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Chapter 1

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.”


Chapter 2

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.”


Chapter 3

Vanessa Miller lounges on the massive sectional sofa, her long legs crossed at the ankles, wearing nothing but a tiny black thong and a football jersey with my number on it. Her blonde hair spills over her shoulders, framing a face that belongs in a high-end porn magazine—plump lips painted blood red, smoky eyes that promise filth. Those tits I admired in the photo are even more impressive in person, straining against the thin fabric of the jersey, nipples clearly visible through the material. She uncrosses her legs slowly when she sees me, spreading them just enough to give me a glimpse of what’s waiting beneath that scrap of black lace.

“Well, hello there, champion,” she purrs, her voice a perfect mix of honey and whiskey. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

My cock instantly hardens in my jeans. Coach Miller’s wife isn’t just hot—she’s the kind of hot that makes men do stupid things, the kind of hot that ruins careers and marriages. And here she is, practically gift-wrapped for me by her own husband.

I glance back at Coach Miller, who hovers in the doorway, wringing his hands nervously. On the field, he’s always trying to act tough, barking orders and pretending he’s in charge. But here, in his own living room, watching his wife eye me like I’m her next meal, he looks pathetically small.

“I’ve been such a bad girl, thinking about you on the field,” Vanessa continues, running her tongue across her bottom lip. She sits up straighter, making the jersey ride up her thighs. “I think I need a real man to punish me for winning the championship without him.”

My eyebrows raise at her boldness. This isn’t her first rodeo—she knows exactly what she’s doing, exactly what to say to stroke my ego while revealing what she wants. I walk further into the room, feeling the power dynamic shift as I approach. Coach Miller might own this house, might technically be my superior on the team, but right now, I own every inch of this space.

“Honey,” Coach Miller says from behind me, his voice cracking slightly, “why don’t you show Rex your... appreciation.”

I don’t need a second invitation. Without a word, I stride across the room, close enough that Vanessa has to look up to meet my eyes. Up close, she’s even more gorgeous—flawless skin, the kind of professional makeup job that costs serious money, and eyes that hold both challenge and submission.

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, twisting it around my hand until she gasps. Her eyes widen in surprise and excitement as I pull her toward me, forcing her to slide off the couch onto her knees on the plush carpet. With my other hand, I unbutton my jeans and pull out my cock, already hard and straining.

“This what you want?” I ask, my voice low and threatening. “My cock in that pretty mouth?”

“God, yes,” she whispers, licking her lips as she stares at my length. “Please.”

I tighten my grip on her hair, making her wince. “Then get to work.”

Without hesitation, she opens her mouth and takes me inside. The warmth and wetness of her mouth envelope me, her tongue skillfully working the underside of my shaft as she sucks me deeper. She knows what she’s doing—taking me inch by inch, her red lips stretching around my girth, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Fuck,” I groan, my free hand coming to rest on the back of her head, adding pressure to force her to take more. “That’s it. Take it all.”

I glance over at Coach Miller, who still stands in the doorway. His face is flushed, his breathing uneven as he watches his wife on her knees in front of me. One hand rubs awkwardly at his crotch through his pants—he’s getting off on this, watching his wife service me.

“You like watching your wife suck my cock, Coach?” I taunt, my voice harsh with contempt. “Is this how you get your rocks off? Offering her up to your players?”

He doesn’t answer, but the way he swallows hard and continues rubbing himself tells me everything I need to know. Pathetic.

I turn my attention back to Vanessa, who’s working my cock like a pro—taking me deep, then pulling back to swirl her tongue around the head before plunging down again. Her hands grip my thighs for balance as she bobs up and down on my length.

But I want more than her controlled performance. I want to see her struggle, to see her perfect makeup ruined. I tighten my grip on her hair and start thrusting into her mouth, setting my own pace. Her eyes widen as I hit the back of her throat, making her gag.

“That’s right,” I growl, fucking her face harder now. “Take it all, you fucking slut.”

Tears form at the corners of her eyes, making her mascara run. Her hands move from my thighs to my hips, trying to slow me down, but I’m relentless. Each thrust forces my cock deeper into her throat, making her choke and struggle for air.

“Look at her, Coach,” I call out, not taking my eyes off Vanessa’s face. “Look at your wife choking on my cock. This is what she wanted, isn’t it? To be used like a fuck toy by a real man?”

Coach Miller makes a strangled sound—half-moan, half-whimper—as he continues to watch from the doorway. I can see him pressing harder against his crotch, his breathing becoming more ragged. He’s getting off on his own humiliation.

I pull out of Vanessa’s mouth, giving her a moment to catch her breath. She gasps, saliva dripping from her chin, her makeup a mess. But instead of looking humiliated, she looks hungry for more.

“Please,” she pants, her hands reaching for my cock again. “Don’t stop.”

I slap her hands away. “Did I say you could touch me?”

Her eyes darken with lust at my harsh tone. “No... sir.”

“That’s right.” I grab her by the hair again, positioning my cock at her lips. “Open wide.”

She complies immediately, her mouth forming a perfect O. This time, I don’t ease into it—I thrust forward hard, burying my cock in her throat in one rough motion. She gags instantly, her throat convulsing around me, her hands flying up to push against my thighs.

I hold her there, my cock deep in her throat, watching as her face reddens and tears stream down her cheeks. Only when her struggles become more desperate do I finally pull back, allowing her to gulp in air before pushing back in.

“That’s how a quarterback fucks,” I snarl, establishing a brutal rhythm that has her gagging with each thrust. “Not like your husband’s weak dick. Bet he can’t make you choke like this, can he?”

Through her tears, Vanessa shakes her head, her eyes rolling back as I continue to use her mouth. Coach Miller makes another pathetic sound from the doorway, and I realize he’s close to cumming in his pants just from watching this.

“Look at your husband,” I command Vanessa, twisting her hair to force her to turn her head slightly. “Look at him watching you get your face fucked by his player. You like putting on a show for him, don’t you?”

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure up my spine. One of her hands slides between her legs, finding her clit through her thong. She’s getting off on this too—on being used, on being watched by her husband as another man dominates her.

“Filthy slut,” I grunt, fucking her mouth harder, watching as my cock disappears between those perfect red lips over and over. “Born to suck cock, weren’t you?”

She can only moan in response, her eyes glazed over with lust and tears. I’m hitting the back of her throat with each thrust now, making her gag and choke, but she doesn’t try to pull away. If anything, she’s pressing forward, trying to take me deeper.

The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating—Coach Miller’s hot wife on her knees before me, her husband watching helplessly as I degrade her. It’s better than any win on the field, any touchdown I’ve ever scored. This is real power. And I’m just getting started.

I pull Vanessa up from her knees by her hair, making her yelp in pain and excitement. Her chin is wet with saliva, mascara running down her cheeks in black streaks, but her eyes are wild with lust. I spin her around and bend her over the back of the expensive leather couch, positioning her so she’s facing her pathetic husband. The jersey rides up to expose her perfect ass, barely covered by the thin strip of her thong. I yank the fabric aside roughly, revealing her soaking wet pussy, already swollen and ready for me.

“You see this, Coach?” I growl at Miller, who’s still standing in the doorway, his hand now openly rubbing his crotch through his pants. “This is how a real man fucks your wife. This is my reward.”

Coach Miller nods weakly, his eyes fixed on his wife’s exposed body. He looks like he wants to disappear and stay forever at the same time.

I position myself behind Vanessa, letting my cock slide between her ass cheeks, teasing her. She pushes back against me, desperate for more, but I hold her in place with a firm grip on her hip.

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

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

I slap her ass again, harder this time. “Louder. I want your husband to hear exactly what you want.”

“Please fuck me, Rex!” she cries out, her voice echoing in the large room. “I need your cock! Please!”

With one powerful thrust, I slam into her, burying myself to the hilt. She screams, her back arching as her pussy stretches to accommodate my size. I don’t give her time to adjust before I start pounding into her with brutal force, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

“Oh my god!” she gasps, her knuckles white as she grips the back of the couch. “Yes! Yes! Harder!”

I grab a handful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back as I continue to drive into her. The angle lets me hit deeper, making her moan with each thrust. Her pussy grips my cock like a vise, hot and tight and perfect.

“You like that, don’t you?” I taunt, my other hand coming down hard on her ass again. “You like being fucked like the slut you are while your husband watches.”

“Yes!” she cries out, her body shuddering with pleasure. “I love it! Don’t stop!”

I look over at Coach Miller, who’s now leaning against the doorframe for support, his breathing heavy as he watches his wife getting railed by his star quarterback. The power I have over both of them is intoxicating—her body at my mercy, his manhood in my hands.

“This pussy is mine now,” I tell him directly, never slowing my relentless pace. “Every time you fuck her, she’ll be thinking about me. About my cock stretching her open, ruining her for you.”

He makes a choked sound, something between a moan and a sob. His hand moves faster against his crotch, his face flushed with humiliation and arousal.

I turn my attention back to Vanessa, who’s meeting each of my thrusts with equal force. Her pussy is making obscene wet sounds as I pound into her, evidence of just how turned on she is by this whole scenario.

“You’re so fucking wet,” I growl, slapping her ass again. “Does your husband’s cock make you this wet? Does he fuck you this hard?”

“No,” she moans, her accent thickening with arousal. “Never like this. Only you, Rex.”

