shoulder like a proud dad. If only he knew what his “son” was doing to his wife every chance we get.

I close my eyes, letting my cock float freely in the hot water. The privacy fence around the deck keeps me hidden from the other chalets, so I don’t bother with swim trunks. Why the fuck would I? A body like mine is meant to be seen—tanned and ripped from countless hours in the gym, my dick hanging thick and heavy between my legs.

The sound of the deck door sliding open makes me open one eye. Holy shit.

An Asian woman steps onto the deck, wrapped in a hotel robe that barely contains her curves. She’s got to be in her late thirties, maybe early forties, but goddamn. Her face is flawless—high cheekbones, full lips painted red, almond-shaped eyes that scan the deck before landing on me. Her long black hair cascades over her shoulders in silky waves.

“I’m sorry,” she says, her accent slight but noticeable. “I thought this hot tub was part of my chalet.”

I don’t bother covering up. Let her look. “It’s part of mine. But I don’t mind sharing.”

She hesitates, then smiles—a slow, predatory curve of her lips that tells me she’s not as innocent as she’s pretending. “I’m Ming-Na. I’m staying next door.”

“Rex,” I reply, watching as she loosens the belt of her robe. “Rex Ryder.”

“The football player?” Her eyes light up with recognition. “I’ve seen you play. You’re very... talented.”

The way she says “talented” makes my cock twitch under the water. I lean back, making sure the water level drops enough to give her a peek at my abs.

“You could say that.”

Ming-Na’s gaze drops to the water, trying to see through the bubbles and steam. “Do you mind if I join you? It’s so cold out here.”

Before I can answer, she lets the robe fall. Fuck me. Her body is unreal—full, perky tits with dark nipples that are already hard from the cold air, a narrow waist that curves into shapely hips, and long, toned legs. She’s wearing a tiny red bikini that’s basically three triangles held together by string.

“Be my guest,” I say, my voice dropping lower.

Ming-Na steps into the hot tub slowly, sighing as the hot water envelops her legs. She sinks down across from me, her eyes never leaving mine.

“So, Rex Ryder,” she says, running her hands through her hair. “What brings you to Silver Peak?”

“Just getting away for the weekend,” I reply, not bothering to mention Coach Frank or Elizabeth. Why complicate things? “You?”

“Business trip,” she says vaguely. “Though I’m certainly finding ways to make it pleasure.”

The way she looks at me when she says “pleasure” makes my cock start to harden. I shift slightly, making sure she gets a better view through the water.

Her eyes widen slightly. “Is that...?” She doesn’t finish the question, but she doesn’t have to.

“What?” I ask innocently, spreading my legs wider.

Ming-Na’s tongue darts out to wet her lips. “You’re not wearing anything.”

“Neither should you,” I challenge.

She holds my gaze as she reaches behind her back, untying her bikini top. It falls away, revealing her perfect tits. They’re better than I imagined—full and firm with dark nipples that are begging to be sucked.

“Like what you see?” she asks, cupping them briefly before letting her hands drop below the water.

“I’ve seen better,” I lie, just to see her reaction.

Ming-Na’s eyes narrow. She stands up suddenly, water cascading down her body, and hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her bikini bottoms. In one fluid motion, she pushes them down, stepping out of them and kicking them aside. Her pussy is shaved completely bare, her lips slightly parted and glistening.

“Have you?” she challenges.

I don’t answer. I don’t need to. My cock responds for me, rising to full attention under the water. Ming-Na’s eyes track the movement, her lips parting slightly.

“That’s... impressive,” she whispers, sinking back into the water.

But she doesn’t go back to her side. Instead, she glides through the water toward me, her tits floating on the surface. Before I can say anything, she’s between my legs, her hands finding my thighs under the water.

“I think we both know why I’m really here,” she says, her fingers inching higher until they brush against my balls.

“Why don’t you tell me?” I say, grabbing her wrist to guide her hand to my cock.

She wraps her fingers around my shaft, her eyes widening slightly at the thickness. “Oh my,” she breathes. “You’re so big.”

I’ve heard it before, but it never gets old. I lean back, letting her explore me with her hands. Her grip is firm but gentle, stroking up and down my length with practiced precision. She knows exactly what she’s doing, this one.

“You like that big cock?” I ask, my voice rough with arousal.

“I love it,” she admits, leaning closer. Her free hand comes up to my chest, tracing the contours of my muscles. “Such a young, strong man.”

I grab her by the back of the neck and pull her toward me. Our lips crash together, hungry and demanding. She tastes like expensive lipstick and white wine, her tongue darting out to meet mine. Her hand never stops its motion on my cock, pumping me underwater with increasing urgency.

“Fuck,” I groan against her mouth as her thumb swipes over the sensitive head.

Ming-Na smiles against my lips. “Not yet,” she whispers. “I want to enjoy this first.”

Her other hand joins the first, cupping my balls as she continues to stroke me. The dual sensation makes my hips buck involuntarily, pushing my cock harder into her grip.

“You like that?” she asks, pulling back slightly to look at me.

“You know I do.”

She leans forward again, this time nipping at my bottom lip with her teeth. Her tits press against my chest, her nipples hard points of contact that send electricity straight to my groin. One of my hands finds its way to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh and pulling her closer.

“I want to taste it,” she whispers in my ear, her accent thicker now with arousal.

My cock throbs in her hand at the thought. But I’m not going to make it that easy for her. Not yet.

“Patience,” I growl, sliding my hand between her legs. She gasps as my fingers find her pussy, already slick despite the water. “I think you need this more than I do.”

Ming-Na’s head falls back as I slide a finger inside her, her body arching toward me. “Oh god, yes,” she moans, her hand still working my cock in rhythm with my finger inside her.

I add a second finger, stretching her open, feeling her walls clench around me. Her breathing comes faster now, her hand movements on my cock becoming erratic as pleasure overwhelms her.

“You’re so fucking tight,” I tell her, curling my fingers to hit that spot that makes her gasp. “When I put my cock in here, you’re going to feel it for days.”

Her eyes snap open, dark with lust and anticipation. “Promise?” she asks, squeezing my cock for emphasis.

I answer by kissing her again, harder this time, my tongue claiming her mouth while my fingers claim her pussy. Her body trembles against mine, her moans vibrating against my lips.

The steam rises around us, the hot water bubbling against our skin, as Ming-Na and I get lost in the heat of our own making. And I know this is just the beginning of what’s going to be one hell of a night.

I’ve had enough of this foreplay bullshit. In one swift motion, I stand up, water cascading off my body as I grab Ming-Na by her hair and yank her up with me. She gasps, half in surprise, half in excitement, as the cold mountain air hits our wet skin. Steam rises from our bodies as I manhandle her out of the hot tub, my cock standing at full attention, pointing straight at her like a fucking compass.

“What are you—“ she starts, but I cut her off by spinning her around and bending her over the deck railing.

“Shut up,” I growl, kicking her legs apart with my foot. “You know exactly what I’m doing.”

The railing is covered with a thin layer of snow that immediately melts against her hot skin. Ming-Na shivers, but not from cold. I can see it in the way her ass pushes back toward me, seeking contact. Her wet hair sticks to her back in dark tendrils, water droplets running down the curve of her spine and between the cheeks of her ass.

“Someone might see us,” she whispers, glancing over her shoulder at the surrounding chalets.

“Let them watch,” I say, running my hand down her back to her ass. I squeeze one cheek hard enough to leave marks, watching as my fingerprints appear on her skin. “Let them see what a slut you are.”

Ming-Na moans at my words, her head dropping forward in submission. Her ass is perfect—round and firm, with just enough give under my rough handling. I spread her cheeks apart, exposing her pussy to the cold air. She’s soaking wet, her lips swollen and glistening with more than just hot tub water.

“You want this cock?” I taunt, rubbing the head against her entrance but not pushing in yet. “Tell me how badly you want it.”

“Please,” she gasps, trying to push back against me. “Please fuck me, Rex.”

I slap her ass hard, the sound cracking through the quiet night air. “Not good enough,” I growl. “Beg for it.”

Ming-Na looks back at me, her eyes dark with lust and desperation. “Please fuck me with your big cock,” she begs, her accent thicker now. “I need it inside me. I need you to fill me up.”

That’s what I want to hear. I grip her hips with both hands and slam into her in one brutal thrust. She screams—a raw, primal sound that echoes across the mountains. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and tight and perfect around my cock.

“Fuck!” I grunt, the sensation almost too much. “Your pussy is so fucking tight.”

I don’t give her time to adjust before I start pounding into her. Each thrust pushes her harder against the railing, the wood creaking under our combined force. Snow falls from the railing with each impact, landing on the deck below in soft white puffs.

“Oh god! Oh god!” Ming-Na chants, her fingers gripping the railing so hard her knuckles turn white. “It’s so big!”

I reach forward and grab a fistful of her wet hair, yanking her head back sharply. The new angle lets me drive even deeper, hitting spots that make her whole body tremble.

“Take it,” I command, my voice rough with exertion. “Take every fucking inch.”

My other hand finds her ass again, squeezing and kneading the flesh before raising it and bringing it down in another stinging slap. The impact leaves a perfect red handprint on her skin, and her pussy clenches around me in response.

“You like that?” I ask, slapping her again, harder this time. “You like being treated like a fucking slut?”

“Yes!” she cries out, her body jerking with each impact. “Yes, I love it!”

Steam rises from our bodies in the cold air, creating a surreal fog around us. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene soundtrack of skin on skin and Ming-Na’s increasingly desperate moans.

I change the angle of my hips, making sure to hit that spot that makes her walls flutter around me. She responds immediately, her moans turning into high-pitched whimpers of pleasure.

“Right there!” she gasps, pushing back to meet my thrusts. “Oh fuck, right there!”

I grip her hips tighter, pulling her back onto my cock as I slam forward. The force is enough to lift her feet slightly off the deck with each thrust. She’s completely at my mercy, impaled on my cock, taking whatever I give her.

“Your pussy feels so good wrapped around my cock,” I growl, watching as my shaft disappears inside her over and over. “So fucking wet for me.”

Ming-Na can barely form words now, her responses reduced to animalistic grunts and cries. I can feel her getting close, her inner walls starting to contract rhythmically around me. Not yet. I’m not done with her.

I slow my pace deliberately, drawing out each thrust to a torturous length. She whimpers in frustration, trying to speed things up by pushing back against me, but I hold her firmly in place.

“Please,” she begs, her voice breaking. “Don’t stop.”

“I’m not stopping,” I tell her, sliding in deep and holding there, grinding against her cervix. “I’m just getting started with you.”

I pull out almost completely, leaving just the head of my cock inside her, then slam back in with enough force to make her scream. I repeat this again and again, each thrust more brutal than the last. My hand finds her throat from behind, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing slightly.