Her admission sends a surge of savage pride through me. I slam into her harder, deeper, my balls slapping against her with each thrust. The couch scrapes against the hardwood floor with the force of our fucking, probably leaving marks that Coach Miller will have to see every day.

“Look at your husband,” I command, twisting her hair to force her to face forward. “Look him in the eyes while I fuck you.”

Vanessa obeys, her gaze locking with Coach Miller’s as I continue to pound into her from behind. The connection between them in this moment—her getting fucked by another man, him watching helplessly—creates an electric tension in the room.

“Tell him,” I demand, punctuating each word with a deep thrust. “Tell him how much better my cock feels than his.”

“Your cock is so much bigger than his,” she gasps, never breaking eye contact with her husband. “So much better. You’re fucking me so good, Rex. Better than he ever has.”

Coach Miller’s face crumples at her words, but his hand doesn’t stop moving against his crotch. If anything, her degrading comparison pushes him closer to the edge.

I release her hair to grab both her hips, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock with each thrust. The new angle lets me go even deeper, making her cry out with each penetration.

“Oh fuck! Rex! Yes! Right there!” she screams, her inner walls fluttering around my cock. “Don’t stop! I’m going to cum!”

“You hear that, Coach?” I call out, my voice rough with exertion and domination. “Your wife’s about to cum on my cock. Something she never does with you, I bet.”

Coach Miller just nods, accepting his humiliation, his eyes never leaving the spot where my cock disappears into his wife’s pussy over and over.

I increase my pace, pounding into Vanessa with punishing force. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, mixed with her high-pitched moans and my grunts of effort. Her pussy grips me tighter with each thrust, telling me she’s close to the edge.

“Cum for me,” I command, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. “Show your husband how a real man makes you feel.”

Her entire body tenses beneath me, her back arching sharply as her orgasm hits her. Her pussy contracts around my cock in powerful waves, trying to milk my own release. She screams my name, over and over, her voice breaking with the force of her pleasure.

“Rex! Oh god, Rex! Yes! Yes! I’m cumming!”

I don’t slow my pace, fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she’s a trembling, gasping mess beneath me. The power I have over her—over this beautiful, wealthy woman who happens to be my coach’s wife—makes my cock swell even larger inside her.

Coach Miller watches the whole thing, his face a mask of conflicting emotions—shame, arousal, jealousy, acceptance. I make sure to look him directly in the eyes as I continue to fuck his wife, claiming her in the most primal way possible.

“This is how a quarterback fucks, Coach,” I taunt, my voice harsh with contempt. “Remember that next time you try to tell me what to do on the field.”

He nods weakly, accepting his place in the hierarchy we’ve established here today. On the field, he may be Coach Miller, but in this house, I’m the one in charge. His wife’s pussy clenching around my cock proves it better than any words could.

As Vanessa’s orgasm subsides, I grab her hair again, pulling her head back so I can see her face—flushed with pleasure, makeup ruined, eyes glazed with satisfaction. But I’m nowhere near done with Coach Miller’s wife yet. My own release is building, but I have other plans before I let it overtake me.

“Who does this pussy belong to now?” I demand, slowing my thrusts to deep, deliberate strokes.

“You, Rex,” she gasps, her body still trembling with aftershocks. “It’s all yours.”

I pull out suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. With a rough hand on her shoulder, I spin her around to face me, her back now to her husband. I want to look into her eyes for what comes next, want to see the moment she realizes exactly what kind of man she’s dealing with.

“Good girl,” I praise, my voice dripping with condescension. “Now let’s really give your husband a show.”

I stand over Vanessa, my cock glistening with her juices, still rock hard and throbbing with need. She looks up at me with glazed eyes, her perfect makeup completely ruined, her blonde hair a tangled mess from my rough handling. Coach Miller takes a hesitant step forward from his position by the door, his voice trembling as he finally finds the courage to make a request. “Please, sir,” he whimpers, and the “sir” sends a fresh jolt of power through my veins. “Cum on her face. She... she likes that.”

I laugh, the sound cruel and dismissive. The pathetic fuck is telling me how to finish with his wife, like he’s offering a suggestion at a restaurant. But the idea appeals to me—marking Vanessa in the most primitive way, letting both of them know exactly who’s in charge here.

“You want me to cum on your wife’s pretty face?” I ask, my hand lazily stroking my cock. “You want to watch while I paint her with my load?”

Coach Miller nods eagerly, a flush spreading across his cheeks. “Yes... please.”

I turn my attention back to Vanessa. “On your knees,” I command.

She obeys instantly, sliding off the couch onto the plush carpet. Her jersey—my jersey—is bunched up around her waist, her thong torn at the side from my rough handling. She kneels before me like a worshipper at an altar, her eyes fixed on my cock as she licks her lips in anticipation.

“You want my cum, don’t you?” I taunt, stepping closer so my cock is inches from her face.

“God, yes,” she breathes, her hands coming to rest on my thighs. “Please, Rex.”

I grab a handful of her blonde hair, using it to position her face exactly how I want it. With my other hand, I start stroking my cock, hard and fast, aiming directly at her upturned face. The sight of Coach Miller’s hot wife on her knees before me, begging for my cum while her husband watches, pushes me closer to the edge.

“Tell me what you want,” I demand, my grip on her hair tightening. “Beg for it.”

“I want your cum all over my face,” she moans, her eyes never leaving my cock as my hand works up and down the shaft. “Please, Rex. I need it.”

I look over at Coach Miller, who’s moved closer now, his eyes fixed on the scene before him. “You hear that, Coach? Your wife is begging for my cum. What kind of man lets another guy mark his woman like this?”

He doesn’t answer, but his breathing is heavy, his hand still working inside his pants. The humiliation is part of the thrill for him—watching his wife being used and degraded by a younger, stronger man.

I turn my attention back to Vanessa, increasing the speed of my strokes as I feel my orgasm building. My balls are tight, heavy with cum, ready to explode all over her perfect face.

“Open your mouth,” I command. “Stick out your tongue.”

She complies immediately, her red lips parting, her tongue extending in eager anticipation. The sight pushes me over the edge—Coach Miller’s beautiful wife, on her knees, wearing my jersey, waiting for my cum with her mouth open like a good little slut.

“Fuck!” I grunt as the first rope of hot cum shoots from my cock, landing across her cheek and nose. I keep stroking, aiming the second and third spurts directly onto her extended tongue. More thick streams of cum follow, coating her lips, chin, and forehead in white streaks. I make sure to cover as much of her face as possible, marking her thoroughly.

Vanessa moans as my cum hits her face, her eyes closing briefly before opening again to watch the final spurts land on her. She doesn’t flinch or pull away—if anything, she leans closer, trying to catch more on her tongue.

“That’s it,” I growl, milking the last drops onto her waiting lips. “Take it all.”

When I finally finish, her face is a mess of white streaks, my cum dripping down her cheeks and chin onto her chest. Some has landed on my jersey, marking it as mine in more ways than one. She looks up at me through cum-coated eyelashes, her expression one of complete submission and satisfaction.

I release her hair and step back, admiring my handiwork. Coach Miller’s trophy wife, completely defiled. I glance over at the coach himself, who’s frozen in place, his eyes wide as he takes in the sight of his cum-covered wife.

“Look at her,” I tell him, gesturing toward Vanessa. “Remember this image next time you try to tell me what to do on the field.”

I turn back to Vanessa, who hasn’t moved from her position on the floor. My cum is starting to drip from her chin onto her perfect tits. I reach down and wipe some from her cheek with my index finger.

“Open,” I command, holding my cum-coated finger in front of her lips.

Without hesitation, she parts her lips, allowing me to push my finger into her mouth. She closes her lips around it, sucking it clean, her eyes locked with mine as she tastes my cum. I push my finger deeper, making her gag slightly before pulling it out, now clean of my seed.

“Good girl,” I mock, patting her cheek condescendingly, smearing more cum across her face. “You take it so well.”

I turn away from her, tucking my still-sensitive cock back into my jeans and zipping up. The display of dominance complete, I’m already bored with both of them. I have a Halloween party to get back to, where Elizabeth is waiting for me in Frank’s house.

“Thanks for the reward, Coach,” I say casually, as if we’ve just had a normal conversation about football strategy. I walk past him toward the door, not bothering to look back at Vanessa still kneeling on the floor with my cum drying on her face.

Coach Miller follows me to the front door, wringing his hands nervously. “Thank you for coming,” he says, his voice small. “Vanessa really... appreciated it.”

I laugh at his pathetic attempt to regain some dignity. “I bet she did. Maybe next time I’ll bring some teammates. See if she can handle more than one cock at a time.”

His face flushes at the suggestion, but I can see the spark of excitement in his eyes. He’d let me do it, let me share his wife with the entire offensive line if I wanted to. That’s how desperate he is to keep me happy, to stay in my good graces.

“Drive safe,” he mumbles as I step outside into the evening air.

“Clean her up,” I reply, not bothering to acknowledge his concern. “Or don’t. Maybe leave her like that for a while. Let her remember what a real man’s cum feels like on her skin.”

I don’t wait for his response before heading to my car. As I slide into the driver’s seat, I check my watch. Still plenty of time to get back to Elizabeth and Frank’s place for the Halloween party. My cock is already starting to stir again at the thought of what awaits me there—a house full of masked strangers, Elizabeth at my disposal, and no Frank in sight.