“Is this what you wanted?” I demand, increasing the pressure on her throat. “To be fucked like a cheap whore by a college boy?”

She nods frantically, unable to speak with my hand on her throat. I release the pressure just enough to let her gasp in a breath.

“Say it,” I command, slapping her ass again. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m your whore,” she chokes out, her face flushed with desire and the strain of breathing. “Your fucktoy.”

“That’s right,” I agree, resuming my punishing pace. “My little Asian fucktoy.”

The racial comment makes her pussy clench around me. Interesting. I file that away for later use.

My hand slides around to find her clit, rubbing it in rough circles that match the rhythm of my thrusts. Ming-Na’s entire body starts to shake, her moans turning into full-throated screams of pleasure.

“Rex! Oh god, Rex!” she cries out, her voice echoing across the mountainside. “I’m going to cum!”

“Not yet,” I growl, pinching her clit between my fingers. “You cum when I say you can cum.”

She sobs in frustration, her body trembling with the effort of holding back her orgasm. I can feel it building inside her, her walls fluttering around my cock. She’s right on the edge, desperate for release.

I yank her hair again, pulling her head back until she’s looking up at the night sky. “Beg me,” I demand. “Beg me to let you cum.”

“Please,” she gasps, tears streaming down her face from the intensity. “Please let me cum, Rex. I need it so badly. Please!”

I speed up my thrusts again, my hips slamming against her ass with brutal force. My fingers work her clit faster, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

“Cum for me,” I finally command, releasing the pressure I’ve been using to hold her back. “Cum all over my cock, now!”

Ming-Na shatters instantly, her entire body convulsing as her orgasm tears through her. Her pussy contracts around me in powerful waves, trying to milk my own release. But I’m not ready to cum yet. I continue to fuck her through her orgasm, relentless in my pace, extending her pleasure until it borders on pain.

“Rex! Oh fuck, Rex!” she screams, her body jerking uncontrollably. “It’s too much! Too much!”

I slow my thrusts but don’t stop, letting her come down gradually from her high. Her body is limp now, held up only by the railing and my grip on her hips. She’s breathing hard, little whimpers escaping with each exhale.

But I’m nowhere near done with her yet. My cock is still rock hard inside her, demanding more. I pull out slowly, watching as her pussy tries to hold onto me, clenching around nothing when I finally withdraw completely.

“Turn around,” I command, my voice low and dangerous. “We’re just getting started.”

Ming-Na’s legs are still shaking as she turns to face me, her naked body glistening with a mix of hot tub water and sweat despite the freezing air. Her makeup is smeared, dark streaks running down her cheeks from tears of pleasure. She looks fucking wrecked already, and I’m just getting started with her. I grab her by the waist and lift her onto the railing, the remaining snow melting instantly against her hot skin. Her eyes widen in fear and excitement as I position myself between her spread legs, the hundred-foot drop behind her nothing but a rush of extra adrenaline.

“You’re insane,” she gasps, clutching my shoulders for balance. “I could fall.”

“Then you better hold on tight,” I growl, lining my cock up with her entrance.

I push in slowly this time, watching her face as she takes every inch of me. Her mouth falls open in a silent scream, her eyes rolling back as I fill her completely. The sensation of her pussy stretching around me again makes my cock throb inside her. She’s so fucking tight, so hot compared to the frigid air around us.

“Oh god,” she moans, her nails digging into my skin. “It feels even bigger this way.”

I grab one of her legs and lift it higher, hooking it over my arm to change the angle. The new position lets me sink even deeper, hitting spots that make her gasp and tremble. Her other leg dangles over the edge of the railing, the threat of falling making her cling to me tighter.

“You like that?” I ask, starting to move inside her. “You like feeling my cock stretch your pussy open?”

“Yes,” she whimpers, her head falling back. “Fuck me, Rex. Please fuck me harder.”

I build a steady rhythm, my hips snapping against hers with increasing force. Each thrust pushes her back slightly, the railing creaking under our weight. The danger only adds to the thrill, making her pussy clench around me with every movement.

My hand finds her throat, fingers wrapping around it with practiced precision. I squeeze the sides of her neck, careful to avoid the windpipe—I want to restrict her blood flow, not her breathing. It’s a move that’s made more than one college girl tap out, but Ming-Na responds differently. Her eyes lock with mine, pupils dilating as the pressure increases.

“You like being choked?” I ask, tightening my grip slightly.

She nods, unable to speak with my hand around her throat. The control I have over her—over her pleasure, over her fucking breathing—makes me feel like a god. I ease up just enough to let her gasp in a breath before squeezing again.

“Who owns this pussy?” I demand, emphasizing my question with a particularly deep thrust.

“You do,” she rasps when I loosen my grip again. “You own it.”

I spit directly into her open mouth, watching her eyes widen in shock. For a second I think I’ve gone too far, but then she swallows, her tongue darting out to catch any remaining drops. Fuck, that’s hot.

“Dirty little slut,” I growl, spitting in her mouth again. This time she accepts it eagerly, moaning as she swallows. “You’ll take anything I give you, won’t you?”

“Everything,” she agrees, her voice rough from my choking. “Give me everything.”

I pick up the pace, fucking her with renewed vigor. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, the sound echoing across the quiet mountainside. I don’t care who hears us—let the whole fucking resort know that Rex Ryder is destroying this Asian MILF on a balcony railing.

My free hand grabs her breast roughly, pinching and twisting her nipple until she cries out in a mix of pain and pleasure. Her tits bounce with each thrust, hypnotizing in their perfect motion. I lean down and bite one nipple hard, making her scream.

“Keep screaming,” I command, moving to bite the other nipple just as hard. “I want everyone to hear how good I’m fucking you.”

Ming-Na’s inhibitions are completely gone now, her cries growing louder with each thrust. Her inner walls flutter around my cock, telling me she’s getting close to another orgasm already. The cold air makes her nipples impossibly hard under my rough handling, her whole body flushed despite the freezing temperature.

I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my own orgasm approaching. But I want to savor this, want to make it last. I slow my pace, grinding deep inside her rather than thrusting.

“No,” she whimpers, trying to move her hips to increase the friction. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

“I’m not stopping,” I assure her, my voice rough with exertion. “Just making sure you feel every. Fucking. Inch.”

I punctuate each word with a deep, grinding thrust that makes her gasp. My hand tightens around her throat again, and I can feel her pulse racing under my fingers. Her pussy clenches around me in response, getting wetter by the second.

“Look at me,” I command, waiting until her eyes meet mine. “I’m going to cum inside this tight little pussy. You want that? You want my load?”

“Yes,” she gasps as I ease the pressure on her throat. “Cum inside me, Rex. Fill me up.”

The desperation in her voice pushes me closer to the edge. I increase my pace again, my thrusts becoming more erratic as I chase my release. Ming-Na’s body responds to the change in rhythm, her walls gripping me tighter as her own orgasm approaches.

“I can feel you getting close,” I growl, my fingers finding her clit. “Your pussy is squeezing my cock so tight.”

“I’m going to cum,” she moans, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh god, Rex, I’m going to cum again!”

I rub her clit in fast, hard circles, watching her face as she approaches the edge. Her breathing becomes erratic, her moans turning into high-pitched whimpers. Her entire body tenses under me, on the verge of shattering.

“Cum for me,” I command, giving her clit a particularly firm rub. “Cum all over my cock.”

That’s all it takes. Ming-Na’s body convulses violently, her back arching away from the railing as her orgasm tears through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock in rhythmic waves, trying to milk my own release. The sight of her coming undone—her face contorted in ecstasy, her body shaking uncontrollably—combined with the vise-like grip of her cunt sends me over the edge.

“Fuck, I’m cumming!” I grunt, burying myself as deep as possible inside her.

My cock pulses as I empty myself into her, rope after rope of hot cum painting her inner walls. The intensity of my orgasm makes my vision blur at the edges, my entire body tensing with the force of my release. Ming-Na moans as she feels me filling her, her pussy still contracting around me to extract every last drop.

“Yes,” she hisses, her nails digging into my shoulders hard enough to draw blood. “I can feel it. So warm inside me.”

I continue to thrust lazily as I come down from my high, spreading my cum deeper inside her. Her body is limp now, held up only by the railing and my grip on her thigh. She looks completely fucked out—hair a mess, makeup smeared across her face, body covered in sweat and marks from my rough handling.

“That was...” she trails off, unable to find the words.

“Yeah,” I agree, still catching my breath. “It was.”

I pull out slowly, watching as a mix of my cum and her juices follows, dripping down her thigh and onto the snow-covered deck. The sight is fucking primal—my seed marking her as mine, even if just for tonight.

Ming-Na shivers as the cold air hits her sweat-soaked body. I help her off the railing, steadying her when her legs threaten to give out. She leans against me for support, her breathing still ragged.

“I should get back to my chalet,” she says after a moment, but makes no move to leave.

“Or,” I suggest, my hand sliding down to cup her ass, “we could continue this inside. I’m nowhere near done with you yet.”

Her eyes darken with renewed lust, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

I smirk, already planning all the ways I’m going to use her body before the night is over. After all, this weekend is just getting started, and I’ve got plenty more to give.


Chapter 6

The restaurant at the Silver Peak Resort screams money—crystal chandeliers, white tablecloths, waiters who hover like fucking ghosts. Coach Frank insisted on treating us to dinner at this fancy-ass place to celebrate my performance on the slopes today. Little does he know I’ve been performing just as well with his wife. Elizabeth sits across from me, her foot occasionally brushing against my calf under the table, while Frank drones on about tomorrow’s planned activities. She looks immaculate in her tight black dress, hair perfectly styled, red lips curved in that secret smile that says she’s thinking about all the filthy things we’ve done behind her husband’s back.

“The way you handled those black diamond slopes today, Rex—remarkable!” Frank says, clapping me on the shoulder. “Just like how you handle pressure on the field. Always composed, always in control.”

“Thank you, Coach,” I reply, taking a sip of my wine. Under the table, Elizabeth’s foot has moved higher, now tracing patterns on my inner thigh. “It’s all about knowing when to take risks.”

“Exactly!” Frank beams at me like I’ve said something profound. “That’s what I’ve been trying to tell the offensive coordinator all season. You can’t play it safe all the time.”

Elizabeth’s eyes meet mine over her wine glass. “I completely agree,” she says, her British accent making even that simple statement sound seductive. “Sometimes the biggest thrills come from taking... unexpected risks.”

Her foot presses against my crotch now, the pressure making my cock stir to life. I maintain eye contact with her, neither of us blinking as Frank continues his football monologue.

“Speaking of strategies,” Frank says, spreading his napkin on his lap, “I’ve been thinking about that play we ran against State last month. If we modified it slightly...”

As he launches into detailed football talk, Elizabeth deliberately drops her fork. It clatters to the floor with a noise that seems deafening to me but barely registers with Frank.

“Oh, how clumsy of me,” she says, her voice dripping with fake innocence. “I’ll just get that.”

Before Frank or I can react, she’s ducking under the long tablecloth. Frank doesn’t even pause in his explanation of zone coverage as his wife disappears beneath the table. The white tablecloth hangs low, completely hiding what’s happening underneath.

“So the defensive end crashes inside,” Frank continues, using his breadstick to demonstrate, “and that’s when you have the option to either—“

I feel Elizabeth’s hands on my thighs, her touch firm and deliberate. My cock immediately responds, hardening as her fingers work at my zipper. I take a long drink of water, trying to keep my expression neutral as Frank looks at me expectantly.

“That makes sense,” I manage to say, my voice thankfully steady. “I can see how that would create more options downfield.”

“Exactly!” Frank points his breadstick at me triumphantly. “You’re thinking like a coach now, Rex.”

Under the table, Elizabeth has my zipper down and is reaching into my boxers. Her fingers wrap around my cock, now fully hard, and pull it out into the open. The cool air of the restaurant hits my exposed skin, making the situation feel even more forbidden.

“The key is timing,” Frank says, oblivious to what his wife is doing. “You need to know exactly when to make your move.”

I feel the wet heat of Elizabeth’s mouth envelop the head of my cock, and I have to grip the edge of the table to keep from making a sound. She takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around the shaft as she moves her head down.

“Right,” I say, my voice slightly strained. “Timing is... everything.”

Frank nods enthusiastically and launches into another detailed explanation about offensive schemes. I’m barely listening, all my focus on the sensation of Elizabeth’s hot mouth sliding up and down my cock. She’s good at this—using just the right amount of suction, her tongue working the sensitive spot under the head.

“Are you feeling alright, Rex?” Frank asks, pausing his football talk. “You look a bit flushed.”

“Just a little warm in here,” I reply, loosening my tie slightly. Under the table, Elizabeth takes me deeper, the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat. She doesn’t gag, just swallows around me, her throat muscles contracting around my length. Fuck, she’s got skills.

“The altitude can do that,” Frank says knowingly. “Make sure you’re drinking enough water.”

I take another long drink, using the moment to compose myself. Elizabeth’s pace increases, her head bobbing faster now. I can hear the faint, wet sounds of her sucking, but the restaurant’s ambient noise covers it completely. My free hand moves under the table, finding her head and gripping her hair tightly.

“So as I was saying about that defensive scheme,” Frank continues, completely unaware that I’m face-fucking his wife under the table.

I guide Elizabeth’s movements now, controlling the pace and depth. She lets me, surrendering completely to my control. The thought that Coach Frank is sitting right there, talking football strategy while I skull-fuck his proper British wife, makes my cock throb harder in her mouth.

“What do you think about trying that in the bowl game?” Frank asks me directly.

I push Elizabeth’s head all the way down, feeling her nose press against my stomach as my cock slides completely into her throat. She holds there, not fighting it, as I consider Frank’s question.

“It’s risky,” I say, finally letting Elizabeth come up for air. She immediately goes back down, taking me deep again. “But high risk, high reward, right?”

Frank laughs, raising his glass. “That’s my quarterback! Always thinking ahead.”

If he only knew what was ahead—or rather, what was currently deep-throating me under the table. I feel my orgasm building, a familiar pressure at the base of my spine. Elizabeth must sense it too, because she increases her efforts, her hand now cupping my balls as she sucks me harder.

“The most important thing,” Frank says, leaning in conspiratorially, “is to maintain your composure under pressure. Never let them see you sweat.”

“Absolutely,” I agree through gritted teeth, fighting to keep my expression neutral as Elizabeth’s tongue does something particularly skillful along the underside of my shaft. “It’s all about... control.”

My hand tightens in her hair as my orgasm approaches. I should warn her, give her the chance to pull back, but the idea of filling her mouth with my cum while her husband sits obliviously across from me is too fucking hot to resist.

“Excuse me,” says the waiter, appearing at our table. “Would anyone care for more wine?”

“I’m good,” I say quickly, my voice tight. Under the table, Elizabeth is merciless, her mouth working my cock with determined precision.

“I’ll have a bit more,” Frank says, holding up his glass. The waiter leans over to pour, and in that moment, my orgasm hits me like a freight train.

I grip the tablecloth with my free hand, my body tensing as I start to cum. Elizabeth takes me deep, swallowing rhythmically as I pump load after load down her throat. The intensity of it makes my vision blur at the edges, but somehow I maintain my poker face as the waiter finishes pouring Frank’s wine.

“Thank you,” Frank says to the waiter, who nods and moves away. He turns back to me, completely unaware that his wife is currently swallowing every drop of my cum. “Now, about that play action pass we were discussing...”

I feel Elizabeth cleaning me up with her tongue, making sure not a drop is wasted. She tucks me back into my pants and zips me up, her movements precise and practiced.

“Oh, found it!” she announces, emerging from under the table with the fork in hand. Her face is slightly flushed, her lipstick smudged, but Frank doesn’t seem to notice anything amiss.

“That was quite a search,” Frank jokes, not looking up from the menu he’s now studying. “They must have very clean floors here.”

“The cleanest,” Elizabeth agrees, taking her seat across from me. She licks her lips subtly, making sure I see it. “I didn’t miss anything important, did I?”

“Not at all, darling,” Frank says. “Just talking football strategy with Rex.”

Elizabeth’s eyes meet mine, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “How fascinating,” she says, taking a sip of water. “I do love a good... strategy session.”


Chapter 7

My muscles burn in the best way as I head back to my room after destroying the hotel gym. Two hours of heavy lifting has my body pumped, veins popping under my skin, testosterone flooding my system. The workout was supposed to take the edge off after the dinner with Coach Frank and Elizabeth—that blowjob under the table left me wanting more—but all it did was amp me up.

I swipe my keycard, pushing open the door to my suite, and freeze. There’s someone in my fucking bed. Not just someone—a woman in what looks like a maid’s outfit, sprawled across my sheets like she owns the place. What the fuck?

…It’s Elara. The resort manager.

She’s fucking hot—long blonde hair falling in waves around her shoulders, bright blue eyes heavily lined with black, and full lips painted deep red. The “maid’s outfit” she’s wearing is definitely not resort-issued—it’s a slutty Halloween costume version with a skirt so short I can see the edges of her ass cheeks, and a top that pushes her tits up and together, creating cleavage I could get lost in.

“You’ve been watching me a lot, haven’t you?” I ask.

“Everyone is watching you, Rex Ryder,” she says, crawling toward me on the bed. “The star quarterback, so young, so... powerful.” Her eyes travel down my body, lingering on the outline of my cock in my shorts. “But I wanted to do more than just watch.”

She reaches the edge of the bed, now on her knees directly in front of me. Up close, I can see she’s older than I first thought—maybe late twenties, with tiny lines at the corners of her eyes that makeup can’t quite hide. Her perfume is heavy and sweet, filling my nostrils as she leans closer.

Elara reaches out and places her hand on my chest, her palm flat against my pec. She slides it down slowly, feeling the ridges of my abs through my sweat-damp tank top. When she reaches the waistband of my shorts, she looks up at me through long lashes.

“I want to please you,” she whispers, her fingers dipping just below the elastic. “Will you let me?”

In answer, I grab her by the back of the neck and crash my lips against hers. She responds immediately, opening her mouth to let my tongue invade. She tastes like mint and something alcoholic—vodka maybe. I kiss her roughly, my free hand finding her breast and squeezing hard enough to make her gasp into my mouth.

Her tits are amazing—firm and full, spilling out of the top of her little maid outfit. I pull down the fabric, exposing her nipples, which are already hard and pointing. I pinch one roughly between my fingers, making her moan against my lips.

“You like it rough, don’t you?” I growl, breaking the kiss to look at her face.

“Yes,” she breathes, her pupils dilated with lust. “Please.”

I slap her tit, not hard enough to leave a mark but enough to make her gasp. Her response tells me everything I need to know—her eyes roll back slightly, her lips part in a silent moan. This one’s a pain slut.

I grab the front of her outfit and tear it open, buttons flying as I expose her tits completely. They’re even better than I imagined—large and firm with pale pink nipples that beg for my mouth. I lean down and bite one, making her cry out. The sound goes straight to my cock, which is now fully hard and straining against my shorts.

“Please,” she moans as I suck and bite at her nipples, leaving marks that will last for days. “I need you.”

My hands roam her body roughly, squeezing and pinching wherever they land. I push her skirt up around her waist, confirming what I suspected—she’s not wearing any panties. Her pussy is completely shaved, already glistening with arousal.

“Dirty little maid,” I taunt, sliding a finger through her folds. She’s soaking wet. “You came to my room ready to be fucked, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she admits, spreading her legs wider to give me better access. “I’ve been thinking about this since you arrived at the resort.”

I push two fingers inside her without warning, making her gasp and clutch at my shoulders. She’s tight and hot around my fingers, her walls gripping me eagerly. I pump them in and out a few times, watching her face as pleasure washes over it.

“On your knees,” I command, pulling my fingers out and stepping back. “On the floor.”

Elara slides off the bed obediently, dropping to her knees on the plush carpet. She looks up at me, waiting for further instructions. I pull my tank top off over my head, watching her eyes widen as she takes in my muscled torso, still glistening with workout sweat.

“You want this cock?” I ask, palming myself through my shorts. The outline is unmistakable—thick and long, straining against the fabric.

“Yes,” she says, licking her lips in anticipation. “Please let me taste it.”

I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts and push them down slowly, enjoying the way her eyes follow the movement hungrily. My cock springs free, fully erect and ready. Her eyes widen slightly at the size, but there’s no fear—just pure lust.

“Suck it,” I command, stepping closer so the head of my cock is just inches from her painted lips.

Elara doesn’t hesitate. She leans forward, taking the head into her mouth with a moan that vibrates through my shaft. Her lips stretch around my thickness, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. She’s clearly done this before—she knows exactly how to use her tongue, how much suction to apply.

I let her work for a minute, getting used to my size before I take control. Then I grab a handful of her blonde hair and pull her head back slightly.

“Open wider,” I growl, looking down at her. “I’m going to fuck that pretty little mouth.”

She obeys instantly, opening her mouth as wide as she can. I position the head of my cock at her entrance and thrust forward without warning, pushing halfway into her mouth. She gags slightly but doesn’t pull away, her hands coming up to rest on my thighs for balance.