Two coaches’ wives in one day. Not bad. But the night is still young, and I’m just getting started.


Chapter 4

The high from fucking Coach Miller’s trophy wife still pulses through my veins as I pull up to Masquerade, the most expensive costume shop in town. My cock stirs at the memory of Vanessa’s cum-covered face, the way she begged for it, and how her pathetic husband watched the whole thing. Nothing beats the rush of power that comes from taking another man’s woman right in front of him—except maybe doing it behind his back, which is exactly what I’ll be doing again tonight with Elizabeth at the Halloween party.

I check my reflection in the rearview mirror before getting out of my car. My eyes look hungry, predatory—exactly how I feel. Two coaches’ wives in one day, and the night’s still young. The party at Elizabeth and Frank’s place is going to be legendary, and I need the perfect mask to hide behind while I fuck Coach Frank’s wife in a room full of people.

The bell above the door chimes as I step into Masquerade. The place reeks of money—glass display cases showing off elaborate masks that cost more than some people’s rent, mannequins draped in high-end costumes, and soft, fancy-ass music playing over hidden speakers. Most college kids hit up the cheap Halloween pop-ups for their costumes, but I’m not most college kids. I’ve got NIL money to burn and an image to maintain.

“Welcome to Masquerade! Let me know if you need any—” A petite brunette steps out from behind a display, her words cutting off mid-sentence as recognition flashes across her face. “Oh my god! You’re Rex Ryder!”

I give her my signature smile, the one that’s gotten me into countless panties across campus. She’s cute in that girl-next-door way—big brown eyes, pouty lips, and a body that her uniform can’t hide. Her name tag reads “Chloe,” and she’s practically vibrating with excitement, her tits bouncing slightly under her tight polo shirt as she rushes toward me.

“I’m your biggest fan!” she gushes, her eyes roaming over my body like she’s mentally undressing me. “I’ve been to every home game this season. That throw you made last week? Against State? I screamed so loud my roommate thought I was being murdered!”

I chuckle, letting my gaze drift obviously to her tits, then back to her face. She notices and blushes, but doesn’t step back. Instead, she moves closer, invading my personal space in that way girls do when they’re offering themselves up.

“I need a mask,” I tell her, watching her pupils dilate with lust. “Something simple but high-end. For a party tonight.”

“Of course!” Chloe practically skips as she leads me to a display of masks. Her ass looks fucking incredible in her tight black pants, and I don’t bother hiding the fact that I’m staring at it. “We have some amazing options. Is there a specific style you’re looking for?”

I pretend to examine the masks while really watching her bend over to reach the lower shelf, giving me a perfect view of her ass. “Something that covers just my eyes. Nothing too flashy.”

“Mysterious. I like it,” she giggles, straightening up with a few options in hand. “These are our best Venetian styles. Hand-crafted in Italy.”

She holds up a simple black mask with silver detailing around the eyes. It’s perfect—elegant but masculine, the kind of thing that says I have money but don’t need to show off.

“This one,” I decide, taking it from her hands, purposely letting my fingers brush against hers. She inhales sharply at the contact, her cheeks flushing pink.

“Great choice,” she breathes, standing way closer than necessary. “Would you like to try it on? We have dressing rooms in the back.”

“Lead the way.”

I follow her through the store, enjoying the way her hips sway with each step. The shop is empty except for us—no surprise on a weekday afternoon. She leads me to a small hallway with three doors, opening the middle one to reveal a decent-sized dressing room with a full-length mirror and a small padded bench.

“Take your time,” she says, lingering in the doorway longer than necessary. “Just call if you need anything.”

I nod, stepping inside and closing the door behind me. The dressing room smells like expensive cologne and leather from the costumes. I strip off my shirt, wanting to see how the mask looks against my bare skin. My abs flex in the mirror as I lift my arms to position the mask over my eyes. The black leather feels cool against my skin, the silver accents catching the light as I turn my head from side to side.

I look fucking good—dangerous and mysterious. With this on at the party, I can do whatever the fuck I want to Elizabeth, and no one would know it’s me. The thought makes my cock stiffen in my jeans. I adjust the straps around the back of my head, but they’re a bit tricky with the fancy Italian design.

A soft knock on the door interrupts my thoughts. “Rex?” Chloe’s voice is barely above a whisper. “It’s just me, Chloe. I need to check if the strap is adjusted right. Those Italian masks can be tricky.”

My lips curl into a smirk. This is too easy. Girls like Chloe are always the same—they see the jersey, hear my name, and their panties get wet. She doesn’t give a fuck about the mask strap. She wants to get close to me, to touch me, hoping it leads to more.

And who am I to disappoint her?

“Door’s unlocked,” I call back, positioning myself in front of the mirror, still shirtless with my jeans hanging low on my hips.

The door opens just enough for her slim body to slip through, then clicks shut behind her. Her eyes widen as she takes in my bare chest, her gaze traveling hungrily over my pecs, down to my abs, and landing on the bulge in my jeans.

“Oh,” she breathes, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Let me see that strap.”

The dressing room suddenly feels much smaller with both of us inside. I can smell her perfume—something sweet and fruity that screams “college girl.” She steps closer, reaching up to adjust the strap behind my head, her fingers brushing against my neck. The touch sends a current of electricity straight to my cock.

“Is this your first time fitting a Venetian mask?” I ask, my voice deliberately lower, rougher.

“No, I do this all the time,” she whispers, her eyes locked on mine through the mask. “But I’ve never done it for someone like you.”

Her hands linger at the back of my neck, no longer even pretending to adjust the mask. We both know exactly what’s happening here. I can see it in her eyes—the hunger, the willingness to do anything I want just because of who I am. It’s the same look I’ve seen in countless girls’ eyes before, from college freshmen to coaches’ wives.

“The mask looks perfect on you,” she murmurs, her hands now traveling down to my bare shoulders, her fingertips tracing the contours of my muscles. “Very mysterious. Very sexy.”

I don’t respond, just watch her in the mirror as her hands continue their exploration, moving down to my chest, her fingers tracing each defined muscle like she’s memorizing them. She bites her lower lip, her breath coming faster now. The bulge in my jeans is growing more obvious by the second, and her eyes keep darting down to it, then back up to my masked face.

“Is there anything else you need help with?” she asks, her voice thick with suggestion as her hands move lower, trailing over my abs, stopping just above the waistband of my jeans.

The tension in the small space is palpable, charged with lust and anticipation. I can practically smell her arousal mixing with her fruity perfume. She wants this—wants me—and we both know what’s about to happen in this high-end dressing room.

I turn slowly to face her, towering over her petite frame. “I think there is something else you could help me with,” I say, letting my gaze drift meaningfully to the growing bulge in my pants.

Chloe’s eyes darken with desire, and her tongue darts out to wet her lips in anticipation of what’s coming next.

I watch with satisfaction as Chloe’s eyes lock onto the bulge straining against my jeans. She licks her lips, a hungry look spreading across her face. I don’t need to say anything—my reputation speaks for itself, and this college girl knows exactly what’s expected. When she drops to her knees in front of me, the sight sends a jolt of electricity straight to my cock. This is what being Rex Ryder gets me—random girls throwing themselves at me, desperate to please, eager to brag to their friends later that they sucked off the star quarterback in a fucking dressing room.

“Can I?” she whispers, her hands hovering just above my belt buckle, asking permission even though we both know she’s going to do it anyway.

I nod, the black Venetian mask still covering my eyes, adding an extra layer of anonymity to the moment—like she’s not sucking off Rex Ryder, but some masked stranger who could be anyone. The thought turns me on even more.

Her fingers tremble slightly as she unbuckles my belt, the metal clinking in the quiet dressing room. She pops the button on my jeans and slowly pulls down the zipper, her breath hitching when my cock strains against my boxers, creating a prominent tent. Her eyes widen at the size of it, still contained but clearly impressive.

“Oh my god,” she breathes, hooking her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and tugging them down to free my cock. It springs out, already semi-hard and thickening by the second. “I knew you’d be big.”

The awe in her voice feeds my ego as she wraps her small hand around the base of my shaft, her fingers not quite able to encircle it completely. She strokes me slowly, her touch light and teasing, like she’s savoring the moment. I grow harder in her hand, my cock swelling to its full size as she watches with fascination.

“It’s even bigger than I imagined,” she murmurs, leaning forward to kiss the tip softly. Her lips are warm and soft, leaving a faint trace of lip gloss on my skin.

“Stop teasing,” I growl, my patience already wearing thin. I didn’t come here to be worshipped—I came to be serviced.

She obeys instantly, opening her mouth wide and taking the head of my cock between her lips. The warm, wet heat of her mouth sends a jolt of pleasure up my spine. She moans around me, the vibrations traveling through my shaft as she starts to bob her head, taking a little more with each downward motion.

I watch myself disappear into her eager mouth, her lips stretching around my girth. She’s good—definitely not her first time doing this. Her tongue swirls around the head before flattening against the underside of my shaft as she takes me deeper. One hand works what doesn’t fit in her mouth while the other cups my balls gently.

“Fuck,” I hiss as she hollows her cheeks, creating more suction. “That’s it.”

Her big brown eyes look up at me through her lashes, seeking approval. The sight of her on her knees, my cock stuffed in her pretty mouth, wearing that fucking employee polo shirt—it’s a power trip that makes me throb harder between her lips.

I reach down and tangle my fingers in her dark hair, gathering it into a makeshift ponytail. She moans in approval, anticipating what’s coming next. With my grip on her hair secure, I start to control the pace, pushing her head down onto my cock while thrusting my hips forward slightly.

“Take it deeper,” I command, applying pressure to the back of her head.

She tries to comply, relaxing her throat as I push past her comfort zone. When my cock hits the back of her throat, she gags reflexively, her eyes watering. But instead of pulling back, she pushes forward, trying to take more of me.

“Good girl,” I praise, my voice rough with arousal. “That’s how you suck a cock.”

Her hands grip my thighs for balance as I start fucking her face properly now, setting a rhythm that has her gagging with nearly every thrust. Tears spill from her eyes, ruining her mascara and leaving black streaks down her cheeks. The sight is fucking hot—this preppy costume shop employee, all disheveled and choking on my cock.

I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her in place as I push deeper. Her throat convulses around the head of my cock, creating a sensation that nearly makes my eyes roll back. She’s struggling to breathe, but her hands don’t push against me—instead, one slides between her legs, rubbing herself through her pants. She’s getting off on this, on being used roughly.

“You like choking on my cock, don’t you?” I taunt, easing up just enough to let her gasp for air. “Answer me.”

She pulls back slightly, my cock still resting on her tongue. “Yes,” she pants, her voice raspy from the rough treatment. “I love it, Rex. Please use my mouth.”

Hearing her beg for it sends another surge of blood to my already throbbing cock. I push back into her mouth without warning, harder this time, watching as her eyes widen in surprise. Her throat bulges visibly as I hit the back of it, her gag reflex fighting against the intrusion.

The small dressing room is filled with obscene sounds—her choking and gagging, the wet suction of her mouth, my occasional grunts of pleasure. I can hear someone in the shop, maybe another customer, and the danger of being discovered only makes this hotter. I picture some rich housewife walking in, seeing Heisman-candidate Rex Ryder getting his cock sucked by the shop girl, and my balls tighten at the thought.

Chloe’s enthusiasm never wanes—if anything, she gets more into it as I treat her rougher. When I pull out slightly to give her a moment to breathe, strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my cock. Her face is a mess, mascara running, lips puffy and red, chin wet with spit. She looks used, and it’s a good look on her.

“Please,” she gasps, her voice wrecked, “fuck my mouth, Rex.”

I don’t need to be asked twice. I grab her head with both hands now, fingers tangled in her hair, and start thrusting in earnest. Her throat opens for me as she finds the right angle, allowing me to slide deeper than before. The tight, wet heat of her throat squeezing around my cock is incredible, pushing me rapidly toward the edge.

“Fuck, your mouth feels good,” I grunt, my hips picking up speed. The mask on my face shifts slightly with each thrust, reminding me of its presence—of the anonymity it provides, the fantasy it creates.

Chloe’s eyes roll back as I use her mouth mercilessly, her hands now gripping my thighs for support rather than trying to control the pace. She’s surrendered completely, letting me use her however I want. The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating—this girl is literally on her knees in her workplace, letting me fuck her face like she’s nothing but a toy for my pleasure.

I feel my orgasm building, my balls tightening, a familiar pressure at the base of my spine. It would be so easy to explode right now, to flood her eager throat with my cum and watch her swallow every drop. But that’s not what I want—not yet. I’ve got more plans for this shop girl before I leave.

With a grunt of effort, I pull out of her mouth, my cock slapping wetly against her cheek. She gasps for air, her chest heaving, but her eyes remain hungry, fixed on my glistening shaft.

“Stand up,” I command, already plotting my next move. My cock throbs painfully, demanding release, but I ignore it. The delayed gratification will make what comes next even better.

Chloe struggles to her feet on shaky legs, her lips swollen and red from the rough treatment. There’s a visible wet spot on the front of her pants where she’s been rubbing herself, and her nipples poke through her polo shirt. She looks thoroughly debauched, and I haven’t even properly fucked her yet.

“Turn around,” I order, grabbing her shoulders to position her facing the mirror. I want her to watch what I do to her, to see herself being taken by Rex Ryder in this upscale dressing room while customers browse just outside the door.

She complies instantly, her body trembling with anticipation as she places her hands on the small bench in front of her, bending slightly at the waist. The position pushes her ass out toward me, an invitation I have no intention of declining.

“Please,” she whispers, looking at me over her shoulder with those big, pleading eyes. “I need you inside me.”

I reach for her waistband, ready to yank down those tight black pants and claim what she’s so eagerly offering. The mask on my face catches the light as I move, reminding me that to her, I’m not just Rex Ryder—I’m a masked stranger fulfilling her wildest fantasy. And I intend to make it a fantasy she’ll never forget.

I yank down Chloe’s tight black pants in one rough motion, revealing a tiny black thong that disappears between her perfectly round ass cheeks. She gasps at the sudden exposure but immediately arches her back, pressing that sweet ass toward me like the eager slut she is. I run my hand over one smooth cheek, then pull back and slap it hard enough to leave a pink handprint. She yelps, the sound echoing in the small dressing room, but pushes back against my hand for more. “Please, Rex,” she whimpers, spreading her legs wider. “I need it.”

I hook my fingers into her thong and pull it to the side, exposing her pussy, already glistening with arousal. The sight of her so ready, so desperate for my cock, makes me throb painfully. I run my thumb along her slit, gathering her wetness, then push it inside her, testing her tightness.

“Fuck, you’re soaking wet,” I growl, feeling her inner walls clench around my thumb. “Is this what sucking my cock does to you?”

“Yes,” she admits, her voice breathy with need. “I’ve fantasized about this since the first game I saw you play.”

Her confession feeds my ego as I position the head of my cock at her entrance. Without warning, I grip her hips and slam into her in one powerful thrust. Chloe’s entire body jerks forward, and she has to brace herself against the mirror to keep from falling.

“Oh my god!” she cries out, her pussy clenching around me like a vise. “You’re so big!”

I don’t give her time to adjust, pulling back and slamming in again, setting a brutal pace from the start. The small bench in front of her creaks with each thrust, her knuckles turning white as she grips its edges. In the mirror, I can see her face—eyes closed in ecstasy, mouth hanging open in a silent scream, her whole body rocking with the force of my thrusts.

“This what you wanted?” I taunt, digging my fingers into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. “The star quarterback fucking you in a dressing room?”

“Yes! Yes!” she pants, pushing back to meet each thrust. “It’s better than I imagined!”

I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back sharply. The new angle lets me drive even deeper, making her gasp with each thrust. Her tight pussy grips my cock perfectly, wet and hot and eager. The mask on my face shifts slightly with the force of my movements, reminding me of the costume party waiting for me—and Elizabeth—back at Frank’s house.

The thought of fucking Coach Frank’s proper British wife right after this college shop girl makes my cock swell even larger inside Chloe. She feels the change and moans louder, her inner walls fluttering around me.

“God, you feel amazing,” she whimpers, her voice breaking with each thrust. “Please don’t stop!”

I have no intention of stopping. I release her hair to grab both her ass cheeks, spreading them wide so I can watch my cock disappear inside her over and over. The sight is hypnotic—her pink pussy stretched around my thick shaft, her juices coating me with each withdrawal. I slap her ass again, harder this time, watching the flesh jiggle and redden under my palm.

“You like it rough, don’t you?” I grunt, punctuating the question with another hard slap.

“Yes!” she cries out, her pussy clenching around me in response. “Harder!”

I pick up the pace, pounding into her with punishing force. The dressing room fills with obscene sounds—skin slapping against skin, Chloe’s increasingly loud moans, my grunts of exertion, and the wet squelch of her pussy taking my cock again and again. The small space feels hot now, sweat beading on my chest and back as I continue to drive into her.

Suddenly, we both freeze at the sound of footsteps approaching the dressing rooms. Chloe’s eyes widen in panic as she meets my gaze in the mirror. I don’t stop—if anything, the danger of being caught makes me thrust harder, though I slow the pace to minimize the noise.

“Someone’s coming,” she whispers urgently, trying to stifle her moans.

I clamp my hand over her mouth, muffling her sounds as I continue to fuck her. “Then you’d better stay quiet,” I hiss into her ear, biting down on her earlobe for emphasis.

The footsteps stop right outside our door. We can hear someone enter the dressing room next to ours, the rustling of clothes and the creak of the bench as they sit down. Chloe’s pussy clenches around me rhythmically, her fear of discovery clearly turning her on even more.

I keep my hand firmly over her mouth as I resume my thrusts, slower now but just as deep. Her eyes roll back, tears of pleasure forming at the corners as she struggles to stay silent. I can feel her trembling beneath me, hovering on the edge of orgasm.

The person in the next dressing room is talking on their phone, their voice muffled but clearly audible through the thin wall. “Yeah, I’m trying it on now... No, I think I need a smaller size... Hold on...”

I press my chest against Chloe’s back, my lips right against her ear. “You going to cum with a stranger right next door?” I whisper, circling my hips to hit that spot inside her that makes her quiver. “Going to cum all over my cock while someone shops for their Halloween costume?”

She nods frantically against my palm, her eyes pleading. I move my free hand around to her front, sliding between her legs to find her clit. It’s swollen and hard under my fingers, and the lightest touch makes her jerk like she’s been electrocuted. I rub it in tight circles, still fucking her with measured strokes, making sure each one hits as deep as possible.