“That’s it,” I encourage, feeding her more of my length. “Take it all.”

I push deeper, feeling her throat resist as the head of my cock hits the back. Her eyes water, makeup starting to run down her cheeks, but she doesn’t try to stop me. Instead, she relaxes her throat, allowing me to slide deeper.

“Good girl,” I praise, now fully lodged in her throat. I hold her there for a moment, watching her struggle for air, before pulling back to let her breathe. She gasps, drool running down her chin, but her eyes are still locked on mine, still hungry.

“You like choking on my cock, don’t you?” I ask, already knowing the answer.

“Yes,” she rasps, her voice rough from the throat-fucking. “Use me, Rex. Use my mouth.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. I grip her hair with both hands now, holding her head steady as I start to thrust in and out of her mouth. Each thrust goes deeper, faster, more brutal than the last. The wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging fill the room, along with my grunts of pleasure.

Her makeup is completely ruined now, black streaks running down her face as tears stream from her eyes. Drool coats her chin and neck, dripping onto her exposed tits. She looks like a complete mess, and it only turns me on more.

“Look at you,” I taunt, not slowing my pace. “Such a filthy little slut, letting me use your mouth like a pussy.”

She moans around my cock in response, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure up my spine. Her hands grip my thighs harder, nails digging into my skin, but she doesn’t try to push me away. Instead, she pulls me closer, taking me deeper.

I can feel my orgasm building, but I’m not ready to cum yet. Not in her mouth. I have other plans for this little maid who dared to sneak into my room.

I pull out suddenly, a string of saliva connecting the head of my cock to her swollen lips. She gasps for air, her chest heaving, face a complete mess of tears, drool, and smeared makeup. She looks thoroughly used already, and we’re just getting started.

“On the bed,” I command, my voice rough with desire. “Hands and knees. Now.”

Elara scrambles to obey, climbing back onto the bed and positioning herself as instructed, ass in the air, face down on the mattress. Her skirt is still bunched around her waist, giving me a perfect view of her soaking wet pussy and tight asshole. She arches her back, presenting herself to me like the slut she is.

“Please,” she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Fuck me, Rex. I need your cock inside me.”

I step closer, my cock standing at full attention, ready to claim this newest conquest. This weekend just keeps getting better and better.

I grab Elara by her ankles and yank her toward me, her body sliding easily across the silky hotel sheets. She gasps in surprise, but her eyes are dark with lust, begging for what’s coming next. With one swift motion, I flip her onto her back and climb on top of her, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand. My other hand grabs my cock, guiding it to her entrance. She’s soaking wet, her pussy practically dripping for me. I don’t bother with any more foreplay—she’s ready, and so am I. In one brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, making her scream loud enough for the whole fucking resort to hear.

“Fuck!” she cries out, her back arching off the bed. “It’s so big!”

I don’t give her time to adjust before I start pounding into her, each thrust driving her further up the mattress. I have to pull her back down by her thighs to keep her from hitting the headboard.

“This what you wanted?” I growl, watching her tits bounce with each impact. “To get fucked by a college quarterback?”

“Yes!” she gasps, her hands clawing at my back. “Yes, fuck me harder!”

I increase my pace, the wet sound of our bodies slapping together filling the room. Her pussy is tight around my cock, gripping me like she doesn’t want to let go. The remnants of her maid outfit are still tangled around her waist, adding to the taboo feel of fucking hotel staff in my room.

“Such a dirty little maid,” I taunt, grabbing one of her tits roughly. I squeeze it hard, making her whimper. “Sneaking into guests’ rooms to get fucked. What would your boss say?”

Her eyes roll back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot deep inside her. “I don’t care,” she moans. “Worth it. You feel so good.”

I slap her face lightly, bringing her attention back to me. “Look at me when I’m fucking you,” I command.

Her eyes snap to mine, wide and glazed with pleasure. I slap her again, harder this time, and watch as her pupils dilate further, her pussy clenching around my cock in response.

“You like that?” I ask, already knowing the answer. I slap her once more, this time hard enough to leave a red mark on her cheek.

“Yes,” she gasps, her accent thicker now with arousal. “I like it rough.”

I wrap my hand around her throat, squeezing the sides like I did with Ming-Na. Elara’s response is immediate—her eyes widen, her pulse races under my palm, and her pussy gets even wetter around my cock.

“Dirty little pain slut,” I growl, tightening my grip. “You’re getting off on being choked, aren’t you?”

She can’t speak with my hand crushing her windpipe, but she nods frantically, her hands coming up to wrap around my wrist—not to pull me away, but to press my hand tighter against her throat. Fuck, that’s hot.

I ease the pressure just enough to let her gasp in a breath before squeezing again. The control I have over her—over her pleasure, over her fucking breathing—makes me feel like a god. I’m setting the rhythm of everything—my cock pumping in and out of her pussy, the air flowing into her lungs, the blood flowing to her brain.

“This is what you came for, isn’t it?” I say, still fucking her hard while choking her. “To be used like a fucking sex doll by someone stronger than you.”

I release her throat to let her answer. She gulps in air, her face flushed red, eyes watering. “Yes,” she rasps. “Use me, Rex. Use me however you want.”

I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and whimpering. “On your hands and knees,” I order. “Face down, ass up.”

Elara scrambles to obey, flipping over and positioning herself as commanded. Her ass is raised high, back arched deeply, face pressed into the mattress. The position exposes her completely to me, her pussy glistening with her arousal, her asshole tight and puckered above it. The torn maid outfit still clings to parts of her body, adding to the debauched image.

“Please,” she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Put it back in. I need it.”

Instead of answering, I spit directly onto her pussy, watching my saliva mix with her juices. She moans at the degradation, pushing her ass back toward me in invitation. I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh hard enough to leave bruises, and line myself up with her entrance.

With a single, powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her again. The new angle lets me go deeper than before, hitting spots that make her whole body tremble.

“Oh god!” she cries out, her face contorting with pleasure. “So deep!”

I establish a brutal pace, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The impact makes her flesh jiggle, creating a hypnotic rhythm that drives me to fuck her harder. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back sharply.

“Who owns this pussy?” I demand, punctuating my question with a particularly deep thrust.

“You do!” she gasps, her voice strained from the angle of her neck. “You own it!”

“That’s right,” I growl, releasing her hair to slap her ass hard. A perfect red handprint appears on her pale skin. “This pussy belongs to me now.”

I slap her other cheek just as hard, making her yelp and clench around me. The sight of my handprints on her ass, marking her as mine, makes my cock throb inside her.

“My little Swiss slut,” I taunt, though I have no idea if she’s actually Swiss. “Taking my cock so well.”

“Yes,” she moans, her accent suddenly sounding more pronounced. “I’m your Swiss slut. Use me, Rex. Use your Swiss slut.”

The fact that she’s playing along, embracing the degradation, turns me on even more. I lean over her back, my chest pressing against her as I continue to pump into her. My mouth finds her ear, teeth nipping at the sensitive lobe.

“I’m going to ruin you for other men,” I promise, my voice low and threatening. “When I’m done with you, you’ll never be satisfied by anyone else.”

She shivers beneath me, a small sob of pleasure escaping her lips. I reach around to find her clit, rubbing it roughly as I continue to fuck her. Her whole body jerks at the contact, a strangled cry escaping her throat.

“Oh god, yes!” she cries out. “Right there! Don’t stop!”

I have no intention of stopping. I continue to pound into her, my fingers working her clit in tight circles that match the rhythm of my thrusts. Her pussy gets tighter around meI continue to pound into her, my fingers working her clit in tight circles that match the rhythm of my thrusts. Her pussy gets tighter around me, telling me she’s getting close to the edge. I want to push her over, watch her shatter beneath me, before I flip her over for more.

“You going to cum on my cock?” I growl into her ear. “Going to cum like the slut you are?”

“Yes!” she pants, her body trembling with each thrust. “I’m so close!”

I pull my hand away from her clit suddenly, making her whimper in frustration. Before she can complain, I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto the back of her neck. The degradation makes her moan, her pussy clenching around me in response.

“Filthy little Swiss maid,” I taunt, spreading my spit across her skin with my hand. “This is all you’re good for, isn’t it? Being a fucktoy for real men?”

“Yes,” she agrees, her voice breaking as I slam into her particularly hard. “Just a fucktoy for you.”

I grab her hips again, my fingers digging into the same spots as before, deepening the bruises I’ve already started. The marks will last for days, reminding her who did this to her every time she looks in the mirror. The thought makes me fuck her harder, more possessively.

“Look at you,” I say, watching her body jolt with each thrust. “Taking my cock like you were made for it.”

Her only response is a series of incoherent moans and whimpers, her mind clearly too far gone with pleasure to form words. I reach forward and grab her hair again, pulling her head back to see her face. Her eyes are unfocused, mouth hanging open, drool running down her chin onto the mattress. She looks completely fucked out already, and I’m nowhere near done with her.

I let go of her hair, letting her face fall back to the mattress, and grab her arms instead. I pull them back toward me, using them like reins to pull her onto my cock with each thrust. The position must be painful for her shoulders, but her cries only get more desperate, more pleasure-filled.

“Please,” she begs between gasps. “Please let me cum. I need to cum on your cock.”

“Not yet,” I growl, continuing to use her arms as handles. “You cum when I say you can cum.”

The power I have over her pleasure, over her body, makes me feel like a fucking god. I control everything—the pace, the depth, the angle, when she gets to cum. She’s nothing but a vessel for my pleasure, a warm hole to fuck, and she fucking loves it.

I release her arms suddenly and flip her over onto her back without withdrawing from her pussy. The quick movement and change in angle makes her gasp, her eyes flying open in surprise. I grab her legs, pushing them up toward her chest, folding her nearly in half. The position lets me go even deeper, my cock hitting her cervix with each thrust.

“Oh fuck!” she cries out, her hands grasping desperately at the sheets. “Too deep! Too deep!”

I ignore her protests, knowing from the way her pussy is squeezing my cock that the pain is mixing with pleasure, driving her toward an even more intense orgasm. I lean my weight on her legs, pinning her in position as I continue to pound into her mercilessly.

“This is what you wanted,” I remind her, watching her face contort with each thrust. “To be used. To be fucked. To be owned.”

“Yes,” she sobs, tears now streaming from the corners of her eyes. “Yes, I wanted it. I want it. Don’t stop.”

I reach forward and wrap my hand around her throat again, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her eyes roll back, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock as the lack of oxygen heightens her pleasure.

“My Swiss slut,” I growl, feeling her pulse racing under my palm. “My little European fucktoy.”

I release her throat to let her breathe, but immediately follow it by spitting directly into her open mouth as she gasps for air. Some primal part of me wants to mark her, inside and out, to make her mine in the most base, animal way possible.