Her orgasm hits her like a freight train. Even with my hand over her mouth, a muffled scream escapes as her entire body convulses. Her pussy contracts violently around my cock, squeezing me in rhythmic waves that nearly push me over the edge too. Tears stream down her face as the pleasure overwhelms her, her knees buckling slightly as she struggles to remain standing.

The intensity of her climax triggers my own. I feel my balls tighten, the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. But I’m not ready to cum yet—not inside her. I want to mark her, to leave her with a reminder of what happened in this dressing room.

With a grunt of effort, I pull out just as my orgasm hits. I spin her around and push her down onto the small bench, aiming my cock at her exposed back. The first rope of cum lands across her shoulder blades, hot and thick. The second and third follow quickly, painting white streaks across her lower back and the curve of her ass. She whimpers at the sensation, her body still trembling from her own climax.

“Oh god,” she gasps, looking back over her shoulder at me, her eyes wide as she watches me empty myself onto her skin. “There’s so much...”

I stroke myself through the final pulses, making sure to cover as much of her as possible. When I finally finish, her back and ass are a mess of white streaks, my cum already starting to drip down her sides onto the bench.

“Fuck,” I mutter, tucking my still-sensitive cock back into my jeans. The release was intense, but my mind is already moving on to the next conquest—to Elizabeth waiting for me back at Frank’s house, to the masked party where I can take what I want without consequence.

Chloe sits there, dazed and cum-covered, looking up at me with a mixture of satisfaction and uncertainty. She doesn’t seem to know what happens next—whether this is the beginning of something or just a one-time fuck in a dressing room.

“Thanks for the help with the mask,” I say casually, adjusting it on my face one last time before taking it off. I toss a few bills onto the bench beside her—more than enough to cover the mask. “I’ll take it.”

Her face falls slightly at my dismissive tone, but she quickly masks it with a smile. “Glad I could... help,” she manages, reaching for her pants that are still around her ankles.

I don’t wait for her to get dressed or clean herself up. I simply walk out of the dressing room, mask in hand, leaving her there with my cum cooling on her skin. As I pass by the neighboring dressing room, I see a middle-aged woman trying on a witch costume, completely oblivious to what just happened a few feet away.

The clerk at the register gives me a curious look as I approach with the mask, noticing Chloe’s absence. “Find everything okay?” she asks.

“Perfect,” I reply with a smirk, handing over my credit card. “Your colleague was very... hands-on with the customer service.”

As I walk out of the shop with my new mask, I check my watch. Still plenty of time to get back to Elizabeth’s place before the party starts. My cock already stirs at the thought of what’s waiting for me there—Coach Frank’s proper British wife, a house full of masked strangers, and no Frank in sight. The night is just getting started.


Chapter 5

I push open the door to Frank’s house, the costume shop mask dangling from my fingers, my body still buzzing from fucking that shop girl. The place is transformed—dim lighting, Halloween decorations strategically placed around the living room, and the subtle scent of Elizabeth’s expensive perfume hanging in the air. She’s in the kitchen, bent over her laptop on the counter, her ass perfectly outlined by a tight black dress that barely covers the essentials. The sight instantly reawakens my cock, which is impressively ready for round two after emptying myself all over Chloe’s back less than an hour ago.

“About time you showed up,” Elizabeth says without turning around, her British accent making even that simple reprimand sound sophisticated. “Did you get the mask?”

I hold it up, though she’s still not looking at me. “Got it. And a little something extra.”

That makes her turn, her eyebrow raised in curiosity. She takes in my disheveled appearance, the satisfied smirk on my face, and her eyes narrow knowingly. “You smell like sex,” she accuses, but there’s no real anger in her voice—just a hint of arousal.

“Jealous?” I taunt, crossing to her and placing the mask on the counter. “Don’t worry. I’ve got plenty left for you.”

She rolls her eyes but doesn’t pull away when I slide my hand around her waist. “Frank’s about to call,” she says, nodding toward the laptop. “His nightly check-in. Always at seven on the dot when he’s away.”

“Perfect timing,” I reply, my hand sliding lower to cup her ass through the dress.

Elizabeth slaps my hand away, but there’s a wicked gleam in her eye. “Behave. I need to talk to him about his flight back on Monday.”

“Or,” I counter, stepping closer until her back hits the counter, “we could make this call more interesting.”

She bites her lip, that internal battle I love to watch playing out across her face. The proper British wife warring with the insatiable slut I’ve awakened in her. As always, the slut wins.

“He can’t see below the counter,” she whispers, her breath hitching as I press against her, letting her feel my hardening cock through my jeans.

The laptop chimes with an incoming video call. Elizabeth smooths her hair and adjusts her dress before accepting. I step back just enough to stay out of frame, positioning myself behind her.

Frank’s face fills the screen, his kind eyes crinkling at the corners as he smiles at his wife. He’s sitting in what looks like a generic hotel room, wearing a button-up shirt and tie, probably fresh from some coaching conference dinner.

“Hi, honey! How’s the trip?” Elizabeth asks, her voice syrupy sweet—the perfect devoted wife.

“Exhausting,” Frank sighs, running a hand over his face. “These conferences are the worst. Same old recycled speeches about team building and motivation.”

I move silently behind Elizabeth, close enough that she can feel my breath on her neck but far enough that I won’t be visible on camera. My hands find her hips, fingertips digging into the soft flesh through her dress.

“Poor darling,” she coos, barely reacting to my touch except for a slight tensing of her shoulders. “At least it’s only till Monday.”

As Frank launches into a detailed account of his day, I slowly hike up Elizabeth’s dress from behind, revealing her perfect ass covered only by a tiny black thong. She shifts slightly, widening her stance but never breaking eye contact with her husband on screen.

“The panel on defensive strategies was actually quite informative,” Frank drones on, completely oblivious to what’s happening just out of his sight.

I drop to my knees behind Elizabeth, my face level with her ass. She’s got one of those asses that defies age—firm and round, the kind that makes men of all ages turn and stare. I press a soft kiss to one cheek, feeling her shiver at the contact.

“That’s wonderful, darling,” she responds to Frank, her voice impressively steady as I hook my fingers into her thong and slowly pull it down her legs.

She steps out of it gracefully, still nodding along to whatever Frank is saying about linebacker formations or some shit. I couldn’t care less. My attention is fully focused on the treasure now exposed to me—her pussy already glistening with arousal, and the tight puckered hole of her ass just above it.

I spread her cheeks with both hands, exposing her completely. Elizabeth’s breath catches mid-sentence, but she recovers quickly. “So what time does your flight get in on Monday?” she asks Frank, her voice only slightly strained.

While Frank checks his itinerary, I lean forward and run my tongue along her slit from behind, tasting her arousal. Her entire body stiffens, but she manages to keep her composure. I circle higher, rimming her asshole with the tip of my tongue. This time she can’t suppress a small gasp.

“Everything okay?” Frank asks, looking up from his phone.

“Fine!” Elizabeth says quickly. “Just... a little heartburn from dinner.”

I grin against her skin, enjoying her struggle to maintain normalcy while I work my tongue against her most intimate areas. My hands grip her ass harder, spreading her cheeks wider as I focus my attention on her tight hole. The taboo nature of what we’re doing—her talking to her clueless husband while I eat her ass—makes my cock throb painfully against my jeans.

“Did you take some antacid?” Frank asks, concern evident in his voice. “There should be some in the medicine cabinet.”

“I’ll get some after we talk,” she promises, then deliberately changes the subject. “How was the dinner tonight? Anyone interesting there?”

I push my tongue past the tight ring of muscle, penetrating her ass slightly. Elizabeth’s knees buckle for a moment, and she has to grip the counter to stay upright. I hear her breathing accelerate, see her knuckles turn white as she fights to maintain control.

Frank launches into another boring story about some coach he met, completely unaware that his wife is being tongue-fucked in the ass by his star quarterback just inches below the camera’s view.

I work my tongue deeper, feeling her muscles clench around me. My hands move to the fronts of her thighs, keeping her spread open for me. She’s dripping wet now, her arousal running down her inner thighs. I catch some with my finger and use it to lubricate her asshole further, making it easier for my tongue to penetrate her.

“That sounds fascinating,” Elizabeth manages to say, her voice now noticeably higher than normal. Her hips move subtly, pushing back against my face, silently begging for more.

I pull back slightly, blowing cool air against her wet hole, watching it clench in response. Then I dive back in, my tongue circling and penetrating with more force. My free hand slides between her legs from behind, finding her clit and rubbing it in small, tight circles.

Elizabeth’s composure finally cracks. “Oh!” she gasps, then quickly disguises it as a cough. “Sorry, darling. Bit of a... dry throat.”

“Should I let you go so you can get some water?” Frank asks, still the caring husband, still completely fucking clueless about what’s happening to his wife.

“No, no,” Elizabeth insists, even as her hips begin to rock more obviously against my face. “I’m fine. Tell me more about tomorrow’s schedule.”

I increase the pressure on her clit, feeling it swell under my fingers. At the same time, I push my tongue as deep into her ass as it can go, wiggling it inside her. The combination is too much—I feel her body start to tremble, the first waves of an orgasm building within her.

Her voice becomes increasingly strained as she tries to focus on Frank’s words. “That’s... that’s wonderful, darling,” she says, her accent thickening as it always does when she’s aroused. “I’m so... proud of you.”