To my surprise and arousal, she swallows my spit eagerly, her tongue darting out to catch any that missed her mouth. Fuck, that’s hot. I spit again, this time aiming for her face. The glob lands on her cheek, sliding slowly down toward her ear. She moans at the degradation, her pussy getting even wetter around my cock.

“You love being treated like trash, don’t you?” I taunt, not slowing my thrusts for a second. “Love being used like the slut you are?”

“Yes,” she admits, her voice barely audible over the sound of our bodies colliding. “I love it. I love the way you use me.”

I release her legs, letting them fall to either side of my hips, and lean down to bite her neck hard. She screams, her nails digging into my back in response. I bite her again, and again, moving down to her collarbone, her shoulders, her tits. Each bite leaves a mark, a sign of my ownership, if only for tonight.

Her hands move from my back to my hair, pulling hard enough to be painful. I growl against her skin, the slight pain only adding to my pleasure. I raise my head to look at her, finding her eyes locked on mine, dark with a mixture of fear and lust that drives me fucking wild.

“You’re mine tonight,” I tell her, my voice rough with exertion. “Understand? Mine to fuck, mine to use, mine to mark.”

“Yours,” she agrees, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper. “All yours, Rex.”

I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other finds her throat again. The complete control I have over her body, the way she surrenders to me so completely, makes my cock throb inside her. I’m getting close to the edge, but I’m not ready to cum yet. I’ve got more plans for this little Swiss maid.

“Turn over,” I command, pulling out of her abruptly. “Hands and knees. Now.”

Elara scrambles to position herself, her body still trembling from the intense fucking I’ve given her so far. She gets on her hands and knees, arching her back to push her ass higher in the air, presenting herself to me like a bitch in heat. Her blonde hair is a tangled mess down her back, her skin marked with red handprints, bite marks, and the beginnings of bruises—evidence of my ownership. I kneel behind her, grabbing my cock and slapping it against her ass a few times, watching her flinch and moan with each impact. She’s so desperate for it, so eager to be used. I aim at her entrance and slam into her in one brutal thrust, making her scream into the mattress.

“Fuck!” she cries out, her fingers clawing at the sheets. “So deep!”

I grab her hips, my fingers finding the bruises I’ve already left there, and start a punishing rhythm. Each thrust drives her forward, the force pushing her face deeper into the mattress. Her muffled moans and the wet sound of my cock plunging in and out of her pussy fill the room.

“This what you wanted?” I growl, watching my shaft disappear inside her over and over. “To be fucked like an animal?”

“Yes!” she gasps, turning her head to the side so I can hear her. “Harder! Please fuck me harder!”

I reach around her hip with one hand, my fingers finding her clit. It’s swollen and sensitive, making her jerk violently when I touch it. I start to rub it in tight circles, matching the rhythm of my thrusts. Her reaction is immediate—her back arches even more, her pussy clenching around my cock.

“Oh god!” she moans, pushing back against me to take me deeper. “Right there! Don’t stop!”

“You gonna cum for me?” I taunt, increasing the pressure on her clit. “Gonna cum all over my cock?”

“Yes! Yes!” she chants, her voice rising in pitch as she gets closer to the edge. “I’m so close!”

I can feel it in the way her pussy flutters around my cock, in the tension building in her body. She’s right on the edge, desperate for release. I slow the motion of my fingers on her clit, keeping her there without pushing her over.

“Please,” she begs, trying to move against my hand to increase the friction. “Please let me cum!”

“Not yet,” I growl, slowing my thrusts to match the pace of my fingers. “You cum when I say you can cum.”

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair with my free hand, yanking her head back sharply. The new angle lets me see her face—flushed with desire, tears streaming from her eyes, lips parted in a constant moan. She looks completely owned, utterly at my mercy.

“Who owns this pussy?” I demand, pulling her hair tighter.

“You do!” she gasps, her accent thick with arousal. “You own it, Rex!”

“And what are you?”

“Your slut,” she whimpers as I twist her hair around my fist. “Your Swiss slut!”

“Good girl,” I reward her by speeding up both my thrusts and the circles on her clit. “Now you can cum.”

As if she was waiting for permission, Elara shatters immediately. Her entire body convulses, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic waves. She screams my name, the sound echoing off the walls of the suite. Her arms give out, her upper body collapsing to the mattress while her ass remains raised, still impaled on my cock.

I don’t slow down, continuing to pound into her through her orgasm. My fingers keep working her clit, extending her pleasure until it borders on pain. Her cries become desperate, almost pleading, but I don’t stop. I want to see how far I can push her, how much she can take.

“Too much!” she sobs, trying to squirm away from my relentless fingers. “Too sensitive!”

I finally move my hand from her clit to her throat, reaching under her to grip it from below. The angle is awkward but effective, allowing me to apply pressure as I continue to fuck her from behind. Her body responds instantly, her pussy getting even wetter around my cock.

“Such a good little fucktoy,” I praise, feeling her pulse racing under my palm. “Taking my cock so well.”

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. I increase my pace, my thrusts becoming more erratic as I chase my release.

“Where do you want my cum?” I ask, though I already know where I’m going to put it.

“Inside me,” she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Please cum inside me.”

Not a fucking chance. I’ve got other plans.

I pull out suddenly, flipping her onto her back before she can react. She looks up at me, confusion and desire warring on her face. I straddle her chest, my cock hovering just inches from her face.

“Open your mouth,” I command, stroking myself rapidly.

She obeys immediately, her lips parting, tongue sticking out slightly in anticipation. I aim my cock at her face, feeling my orgasm approaching fast.

“Don’t you fucking move,” I growl, my hand working my shaft in quick, firm strokes.

My orgasm hits me like a freight train, the first rope of cum shooting across her face in a thick white stripe. The second and third follow quickly, landing on her cheeks, her forehead, her open mouth. I aim the next few at her tits, watching as my seed paints her chest in messy patterns.

“Fuck!” I grunt, the intensity of my release making my vision blur at the edges. I milk every last drop onto her, making sure she’s thoroughly marked.

When I’m finally spent, I sit back to admire my work. Elara is a fucking mess—her face and tits covered in cum, her makeup smeared beyond recognition, her body marked with bites and bruises. She looks thoroughly used, exactly as I intended.

“Swallow,” I order, noticing some of my cum pooled on her tongue.

She closes her mouth and swallows obediently, then opens it again to show me it’s gone. “Good girl,” I say, finally climbing off her.

I reach for the remains of her maid outfit, finding the little white apron still mostly intact. I use it to wipe my cock clean, watching as she tries to sit up, cum dripping down her face onto the sheets.

“Use this to clean yourself up,” I say, tossing the cum-stained apron onto her chest. “Then get dressed and get out.”

She blinks at me, surprised by my sudden dismissal. “But I thought—“

“You thought what?” I cut her off, already heading toward the bathroom. “That we’d cuddle? That I’d ask for your number?” I laugh, the sound harsh even to my own ears. “I got what I wanted. You got what you wanted. We’re done here.”

I don’t wait for her response, stepping into the bathroom and closing the door behind me. I turn on the shower, letting the water get hot while I examine myself in the mirror. There are scratch marks on my shoulders and back, a few light bruises where her fingers dug in too hard, but nothing that won’t fade in a day or two. Nothing permanent.

When I step back into the bedroom after my shower, wrapped in a hotel towel, Elara is gone. The only evidence she was ever here is the rumpled sheets and the faint smell of sex and her perfume lingering in the air. Perfect.

I check my phone, seeing a text from Elizabeth: “Frank’s going to bed early. Meet me at the hot tub in an hour?”

I smirk, already feeling my cock stirring again despite the thorough workout it just got. This weekend just keeps getting better and better. First Ming-Na in the hot tub, then Elizabeth under the dinner table, now Elara in my room, and soon Elizabeth again in the hot tub. Being Rex Ryder has its fucking privileges.

I text back a simple “See you there” and toss my phone on the bed. I’ve got an hour to rest up before round two with Coach Frank’s wife. As I stretch out on the bed, hands behind my head, I can’t help but wonder who else at this resort might be interested in a piece of Rex Ryder before the weekend’s over. So many possibilities, so little time.


Chapter 8

The party at the lodge is exactly what you’d expect from Coach Frank—expensive booze flowing like water, people in designer clothes pretending they’re not as drunk as they are, and his British wife Elizabeth playing the perfect hostess in a dress that shows just enough skin to make every man in the room imagine what’s underneath. I lean against the bar, nursing my whiskey, watching her work the room. My cock stirs in my pants every time she laughs, remembering how those same perfect lips moaned my name in her husband’s garage just days ago.

The ski lodge is fucking massive, all exposed wood beams and floor-to-ceiling windows showing off the mountains like they’re part of the decor. Snow falls gently outside, coating everything in white. Inside, it’s all warmth and fake laughter from Coach Frank’s rich friends. I don’t belong here, but I also don’t give a fuck. I’m not here for the party.

Elizabeth glides through the crowd in a tight black dress that hugs every curve of her body. It’s conservative enough to be appropriate for a coach’s wife, but tight enough to make my mouth water. Her long legs seem to go on forever, ending in a pair of heels that add inches to her already impressive height. Her brown hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, and her red lips form perfect O’s as she sips champagne and laughs at some rich asshole’s joke.

She hasn’t acknowledged me all night, but I know she’s aware of my presence. I can feel it in the way she occasionally touches her neck, in the way her body slightly angles toward me even as she talks to others. We’re playing a game, and both of us know it.

I drain my whiskey and signal the bartender for another. Coach Frank claps me on the shoulder as he passes, his face flushed from alcohol and excitement.

“Enjoying yourself, son?” he asks, his voice loud to be heard over the music.

“Great party, Coach,” I lie, forcing a smile. “Thanks again for inviting me.”

“Elizabeth’s idea,” he says, beaming with pride as he looks across the room at his wife. “She’s always thinking of others.”

If only he knew what she was thinking about right now. As if on cue, Elizabeth looks over, catching my eye across the crowded room. She takes a slow sip of her champagne, her tongue darting out to catch a drop on her lower lip. My cock hardens instantly, straining against my pants.

“Excuse me, Coach,” I say, never breaking eye contact with Elizabeth. “Need to use the bathroom.”

I make my way through the crowd, exchanging meaningless pleasantries with people whose names I’ll never remember. Elizabeth watches me from across the room, her eyes following my movement. As I pass close to her, I brush my hand against hers, feeling her shiver at the contact.

“Upstairs, third door on the right,” she whispers, her British accent making even those simple directions sound filthy. “Five minutes.”

I nod slightly and continue toward the bathroom. Inside, I splash cold water on my face and stare at myself in the mirror. The quarterback who’s fucking his coach’s wife. The thought makes me grin. I count to three hundred slowly, giving her time to make her exit without suspicion.