Frank finally seems to notice something’s off. “Are you sure you’re alright? You look flushed.”

“Just a bit warm in here,” she lies smoothly, even as her thighs begin to shake around my head. “I should open a window after we talk.”

I’m relentless, my tongue and fingers working in tandem to push her toward the edge. I want to make her cum while she’s looking directly at her husband’s face on that screen. I want her to remember this moment every time Frank calls her from a business trip.

Elizabeth’s control is slipping by the second. Her breathing is now audibly ragged, her responses to Frank becoming shorter, more distracted. “Yes... That’s nice... Mmhmm... Right...”

“Well, I should let you go,” Frank says finally, clearly concerned but too polite to push it. “You don’t look well, honey. Get some rest.”

“Yes,” Elizabeth gasps, her body now rigid with the effort of holding back her orgasm. “You... you have a good night, darling. Don’t wait up for me!”

“I love you,” Frank says, smiling that clueless, trusting smile.

“Love you too,” Elizabeth manages to choke out, her finger hovering over the end call button.

The second Frank’s face disappears from the screen, Elizabeth slams the laptop closed and lets out a desperate moan that’s been building throughout the entire conversation. “Oh my fucking god, Rex,” she gasps, pushing her ass back against my face. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping. Not until I’ve fucked her properly over this same counter where she just spoke to her husband. The night is young, and I’m just getting started with Coach Frank’s wife.

I rise to my feet behind Elizabeth, my tongue still tasting her on my lips as she trembles against the counter. Her breathing is ragged, her composure completely shattered now that Frank is gone from the screen. I press my body against her back, letting her feel the hard outline of my cock through my jeans. “Did you enjoy that?” I whisper into her ear, my hands sliding around to cup her breasts through her dress. “Talking to your husband while I had my tongue in your ass?” She lets out a whimper that’s half shame, half arousal—the perfect sound that tells me just how fucked up this whole situation is, and how much we both love it.

“You’re terrible,” she breathes, but there’s no conviction in her voice—only need. Her ass pushes back against my crotch, grinding against my hardness.

“And you’re soaking wet,” I counter, one hand sliding down between her legs to confirm what I already know. My fingers come away glistening with her arousal. “Look how wet you get from deceiving your husband.”

She doesn’t deny it. Instead, she turns her head to look at me over her shoulder, her hazel eyes dark with lust. “Please,” is all she says, but it’s loaded with meaning.

I step back just enough to unbuckle my belt and unzip my jeans, freeing my cock. It springs out, already rock hard despite having cum less than an hour ago with Chloe. Elizabeth watches, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as I stroke myself a few times.

“Is this what you want?” I ask, knowing the answer but wanting to hear her say it.

“Yes,” she whispers, her British accent thickening with desire. “God, yes.”

I move behind her again, lifting her dress up over her hips to expose her completely. She’s still bent over the counter where Frank’s face had been on the screen just minutes ago, her legs spread slightly, her pussy glistening with arousal. The sight sends a fresh surge of blood to my already throbbing cock.

I position myself at her entrance, running the head through her slick folds but not pushing in yet. “Tell me what you want,” I demand, teasing her opening with just the tip.

“I want you inside me,” she says, her voice breathy with need. “Please, Rex.”

“Not good enough,” I growl, slapping her ass lightly. “Be specific. What do you want inside you?”

Her cheeks flush with embarrassment, but she’s too far gone to care about propriety now. “Your cock,” she gasps. “I want your cock inside me, Rex. Please fuck me.”

Hearing those filthy words in her posh British accent never fails to make my cock throb. I grab her hips, positioning myself properly, and slowly—torturously slowly—push just the head inside her. She’s incredibly wet, her pussy welcoming me eagerly, but I resist the urge to slam into her. Instead, I inch forward with deliberate restraint, making her feel every centimeter as I fill her.

“Oh god,” she moans as I sink deeper, her inner walls stretching to accommodate my size. “You feel so good.”

I continue my slow invasion until I’m fully sheathed inside her, my hips pressed against her ass. I hold there, not moving, letting her adjust to the feeling of being completely filled. Her pussy pulsates around me, already trying to milk my orgasm from me, but I’m in control here.

“This is what you needed, isn’t it?” I murmur, grinding my hips in a small circle but not pulling out yet. “My cock inside you while your husband flies across the country, completely clueless.”

“Yes,” she admits, her voice small but heavy with lust. “I need this. I need you.”

I pull back slowly until just the head remains inside her, then push forward again with the same tortuous deliberation. Setting a pace that’s deliberately, excruciatingly slow. Each stroke is deep and thorough, making her feel every inch of me as I withdraw and enter again.

“Rex,” she pleads, trying to push back against me to increase the pace. “Please. Harder.”

I tighten my grip on her hips, holding her in place, controlling the rhythm completely. “No,” I tell her firmly. “We’re doing this my way. Slow and deep, so you feel every... single... inch.” I punctuate each word with a deep thrust, but maintain the unhurried pace.

Elizabeth whimpers in frustration, her fingers clutching the edge of the counter so hard her knuckles turn white. I watch her face in profile—eyes closed, lips parted, cheeks flushed with desire. Coach Frank’s proper British wife, bent over their kitchen counter, taking my cock with desperate need while he sits oblivious in a hotel room across the country.

The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating. It’s not just about the physical pleasure—though that’s incredible, her pussy gripping me like a silken vise with each slow stroke. It’s about the conquest, the complete dominance I have over both of them. Frank doesn’t know that his star quarterback is fucking his wife in their own home. Elizabeth knows, and she loves it—gets off on the betrayal, on the taboo nature of what we’re doing.

“Think about Frank,” I say, my voice low and taunting as I continue my measured strokes. “Think about how he trusts you. How he has no idea that the moment he hung up, you bent over for me.”

“Stop,” she gasps, but her pussy clenches tighter around me, betraying how much my words turn her on.

“You don’t want me to stop,” I laugh darkly, leaning over her back to speak directly into her ear while maintaining my slow pace. “You love that I’m talking about your husband while I’m balls deep inside you. It makes you wetter, doesn’t it?”

As if to prove my point, I reach around to slide my fingers through her folds, finding her absolutely drenched. “See? Your body can’t lie, Elizabeth.”

I straighten back up, grabbing her hips again and continuing my deliberate thrusts. Each one makes her gasp, her body trembling with the need for release, but I refuse to speed up. This slow torture is exactly what I want—to show her who’s in control, to make her beg for what only I can give her.

“Please, Rex,” she finally breaks, her voice cracking with desperation. “I need more. I need it harder.”

“Not yet,” I reply calmly, even as sweat beads on my forehead from the effort of maintaining this restrained pace. My balls are heavy and tight, demanding release, but I ignore them. “I’m enjoying the view too much.”

And what a view it is—her dress bunched around her waist, her back arched, her ass pressed against my hips as my cock slides in and out of her with measured precision. Each withdrawal reveals my shaft glistening with her arousal before it disappears back inside her.

I reach forward and gather her hair in my fist, pulling it just enough to arch her neck further. “Who does this pussy belong to?” I ask, giving a particularly deep thrust that makes her gasp.

“You,” she moans, her accent thicker now, almost unintelligible with desire. “It’s yours, Rex.”

“And what about Frank? Doesn’t he get a say?” I taunt, knowing exactly what effect my words will have.

“No,” she whimpers, her inner walls clenching at the mention of her husband. “He can’t... he doesn’t...”

“He can’t fuck you like this,” I finish for her, still maintaining that torturous slow pace. “Can’t make you feel what I make you feel.”

“No,” she agrees breathlessly. “Only you.”

I feel her starting to tighten around me, her body approaching another orgasm despite—or perhaps because of—my measured pace. Each deep, deliberate stroke hits exactly the right spot inside her, building her pleasure steadily rather than rushing toward it. Her breathing becomes more erratic, her moans higher pitched.

“Are you going to cum?” I ask, feeling my own release building despite my best efforts to hold back. The sight of her coming undone beneath me, the knowledge that I’m fucking her on the same counter where she just spoke to her husband—it’s almost too much.

“Yes,” she gasps, her entire body trembling now. “Please don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I maintain my pace, fighting against every instinct to speed up, to pound into her with abandon. The restraint is its own kind of power, the denial of what we both desperately want creating a tension that makes every sensation more intense, every stroke more electric.

“Cum for me,” I command, my voice rough with the effort of control. “Cum on my cock, Elizabeth.”

Her pussy starts to flutter around me, the first tremors of her orgasm beginning. I know I should speed up now, drive her over the edge with hard, fast thrusts. But something in me wants to see if I can make her shatter completely with just this slow, relentless pace—to prove my complete dominance over her pleasure.

The second Elizabeth’s orgasm begins to build, something snaps inside me. All the control I’ve been maintaining evaporates like it never existed. I grab a fistful of her hair and finally give in to the primal urge that’s been building since I started this slow torture. With a growl that sounds barely human, I pull nearly all the way out before slamming back into her with enough force to make the laptop on the counter rattle. She cries out, her head jerking back from the dual assault of my cock and my grip on her hair. “Is this what you wanted?” I snarl, repeating the motion, harder this time. “To be fucked like the slut you are?”

“Yes!” she screams, her proper British accent making even that simple word sound filthy coming from her mouth. “God, yes! Harder!”