When I finally head upstairs, the sounds of the party fade behind me. The hallway is dark and quiet, lined with closed doors. I find the third one on the right and turn the handle slowly, slipping inside without a sound.

The room is dark except for the moonlight streaming through a massive window that takes up an entire wall. Elizabeth stands silhouetted against it, her body a perfect dark shape against the snowy landscape beyond. The mountains rise in the distance, their peaks silver in the moonlight.

“I wasn’t sure you’d come,” she says, not turning around.

“Bullshit,” I reply, closing the distance between us in a few strides. “You knew exactly what would happen when you invited me here.”

My hands find her hips, pulling her back against me so she can feel how hard I am already. She gasps, pressing her perfect ass against my cock.

“We shouldn’t,” she whispers, but her body tells a different story as she grinds against me. “Frank could come looking for me.”

“Let him,” I growl, spinning her around to face me. “Let the whole fucking party see what a slut his wife really is.”

I push her against the cold glass window, pinning her there with my body. Her skin is hot through the thin fabric of her dress, her breathing already ragged with anticipation. My lips find hers in a hungry kiss, claiming her mouth like I own it. And I do. Ever since the garage, she’s been mine to use however I want.

Elizabeth moans into my mouth, her tongue eagerly meeting mine. Her hands slide under my shirt, nails scraping against my abs, making me hiss with pleasure. The contrast of her cold fingers against my hot skin sends jolts of electricity straight to my cock.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she confesses between kisses, her British accent thicker now with arousal. “Watching you at breakfast this morning, sitting across from Frank... I was soaking wet just remembering what we did in the garage.”

“And what did we do in the garage, Elizabeth?” I taunt, my hand sliding up to grip her throat lightly. “Say it.”

Her eyes darken with lust. “You fucked me like a whore while my husband was just outside the door.”

The crude words in her posh accent make my cock throb painfully. I tighten my grip on her throat, watching her pupils dilate. “And you loved every second of it, didn’t you?”

“God, yes,” she gasps, her hips bucking against mine, seeking friction.

Our breath fogs up the cold window as I crush my lips against hers again. My hands roam her body hungrily, squeezing her tits through her dress, sliding down to grip her ass, pulling her against my hardness. She whimpers, her fingers fumbling with my belt buckle.

“Need you inside me,” she pants, desperation making her clumsy. “Now, Rex. Please.”

I spin her around so she’s facing the window, the vast snowy landscape spread out before her. From this height, we can see the entire resort, tiny figures moving between buildings, completely unaware of what’s happening above them. I press her against the glass, her cheek and palms flat against the cold surface.

“Look out there,” I command, my voice rough with need. “All those people. What would they think if they knew Coach Frank’s perfect British wife was about to get fucked by his star quarterback?”

She moans at my words, pushing her ass back against me. I reach around and grab the neckline of her dress, yanking it down roughly. The expensive fabric tears, exposing her tits to the cold air. Her nipples harden instantly into tight peaks, begging for attention.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” I growl, cupping her breasts from behind, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her cry out. “These tits were made to be used.”

“Yes,” she hisses, her accent making even that simple word sound exotic. “Use me, Rex. Please.”

I reach down and hike up her dress, bunching it around her waist. My fingers find the thin strip of her thong, and I yank it aside without ceremony. She’s already soaking wet, her pussy practically dripping for me.

“No panties next time,” I growl into her ear, sliding two fingers through her wetness. “I want easy access to what’s mine.”

“Yes, Rex,” she gasps, her hips moving against my hand. “Anything you want.”

I unzip my pants, freeing my cock. It springs out, rock hard and ready. I rub the head through her wet folds, coating myself in her juices. Elizabeth whimpers, trying to push back onto me, desperate to be filled.

“Please,” she begs, her voice breaking with need. “I need your cock inside me.”

“What would Frank say if he could see you now?” I taunt, still teasing her entrance. “His proper British wife, begging for my cock like a cheap whore.”

“I don’t care,” she moans, looking back at me over her shoulder. Her makeup is already smudged, her lips swollen from our kisses. “Just fuck me, Rex. Please. I need it.”

I slide into her in one smooth thrust, burying myself to the hilt. We both gasp at the sensation—her tight heat gripping my cock like a vise, my thickness stretching her open. The window fogs up more with our combined breath as I start to move inside her, each thrust pushing her against the cold glass.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” I groan, gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. “So fucking tight.”

“Harder,” she pleads, her palms slipping against the window as she tries to brace herself. “Fuck me harder, Rex.”

I slam into her harder, pinning her against the freezing glass with each thrust. Her pussy grips my cock like it’s trying to pull me deeper, hot and tight and perfect. The window rattles dangerously with each thrust, and part of me hopes it breaks, sending shards of glass down to the party below. Let them all see Coach Frank’s perfect British wife getting fucked by his star quarterback. Let them all see what a slut she really is.

“Fuck, Rex!” Elizabeth cries out, her posh accent making even that sound refined. “Harder! Give it to me harder!”

I grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back so I can growl in her ear. “You want it harder? I’ll give you harder, you fucking slut.”

I pound into her with renewed force, each thrust slamming her against the window. The glass fogs up more with her desperate pants, her palms squeaking against the surface as she tries to brace herself. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene soundtrack filling the room.

“You’re so fucking wet,” I grunt, reaching around to rub her clit. “Is Frank’s cock ever make you this wet?”

“No,” she gasps, her inner walls clenching around me at the mention of her husband. “Never like this. Only you, Rex.”

Her admission sends a surge of savage pride through me. I slam into her harder, my fingers working her clit in rough circles. Her breathing becomes erratic, her moans higher pitched. I can feel her getting close, her pussy gripping my cock in rhythmic waves.

“Are you going to cum?” I taunt, slowing my pace just enough to torture her. “Are you going to cum all over my cock while your husband mingles downstairs?”

“Yes!” she cries out, her body trembling with need. “Please, Rex, don’t stop! I’m so close!”

I speed up again, driving into her with punishing force. The window rattles loudly, threatening to break under our combined weight and motion. Elizabeth’s entire body tenses, her back arching as her orgasm hits her.

“Oh my god! Rex! I’m cumming!” she screams, her pussy clenching around my cock like a vise. Her legs shake violently as waves of pleasure course through her body. I keep fucking her through it, prolonging her orgasm until she’s a shivering, gasping mess against the window.

Before she can fully recover, I pull out and spin her around. Her face is flushed, her makeup smeared, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. I rip her dress the rest of the way off, leaving her completely naked except for her heels. She looks like every wet dream I’ve ever had—Coach Frank’s proper British wife, naked and disheveled from being fucked by me.

“On your hands and knees,” I command, pointing to the plush carpet in the middle of the room. “Now.”

She obeys instantly, dropping to the floor and positioning herself on all fours. Her ass is raised high in the air, her glistening pussy on full display. The sight makes my cock throb painfully, already missing the tight heat of her body.

“Look at you,” I sneer, kneeling behind her. “Coach Frank’s high-class wife, on her hands and knees like a common whore.”

“Please,” she whimpers, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Don’t make me wait, Rex.”

I slap her ass hard, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale skin. She cries out, more in pleasure than pain, her pussy visibly clenching at the rough treatment.

“You don’t give the orders here,” I remind her, grabbing her hips and positioning my cock at her entrance. “I do.”

With one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her again. She moans loudly, her back arching as she takes all of me. I set a brutal pace immediately, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound is obscene, wet and rhythmic, filling the room along with our heavy breathing and Elizabeth’s high-pitched moans.

I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back sharply as I continue to pound into her. “You like it rough, don’t you?” I growl, my other hand coming down to slap her ass again. “You like being treated like a cheap fuck toy.”

“Yes!” she gasps, her accent thickening with arousal. “I love it, Rex. I love how you use me.”

My hand slides from her ass to her throat, gripping it from behind. I squeeze just enough to restrict her breathing, making her gasp and her pussy clench around my cock. The power I have over her—over her pleasure, over her fucking breathing—makes me feel like a god.

“This pussy belongs to me now,” I tell her, emphasizing each word with a deep thrust. “Every time Frank touches you, you’ll be thinking of me. Of my cock stretching you open, ruining you for any other man.”

“Yes,” she whimpers, struggling for breath under my grip. “All yours, Rex. I’m all yours.”

I release her throat, letting her gasp in a lungful of air before tightening my grip again. My other hand still has a firm hold on her hair, using it like a handle to pull her back onto my cock with each thrust. She’s completely at my mercy, and we both fucking love it.

“What are you?” I demand, slowing my pace to make her feel every inch as I slide in and out of her.

“Your slut,” she moans, her pussy gripping me tighter.

“Louder,” I command, slapping her ass hard again.

“I’m your slut!” she cries out, her voice echoing in the large room. “I’m Rex Ryder’s dirty little slut!”

Hearing my name on her lips like that—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 ready to cum 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. I release her hair to reach around and find her clit, rubbing it roughly.

“Cum for me again,” I command, my fingers working her sensitive bud. “Cum all over my cock like the slut you are.”

She shatters instantly, her whole body convulsing as her second orgasm rips through her. Her pussy contracts around my cock in powerful waves, trying to milk my own release. She screams into the plush carpet, the fabric muffling her cries of pleasure.

“Oh god, Rex! Yes! Yes! I’m cumming!”

I fuck her through her orgasm, relentless in my pace. When her body goes limp beneath me, spent and satisfied, I pull out and flip her onto her back. She looks up at me with glazed eyes, her chest heaving as she tries to catch her breath.

“We’re not done yet,” I tell her, positioning myself between her spread legs. The cold floor must feel amazing against her overheated skin. “Not even close.”

“Rex, I don’t know if I can—“

I cut her off by slamming back into her, making her cry out as I fill her completely. In this position, I can see her face, see the mix of pleasure and pain as I stretch her to her limits. Her tits bounce with each thrust, hypnotizing me with their perfect motion.

My hand finds her throat again, squeezing lightly as I pound into her. Her eyes widen, her lips parting in a silent gasp. I spit directly into her open mouth, watching her swallow reflexively. The act is degrading, humiliating, and it makes her pussy clench around me even tighter.

“That’s right,” I growl, leaning down to kiss her, tasting my own saliva on her lips. “Take it all.”

Our tongues tangle together as I continue to fuck her, my hand still wrapped around her throat. I can feel her pulse racing under my fingers, her heart pounding with fear and arousal. The power I have over her is intoxicating, making my cock swell even larger inside her.

“Rex,” she gasps when I finally break the kiss. “I can’t... it’s too much...”