I don’t need to be told twice. I let go of all restraint, pounding into her with savage intensity, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The counter creaks beneath us, the laptop sliding dangerously close to the edge until Elizabeth pushes it away with a shaky hand. Her other hand grips the edge of the counter so hard her knuckles turn white, the only thing keeping her upright as I fuck her with merciless force.

“You love it, don’t you?” I grunt, my fingers tightening in her hair, pulling her head back even further. “Talking to your pathetic husband while I’m balls-deep inside you.”

She can only moan in response, her eyes closed, face contorted with a pleasure so intense it borders on pain. I slap her ass hard with my free hand, watching the flesh jiggle and redden under my palm. The sharp crack echoes in the kitchen, followed immediately by her cry of surprised pleasure.

“Answer me,” I demand, slapping her other cheek just as hard. “You love deceiving him, don’t you?”

“Yes!” she gasps, her pussy clenching around me at the admission. “I love it! I love how wrong it is!”

Her confession sends a surge of savage satisfaction through me. I release her hair to grab both her hips, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock with each thrust. The new angle lets me hit even deeper, making her cry out with every penetration.

“Frank could never fuck you like this,” I taunt, watching my cock disappear inside her over and over. “His weak little dick could never make you scream like I do.”

“Never,” she agrees breathlessly, pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. “He’s never... oh god, Rex!”

The kitchen fills with obscene sounds—skin slapping against skin, Elizabeth’s increasingly high-pitched moans, my grunts of exertion, and the wet squelch of my cock plunging into her soaking pussy again and again. The counter bangs rhythmically against the wall, hard enough that I briefly wonder if it might break.

I lean over her back, one hand sliding around to find her throat. I squeeze lightly, feeling her pulse race under my fingers. “This is what you are,” I growl into her ear, never slowing my punishing pace. “Coach Frank’s proper British wife, bent over her own kitchen counter, taking her husband’s quarterback’s cock like she was born for it.”

She whimpers at my words, her inner walls clenching around me in response. The degradation turns her on—makes her wetter, tighter, more desperate for every inch of me. I tighten my grip on her throat slightly, just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. The effect is immediate—her pussy grips me like a vise, her entire body trembling with need.

“Look at you,” I sneer, straightening back up to watch my cock slide in and out of her. “So fucking desperate for it. What would your friends think if they saw you like this? If they knew what a slut you really are?”

“I don’t care,” she moans, her voice broken with pleasure. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping—not until I’ve fucked her through the powerful orgasm I can feel building inside her. Her inner walls flutter around my shaft, her breathing becoming more erratic, her moans higher pitched. She’s right on the edge, just needing that final push to send her over.

“Cum for me,” I command, releasing her throat to reach around and find her clit. I rub it in tight, hard circles, timing the motion with my relentless thrusts. “Show me what a good little slut you are.”

The dual stimulation is too much for her. Elizabeth shatters beneath me, her entire body convulsing as her orgasm tears through her. Her pussy contracts around my cock in powerful waves, trying to milk my own release from me. She screams my name, over and over, her voice echoing

“Rex! Oh god, Rex! Yes! Yes!” Elizabeth screams as her orgasm rips through her. Her pussy contracts around my cock in powerful waves, trying to milk my own release from me. Her voice echoes through the kitchen—Coach Frank’s wife screaming my name as she cums harder than he’s ever made her cum.

I don’t slow down, fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she’s a trembling, gasping mess beneath me. The sight of her coming undone, completely at my mercy, pushes me closer to my own release. I can feel it building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with each thrust.

“You’re mine,” I growl, emphasizing each word with a deep, punishing thrust. “This pussy belongs to me now.”

“Yes,” she whimpers, her body still shaking with aftershocks. “All yours, Rex. Take it. Use it.”

Her submission pushes me to the edge. My cock swells even larger inside her, my rhythm becoming erratic as I chase my own release. But I don’t want to cum inside her—not this time. I want to mark her, to leave a visible reminder of who she really belongs to.

With a grunt of effort, I pull out just as my orgasm hits. I spin her around by her shoulders, pushing her down to her knees in front of me. Her eyes widen as the first rope of cum shoots across her back, landing hot and thick on her skin. I aim the next several spurts lower, covering her ass in white streaks. Some lands on the dress that’s still bunched around her waist, staining the expensive fabric.

“Fuck!” I groan, stroking myself through the final pulses, making sure to cover as much of her as possible. When I finally finish, her back and ass are a mess of my cum, already starting to drip down her sides onto the kitchen floor.

Elizabeth looks up at me over her shoulder, her face flushed with exertion and satisfaction. “That was...” she trails off, seemingly unable to find words adequate to describe what just happened.

“Yeah,” I agree, tucking my still-sensitive cock back into my jeans. The release was intense, but my mind is already moving forward to the party tonight—to the masked strangers who will fill this house in a few hours, to the possibilities that await.

Elizabeth stands on shaky legs, my cum still dripping down her back. She grabs a kitchen towel and attempts to clean herself up, wincing as she feels the sticky substance cooling on her skin.

“I need a shower,” she says, her British accent making even that mundane statement sound refined despite her thoroughly debauched appearance. “Guests will start arriving in an hour.”

I glance at the kitchen counter, where moments ago she was speaking to her oblivious husband while I ate her ass. The laptop sits there, closed now, harboring our dirty secret. Next to it lies my new Venetian mask, the black leather gleaming in the dim kitchen light.

“Wear something slutty tonight,” I tell her, picking up the mask and turning it over in my hands. “Something that shows off what belongs to me.”

She raises an eyebrow, a small smile playing at the corners of her lips. “And what exactly belongs to you, Rex?”

I step forward, grabbing her ass hard enough to make her gasp. “All of this,” I growl, my other hand sliding between her legs to cup her still-sensitive pussy. “Every inch of Coach Frank’s wife.”

She shivers at my touch but doesn’t pull away. “And what if someone recognizes me at the party?” she asks, a hint of nervousness in her voice. “These are Frank’s friends, his colleagues.”

I hold up the mask between us. “That’s the beauty of a masquerade, Elizabeth. No one knows who anyone is. You can be whatever slut you want to be tonight, and no one will be the wiser.”

The idea clearly excites her—I can see it in her eyes, feel it in the way she presses against my hand that’s still between her legs. Coach Frank’s proper British wife, contemplating all the depraved things she can get away with at a masked party in her own home.

“Now go shower,” I say, slapping her ass one more time before releasing her. “I want you ready and waiting when people start arriving.”

She turns to leave, then pauses, looking back at me with a mixture of satisfaction and wickedness that makes my cock stir again despite having just cum. “This isn’t what I expected when Frank insisted we mentor you,” she says, her voice low and teasing. “He thought you needed guidance.”

I laugh, the sound harsh and confident in the quiet kitchen. “I think we both know who’s guiding who in this situation.”

Elizabeth’s smile turns predatory. “Indeed. I’ll see you at the party, Rex.”

As she disappears upstairs to shower, I pick up my mask again, imagining the night ahead. A house full of masked strangers, Coach Frank’s wife at my disposal, and an entire weekend before Frank returns. The possibilities are endless, and I intend to explore every single one of them.


Chapter 6

The living room of Coach Frank’s house pulses with energy as masked bodies writhe and grind to the heavy beat. I sit back in my makeshift throne—Frank’s expensive leather armchair positioned in the center of the room like I own the place. Because tonight, I fucking do. My black Venetian mask hides my identity, but everyone knows who’s in charge. Women in various stages of undress circulate through the crowd, their eyes lingering on me as they pass. My cock stirs in my pants as I survey my domain, taking in the chaos I’ve created in Coach Frank’s pristine home.

The air is thick with the scent of expensive perfume, spilled vodka, and raw fucking lust. Candles flicker throughout the room, casting shadows that make every movement seem more erotic, every touch more forbidden. Frank’s crystal decanter collection has been emptied, his top-shelf liquor flowing freely among the guests who wear everything from elaborate feathered masks to simple domino covers. Some women have gone all-out with corsets and lingerie, while others are already down to just their masks and heels.

Elizabeth outdid herself with the guest list—sorority girls, faculty wives, even some of the cheer squad. All of them drawn by the whispered promise of anonymity, of being able to do whatever—or whoever—they want without consequences. I spot her across the room, Frank’s proper British wife now transformed in a skin-tight black dress and an ornate silver mask that covers half her face. Our eyes meet briefly, and she raises her champagne glass in a silent toast to our shared secret.

“Another hand, Rex?” purrs a voice to my left.

I turn to see the busty redhead shuffling cards at the small table we’ve set up next to my throne. Her mask is an elaborate creation of red and gold feathers that frame her eyes without hiding her full lips or the freckles dusting her cheeks. Beside her, the Asian girl with sleek black hair and a blue silk mask twirls her martini glass between delicate fingers. I invited them to play after catching them both staring at my crotch earlier.

“Deal,” I command, adjusting my position to make room for my growing erection. I’ve been winning systematically, forcing them to shed clothing with each loss while I remain fully dressed.

The redhead’s hands move expertly as she deals the cards. She’s down to just a tight white tank top, a short plaid skirt that barely covers her ass, and whatever’s underneath. The Asian girl has fared slightly better, still wearing a blue silk blouse along with a black miniskirt. I pick up my cards, hiding my satisfaction behind my mask. A straight flush. They don’t stand a fucking chance.

“Two cards,” says the Asian girl, her voice soft but confident.