“Yes, you can,” I counter, my free hand finding her clit again. “One more time for me. I want to feel you cum around my cock again.”

My fingers work her sensitive bud in tight circles as I continue to thrust into her. Her eyes roll back, her body arching off the floor as a third orgasm builds inside her. I can feel it in the way her pussy grips me, in the way her breathing becomes more erratic.

“That’s it,” I encourage, tightening my grip on her throat slightly. “Cum for me, Elizabeth. Show me what a good slut you are.”

Her entire body tenses as her third orgasm crashes over her. She’s too exhausted to scream this time, her mouth opening in a silent cry of pleasure as her pussy spasms around my cock. The sight of her coming undone beneath me, because of me, makes my own release inch closer. But I grit my teeth against the pleasure, refusing to cum just yet.

“Good girl,” I praise, slowing my thrusts to let her recover. “You take my cock so fucking well.”

She looks up at me with dazed eyes, her body limp beneath mine. Three orgasms in a row have left her completely spent, but I’m still rock hard inside her, nowhere near satisfied. The night is young, and I’ve got more plans for Coach Frank’s wife.

“Please,” she whimpers, her voice barely audible. “I need... I need you to cum inside me, Rex. Please.”

I look down at her—flushed, sweaty, completely ruined by me—and feel a surge of possessive pride. But I’m not ready to give her what she wants. Not yet. I pull out slowly, my cock glistening with her juices, still rock hard and aching for release.

“Not yet,” I tell her, my voice low and dangerous. “I’m not done with you yet, Elizabeth. Not even close.”

I’m just about to slide back into Elizabeth’s waiting pussy when we both freeze at the sound of Frank’s voice echoing down the hallway. “Elizabeth? Where are you, darling?” My first instinct isn’t to pull away—it’s to slam back into her, to keep fucking his wife while he searches for her. The danger of getting caught only makes my cock harder, throbbing with need as Elizabeth’s eyes widen in panic beneath me.

“Rex, stop,” she whispers urgently, her hands pressing against my chest. “That’s Frank! He can’t find us like this.”

I ignore her protests, positioning myself at her entrance again. “Let him find us,” I growl, pushing the head of my cock back into her wet heat. “Let him see who’s really fucking his wife.”

“Please,” she begs, but her body betrays her—her pussy clenches around the tip of my cock, getting wetter by the second. The danger is turning her on just as much as it’s turning me on.

Frank’s voice gets closer, more insistent. “Elizabeth? Are you up here? The Hendersons are asking about you.”

I slide deeper into Elizabeth, watching her internal struggle play out across her face. Her fear of discovery fights against her desperate need for my cock, and lust is winning. She bites her lip to stifle a moan as I bottom out inside her.

“Shhh,” I mock, thrusting slowly, deliberately. “Wouldn’t want your husband to hear you getting fucked, would you?”

The footsteps stop right outside our door. “Elizabeth? Are you in there?” Frank’s voice is just inches away, separated only by the thin wooden door. I don’t stop—if anything, I fuck her harder, each thrust threatening to make the floor creak beneath us.

Elizabeth’s eyes are wide with panic, her hands clutching at my arms as I continue to pound into her. The doorknob rattles as Frank tries to open it, finding it locked.

“Who’s in there?” he calls, knocking now. “Elizabeth, is that you?”

I clamp my hand over her mouth, muffling her moans as I keep fucking her. Her pussy grips my cock like a vise, tighter than before, the danger making her wetter, more responsive. I lean down, my lips brushing against her ear.

“He’s right there,” I whisper, timing a particularly deep thrust with my words. “Your husband is right outside that door while his star quarterback’s cock is buried deep in your pussy.”

She whimpers against my palm, her eyes rolling back as pleasure overwhelms her fear. I can feel another orgasm building in her—her inner walls fluttering around my cock, her breathing growing more erratic. The sick thrill of potentially being caught by Frank drives both of us to the edge.

“Elizabeth?” Frank calls again, more insistent now. The doorknob rattles harder. “Are you okay in there? Do you need help?”

I thrust deeper, harder, my fingers digging into Elizabeth’s hip hard enough to leave bruises. My other hand remains firmly clamped over her mouth, muffling the sounds of her pleasure as I pound into her. If Frank broke down the door right now, he’d see his perfect British wife pinned to the floor, taking my cock like she was born for it.

“Answer me or I’m getting the key!” Frank threatens, his voice rising with concern.

Elizabeth’s eyes widen in panic. I pull my hand away from her mouth just long enough for her to call out, “I’m fine, darling!” Her voice is strained, breathless. “Just feeling a bit ill from the altitude. Need a moment alone!”

“Do you need anything?” Frank asks, concern evident in his voice. “Should I come in?”

“No!” she calls back quickly, her pussy clenching around my cock as I continue to thrust into her. “I’m fine, really. Just need a few minutes. I’ll be down shortly.”

There’s a pause, and for a moment I think he’s going to insist on coming in. My heart pounds in my chest, not from fear but from excitement. Part of me wants him to see, wants him to know that his star quarterback is claiming something that belongs to him.

“Well, alright then,” Frank finally says, sounding uncertain. “Don’t be too long. People are asking for you.”

We both hold our breath, listening to his footsteps retreat down the hallway. Only when they fade completely does Elizabeth exhale, her body relaxing beneath mine. But I don’t slow down—if anything, I fuck her harder, driven by the rush of nearly being caught.

“You loved that,” I accuse, my fingers finding her throat again. “You loved knowing your husband was right there while I fucked you.”

“No,” she denies weakly, but her body tells a different story. Her pussy is soaking wet, gripping my cock like it’s trying to pull me deeper.

“Liar,” I growl, squeezing her throat lightly. “Your pussy got so fucking tight when he was at the door. You wanted him to catch us.”

The silence that follows our near-discovery is thick with tension, broken only by the wet sounds of our bodies colliding and Elizabeth’s muffled moans. The danger has passed, but the thrill of it lingers, charging the air around us with electricity. Each thrust feels more intense now, each touch more electric.

“Rex,” Elizabeth gasps, her hands clawing at my back. “I need you to cum inside me. Please. Mark me as yours.”

Her words send a jolt of pure lust through me. The thought of filling Frank’s wife with my cum, of marking her from the inside, makes my cock swell even larger inside her. I increase my pace, pounding into her with renewed vigor.

“You want my cum?” I taunt, my voice rough with exertion. “You want me to fill your pussy while your husband waits downstairs?”

“Yes!” she cries out, beyond caring about being quiet now. “Fill me up, Rex. I need it. I need you.”

I grab her legs, pushing them back toward her chest, opening her up completely to my assault. The new angle lets me hit deeper, making her gasp with each thrust. Her tits bounce violently, her face contorted with pleasure as I pound into her mercilessly.

“Look at me,” I command, wanting to see her eyes when I mark her as mine.

She obeys, her hazel eyes locking onto mine. The connection between us in that moment is raw, primal—something deeper than just the physical act. We both know this is more than just a fuck. It’s a claim, a conquest, a twisted bond that neither of us fully understands but can’t resist.

My orgasm builds at the base of my spine, my balls tightening as I approach the edge. Elizabeth’s pussy contracts around me, pulling me deeper, demanding my release. I can tell she’s close to cumming again, her fourth orgasm of the night building rapidly.

“Cum with me,” I growl, my hand sliding between us to rub her clit. “Cum on my cock one more time.”

Her back arches off the floor, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic waves as her orgasm hits her. The sight of her coming undone beneath me, the feel of her inner walls milking my cock, finally pushes me over the edge. With a guttural groan, I bury myself as deep as possible inside her and explode.

“Fuck! Elizabeth!” I grunt, my hips jerking as I pump rope after rope of hot cum deep into her waiting pussy. Each pulse of my release triggers another wave of her own orgasm, our bodies locked together in shared ecstasy.

Time seems to stand still as we both ride out the intense pleasure, our bodies trembling with the force of our climaxes. When it finally subsides, I collapse on top of her, my cock still pulsing inside her, my breath coming in ragged gasps against her neck.

We lie there in silence for a moment, the reality of what we’ve done settling around us like the snow falling outside the window. I’ve just filled my coach’s wife with cum while he waited downstairs, completely oblivious to his wife’s infidelity.

I pull out slowly, watching as my cum begins to leak from her well-fucked pussy. The sight sends a possessive thrill through me. She’s marked now, claimed. Even if she goes downstairs and plays the perfect wife, part of me will be inside her all night.

Elizabeth looks up at me, her makeup smeared, her hair a mess, her body covered in marks from my hands and mouth. She should look ashamed, but instead, there’s a wicked satisfaction in her eyes that mirrors my own. We share a knowing look, a silent acknowledgment of the dangerous game we’re playing and how far we’re willing to take it.

“We should get back,” she says finally, her British accent making even that simple statement sound elegant despite her debauched appearance. “Frank will be wondering where I am.”

I smirk, watching as she struggles to stand on shaky legs. “Let him wonder,” I reply, making no move to help her. I enjoy the sight of her, disheveled and dripping with my cum, trying to piece herself back together.

As she attempts to salvage her torn dress, I already know this won’t be the last time. The weekend has just begun, and I have many more plans for Coach Frank’s wife before we leave this mountain. The dangerous connection between us has been cemented tonight, a twisted bond that neither of us wants to break.
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SNEAK PEEK OF BOOK 7

My cock disappears inside Elizabeth’s tight pussy as she moans into the pillow, her face down and ass up on the king-sized bed she usually shares with Coach Frank. Her British accent makes even her muffled cries sound sophisticated as I grip her hips harder, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. Seven weeks I’ve been fucking Frank Sterling’s wife behind his back, and the thrill hasn’t faded one bit—if anything, the danger makes each thrust more intense, each orgasm more powerful.

“Rex... oh god, Rex!” she cries out, her voice muffled by the expensive pillow she’s biting down on.

The ski lodge weekend seems like a distant memory now, but the hunger between us has only grown stronger. Here I am, a 21-year-old college quarterback with a Heisman-level career ahead of me, and all I can think about is plunging my cock deeper into my coach’s wife’s pussy. Elizabeth Sterling—39 years old, British accent that drips class, body that puts college girls to shame—takes every inch like she was made for me.

Her expensive silk sheets tangle around our bodies, probably worth more than my first car. The master bedroom reeks of sex and expensive perfume, a combination that makes my cock throb harder inside her. The large windows let in afternoon light that bathes her perfect skin in a golden glow, highlighting the sheen of sweat on her back and the curve of her ass as I slam into her.

“You feel so fucking good,” I grunt, adjusting my grip on her hips to pull her back onto my cock with each thrust. “So tight for a married woman. Coach Frank not taking care of business at home?”

She whimpers in response, her pussy clenching around me at the mention of her husband. I know exactly what buttons to push with her now. Seven weeks of fucking has taught me every trigger, every spot that makes her fall apart.

“Answer me,” I demand, slowing my pace to torturous, deliberate strokes. “Is your husband’s cock as good as mine?”

“No,” she gasps, looking back at me over her shoulder, her hazel eyes dark with lust. “No one fucks me like you do, Rex. No one.”

I grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back sharply so her neck arches at a painful angle. She gasps, her back bowing beautifully as I maintain my grip.

“You’re my filthy fucking slut, aren’t you?” I snarl into her ear, my hips never stopping their relentless rhythm. “Say it.”

“I’m your slut,” she moans, her British accent making the filthy words sound almost refined. “I’m your filthy fucking slut, Rex.”

My free hand comes down hard on her ass cheek, the slap echoing in the large bedroom. She cries out, her pussy gripping my cock like a vise in response. A bright red handprint blooms on her pale skin, marking her as mine. I slap the other cheek just as hard, watching the flesh jiggle and redden under my palm.

“That’s right,” I growl, admiring my handiwork. “My slut. My married slut who spreads her legs for her husband’s star quarterback.”

Each word seems to drive her closer to the edge. I can feel her pussy getting wetter, gripping my shaft tighter with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, mixing with her muffled moans and my grunts of pleasure.

I release her hair to grab both her ass cheeks, spreading them wide to watch my cock disappear inside her. The sight is hypnotic—her pink pussy stretched around my thick shaft, taking all of me, her juices coating my length. I dig my fingers into the soft flesh, feeling her tremble beneath my touch.

“Look at you,” I taunt, my voice rough with exertion and arousal. “Coach Frank’s proper British wife, taking my cock like a cheap whore. What would he say if he saw you now?”

“Oh god,” she gasps, her accent thickening as she approaches orgasm. “Don’t stop, Rex. Please don’t stop.”

I can feel her getting close—her inner walls fluttering around my cock, her breathing becoming erratic. I slide one hand around to find her clit, rubbing the sensitive bud in tight circles as I continue to pound into her from behind. She buries her face deeper into the pillow, trying to muffle her increasingly loud moans.

“I want to feel you cum around my cock,” I command, pressing harder on her clit. “Show me what a good slut you are.”

Her entire body tenses beneath me, her back arching sharply as her orgasm hits her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock in rhythmic waves, milking me as she comes undone. The feeling is incredible—hot, tight, perfect—and I have to grit my teeth to keep from following her over the edge.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Rex!” she cries out, her voice breaking as pleasure overwhelms her. Her pussy gushes around my shaft, her juices running down my balls and onto the expensive sheets below.

I don’t slow my pace, fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she’s a trembling, gasping mess beneath me. My hands leave more red marks on her ass as I grip her harder, using her body for my pleasure. The power I have over her—over this sophisticated, wealthy woman who happens to be my coach’s wife—makes my cock throb painfully.

“You came so hard for me,” I growl, my thrusts becoming more forceful as I approach my own release. “Your pussy knows who it belongs to.”

“Only you,” she whimpers, her body still shaking with aftershocks. “It’s all yours, Rex.”

I lean over her back, my chest pressing against her as I continue to drive into her. My teeth find the sensitive spot where her neck meets her shoulder, biting down hard enough to make her gasp. Another mark for Frank to wonder about later.

“I’m going to fill you up,” I whisper into her ear, my voice harsh with need. “Going to pump you so full of my cum you’ll feel me inside you for days.”

She moans at my words, her pussy clenching around me again. I know she loves the risk, the danger of me cumming inside her. The possibility that she might get pregnant with my baby instead of her husband’s drives her wild. It’s a game we play, a fantasy that makes the sex even hotter.

“Please,” she begs, pushing back against me to take me deeper. “I want it, Rex. I want your cum.”

I sit back up, grabbing her hips again to slam into her with renewed force. The headboard bangs against the wall with each thrust, the expensive bed frame protesting under our vigorous movement. But neither of us care. All that matters is the feeling of my cock buried deep in Coach Frank’s wife’s pussy, claiming what should be his.

I grab Elizabeth’s shoulders and push her face deeper into the mattress, ramming into her with punishing force. Her muffled cries drive me wild as I feel my balls tightening, my orgasm building at the base of my spine. I’m right on the edge, ready to explode inside Coach Frank’s wife, when we both freeze at the distinctive sound of tires on gravel. Frank’s car is pulling into the driveway, three hours earlier than expected.

“Shit!” Elizabeth gasps, her body tensing beneath me. She tries to scramble away, panic replacing the lust in her eyes. “Rex, we have to stop. That’s Frank!”

I laugh, the sound low and dangerous in the suddenly quiet room. Instead of pulling out, I tighten my grip on her hips and slam back into her harder than before. The fear in her eyes only turns me on more.

“Don’t move,” I command, my voice harsh with arousal. “We’re not done yet.”

“Are you insane?” she hisses, her British accent thick with panic. “He’ll catch us!”

I respond by pistoning into her with even more force, making the headboard slam against the wall with each thrust. The danger of being caught—of Frank walking in and finding me balls deep in his wife—sends a fresh surge of adrenaline through my veins, making my cock harder than ever.

“I don’t give a fuck,” I growl, digging my fingers into her soft flesh. “Your pussy belongs to me now. I’ll fuck it whenever and wherever I want.”

We hear the car door slam, followed by footsteps on the front porch. Elizabeth whimpers, her body torn between fear and pleasure. Her pussy betrays her, clenching around my cock as the danger escalates. She’s just as turned on by the risk as I am.

“Please, Rex,” she begs, but I can’t tell if she’s asking me to stop or keep going. It doesn’t matter either way—I have no intention of stopping until I’ve emptied my balls inside her.

The sound of the front door opening echoes through the house, followed immediately by Frank’s cheerful whistling. He has no idea that upstairs, in his own bedroom, his star quarterback is fucking his wife senseless. The thought makes my balls tighten even more, my orgasm building to an inevitable peak.

“He’s coming up the stairs,” Elizabeth whispers urgently, her nails digging into my forearms. “Rex, please!”

Frank’s whistling grows louder, the tune some peppy country song that makes me want to puke. I lean down, my chest pressing against Elizabeth’s back, my lips brushing her ear.

“I’m going to cum inside you,” I whisper, making sure she can hear every word. “I’m going to fill your married pussy with my load while your husband walks up those stairs.”

She shudders beneath me, her inner walls clenching around my cock in rhythmic waves. The fear and arousal are too much for her—she’s cumming again, silently this time, her body convulsing as pleasure overwhelms her panic. The feeling of her pussy milking my cock pushes me over the edge.

With one final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. My cock swells and pulses as I start to cum, my hot load shooting deep into her womb. Each spurt feels more intense than the last, my orgasm amplified by the danger of our situation. I groan through gritted teeth, fighting to stay quiet as wave after wave of pleasure washes over me.

“Fuck,” I hiss, grinding my hips against her ass to make sure I empty every last drop inside her. “Take it all.”

Frank’s whistling stops right outside the bedroom door. The doorknob starts to turn just as the final pulses of my orgasm fade. Elizabeth’s eyes widen in terror as I pull out, my cock still semi-hard and dripping with our combined juices.

“Under the covers!” she whispers frantically, already scrambling to pull the sheets over her naked body.

I dive under the covers on the opposite side of the king-sized bed, my heart pounding not from fear but from the sick thrill of almost being caught. Elizabeth quickly arranges herself to look like she’s been sleeping, pulling the covers up to her chin just as the door swings open.

“Honey, I’m home! Forgot my wallet!” Frank calls out cheerfully, walking into the bedroom without a care in the world.

I lie perfectly still, my back to the door, pretending to be asleep. The sheets are thin enough that I can see Frank’s silhouette as he moves around the room. Elizabeth makes a convincing show of being woken up, her voice soft and sleepy when she speaks.

“Frank? What are you doing home so early?” she mumbles, the perfect picture of an innocent wife.

“Sorry to wake you, babe,” he replies, his voice warm with affection. “Just forgot my wallet. Need it for the conference dinner tonight.”

I can hear him moving toward the dresser, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife’s pussy is currently leaking my cum into their expensive sheets. The bed dips slightly as Frank leans over to kiss Elizabeth’s forehead. I hold my breath, waiting for him to notice something—the smell of sex in the air, the rumpled sheets, the flush on Elizabeth’s cheeks.

But he notices nothing. The guy is so fucking clueless it would be sad if it wasn’t so convenient.

“Go back to sleep,” he tells her, his voice tender. “I’ll be back from the conference on Monday. Love you.”

“Love you too,” Elizabeth replies, and I have to admire how steady her voice is, how perfectly she plays the role of devoted wife when just moments ago she was moaning like a whore beneath me.

The door closes behind Frank, his footsteps retreating down the hallway. We both remain frozen until we hear the front door shut, followed by the sound of his car starting up again. Only then does Elizabeth let out a long, shaky breath.

I emerge from under the covers, my cock still slick with her juices. She turns to look at me, her expression a mix of relief, exhilaration, and lingering arousal.

“That was close,” she giggles, the danger having passed and left nothing but a thrilling memory. Her hand reaches for my semi-hard cock, stroking it lazily.

“Too close,” I agree, but there’s no real concern in my voice. Part of me wanted Frank to catch us, to see the look on his face when he realized his star quarterback was fucking his wife. Maybe next time.

Elizabeth sits up, letting the sheets fall away to reveal her perfect tits. “What are we going to do now? Frank won’t be back until Monday.”

A slow grin spreads across my face as an idea forms. “Good thing I’m throwing a party tonight. A masquerade Halloween party.”

Her eyebrows raise in surprise. “Here? In our house?”

“Why not? Frank’s out of town on business, so the house is ours.” I reach out to tweak one of her nipples, watching it harden under my touch. “I’m inviting everyone. And I mean everyone.”

“Everyone?” she repeats, a mix of excitement and nervousness in her voice.

“Everyone,” I confirm, already reaching for my phone to send out invites. “Tonight, this place is going to be filled with masked strangers, and no one will know who’s who. Imagine the possibilities, Elizabeth.”

Her eyes darken with arousal at the thought, and I know she’s already imagining herself surrounded by anonymous bodies, free to indulge in whatever depravity she desires without fear of recognition. Coach Frank’s proper British wife, about to become the center of attention at what will undoubtedly become the most depraved party this town has ever seen.

“I’ll need a costume,” she says, her hand still working my cock, which is hardening again under her touch.

“Don’t worry about that,” I tell her, pushing her hand away and getting off the bed. “I’ve got some ideas for what you’ll be wearing. Or not wearing.”

Ready for the full story?

➡️Read Book 7 Now
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