“Three for me,” adds the redhead.

“I’m good,” I reply, watching as their eyes widen slightly.

The replacement cards don’t help them. I can see it in the way the redhead’s lips tighten, the slight crease between the Asian girl’s perfectly shaped eyebrows. When we reveal our hands, my straight flush dominates their pathetic pairs.

“Fuck,” hisses the redhead, setting down her cards with more force than necessary. “Another loss.”

“Rules are rules, ladies,” I remind them, leaning back in my chair. “Tops come off.”

They exchange glances, then seem to come to a silent agreement. The crowd around us has grown, sensing the escalation of our little game. With deliberate slowness, the redhead crosses her arms and grips the bottom of her tank top, pulling it up over her head in one fluid motion. The Asian girl follows suit, her fingers working the buttons of her silk blouse until it slides off her shoulders.

Both sit before me now in just their bras and skirts. The redhead’s pale skin is set off perfectly by a black lace bra that struggles to contain her generous tits. The Asian girl’s smaller breasts are encased in blue satin that matches her mask, her skin like porcelain in the dim light.

“Another hand?” I ask, already knowing the answer.

“You know it,” the redhead says, determination in her voice. She clearly thinks her luck is about to turn. She’s wrong.

Three hands later, and they’re both topless, their discarded bras adding to the pile of clothing at their feet. The redhead’s tits are full and heavy, tipped with pale pink nipples that harden under my gaze. The Asian girl’s are smaller but perfectly shaped, her dark nipples contrasting beautifully with her light skin.

“Holy shit,” whispers someone in the crowd. The room has grown quieter, more focused on our game as other party-goers gather to watch these two beautiful women strip for me.

I deal the next hand myself, making sure the cards fall exactly where I want them. Another win for me is inevitable. When I reveal my cards—a full house this time—the Asian girl sighs in resignation.

“Skirts,” I command, not bothering to hide my growing arousal anymore.

The redhead stands first, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her plaid skirt. She shimmies it down her hips in a mock striptease, revealing a tiny black thong that disappears between the pale globes of her ass. The Asian girl follows more demurely, stepping out of her miniskirt to reveal lacy blue panties that match her discarded bra.

My cock throbs painfully against my zipper as I drink in the sight of them—almost naked now, just thin scraps of fabric covering their most intimate parts. The crowd has grown larger, more vocal in their appreciation. I hear the wet sounds of kissing behind me, the distinctive noise of a zipper being lowered. The party is evolving, inhibitions dissolving with each article of removed clothing.

One final hand. I don’t even try to be subtle about stacking the deck. When I reveal a royal flush, both women look at each other and laugh.

“You’re too good at this game,” the redhead says, her tone making it clear she knows I’ve been cheating but doesn’t care.

“Panties,” I state simply, my voice rough with desire.

They stand in unison, both facing me directly as they hook their thumbs into the elastic of their underwear. The redhead goes first, sliding her thong down her legs in a slow, deliberate movement. Her pussy is waxed bare, pink and already visibly wet. The Asian girl follows, revealing a landing strip of dark hair above her slit.

They stand before me completely naked save for their masks and heels, their clothes scattered at their feet. The crowd erupts in cheers and whistles, the party reaching a new level of debauchery. I lean back in my throne, taking in my handiwork—two stunning women, stripped naked at my command, in Coach Frank’s living room.

“Well,” I say, spreading my arms wide in a gesture that encompasses both them and my still-fully-clothed body, “looks like I win.”

The redhead pouts playfully, her hands on her naked hips. “I’m out of clothes,” she says, her voice dripping with suggestion. “What do I bet now?”

I look from her to the Asian girl, then back again, a slow smile spreading across my face as I formulate my next demand.

“You can bet your mouths,” I say, my voice low and commanding.

The words hang in the air for a moment, electrifying the crowd around us. I watch their faces through my mask, enjoying the way the redhead’s lips part slightly in anticipation, how the Asian girl’s tongue darts out to wet her bottom lip. Without hesitation, they exchange a knowing glance before slipping off their chairs and dropping to their knees in front of me. The redhead’s hands find my thighs, her painted nails digging into the fabric of my pants as she positions herself between my legs. The Asian girl settles beside her, both looking up at me with hunger in their eyes. The crowd presses closer, sensing what’s about to happen.

“I’ve been wondering what this would feel like all night,” the redhead purrs, her fingers already working my belt buckle. The feathers of her mask brush against my thighs as she leans in, creating a teasing sensation that makes my cock twitch in anticipation.

“Let me help,” the Asian girl whispers, reaching for my zipper. Together, they undress me from the waist down, their eager hands working in tandem like they’ve done this before. When they finally free my cock, there’s an audible gasp—not just from them, but from several onlookers who’ve edged closer for a better view.

“Jesus,” the redhead breathes, wrapping her hand around my shaft. “The rumors about you are true.”

I lean back in my throne, spreading my legs wider to accommodate them both. “Show me what those pretty mouths can do,” I command, threading my fingers through the redhead’s hair and guiding her toward my throbbing cock.

She doesn’t need much encouragement. Her lips part and she takes me into her mouth, the wet heat enveloping the head of my cock. Her tongue swirls around the tip, teasing the sensitive underside before she takes me deeper. I let out a groan of satisfaction, my eyes never leaving the erotic sight of her red-painted lips stretching around my girth.

“Fuck, that’s good,” I grunt, tightening my grip on her hair. She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure up my spine.

The Asian girl watches for a moment, her hand sliding between her own legs as she observes. Then she leans in and runs her tongue along my shaft where the redhead can’t reach, creating a dual sensation that makes my hips buck involuntarily.

“My turn,” the Asian girl says after a few minutes, gently pushing the redhead aside. The transition is seamless—one hot mouth replaced by another. Where the redhead was all enthusiasm and suction, the Asian girl is technique and precision. She takes me deep immediately, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size in a way that tells me she’s done this plenty of times before.

“Holy shit,” I hiss through clenched teeth as she deep-throats me, her nose pressing against my stomach. Her eyes water slightly, but she doesn’t pull back until she needs air, releasing me with a wet pop that echoes in the suddenly quieter room.

The crowd has grown, forming a tight circle around us. Through the sea of masks, I see hungry eyes, parted lips, hands wandering to groins and breasts. Someone’s phone flashes—a picture or video being taken—but I don’t give a fuck. Let them record. Let them see who runs this campus, who takes what he wants when he wants it.

The redhead grows impatient, pushing forward again to reclaim my cock. “I want to make him cum,” she says to the Asian girl, a competitive edge to her voice.

“We both will,” the Asian girl replies, lowering her head to take one of my balls into her mouth while the redhead continues working my shaft.

“Fuck!” The dual sensation is incredible—the redhead’s lips sliding up and down my cock while the Asian girl’s tongue massages my balls. My head falls back against the chair, a groan escaping my lips that’s echoed by the appreciative murmurs from the crowd.

They work together now, taking turns with my cock while the other focuses on my balls or runs her tongue along the base of my shaft. The redhead is a master of suction, hollowing her cheeks as she bobs up and down. The Asian girl has perfect tongue control, finding sensitive spots I didn’t even know existed.

“That’s it,” I encourage them, my hands gripping their hair, directing their movements. “Take it deeper. Fuck, yes, just like that.”

The party around us has evolved, the energy shifting from dancing and drinking to something more primal. In my peripheral vision, I see a couple fucking against the wall, a girl bent over the arm of the sofa with her dress hiked up, a threesome forming in the corner. But most eyes remain on us—on me, the king on his throne, being serviced by two gorgeous naked women.

I pull the redhead up by her hair, positioning her so we’re face to face. “Kiss her,” I command, nodding toward the Asian girl. Without hesitation, they turn to each other, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss right beside my cock. Their tongues dance together, hands grabbing at each other’s breasts, putting on a show for me and the crowd.

“Now both of you,” I growl, guiding their faces back to my cock. They understand immediately, positioning themselves on either side of my shaft. Their tongues extend, meeting at the head of my cock, then sliding down opposite sides of my length. The sight of their tongues meeting with my cock between them sends a jolt of electricity straight through my body.

“Oh my god,” someone in the crowd whispers. I hear the wet sounds of people pleasuring themselves or each other while watching our display.

The heat builds at the base of my spine as they continue their oral assault. The redhead takes me deep again, her throat convulsing around the head of my cock as she gags slightly. The Asian girl pulls her off, replacing her mouth with her own, establishing a rhythm between them that has me seeing stars.

“I’m getting close,” I warn them, my voice rough with approaching climax. My balls tighten, the familiar pressure building. “Get ready for it.”

They position themselves side by side, faces upturned, mouths open in eager anticipation. I stand, taking my cock in my hand and stroking it rapidly, aiming at their waiting faces. The crowd grows silent, everyone holding their breath for the climax of our public performance.

“Fuck!” I grunt as the first rope of cum shoots out, landing across the redhead’s cheek and into her open mouth. I adjust my aim, sending the next spurts onto the Asian girl’s face, decorating her forehead and lips with my hot load. They moan in unison, their eyes closed as I paint them with streak after streak of thick cum.

“Don’t waste a drop,” I command, watching as they obediently swallow what landed in their mouths. The Asian girl turns to the redhead, her tongue darting out to lick a strand of cum from her cheek before kissing her deeply, sharing my taste between them.

The crowd erupts in cheers and applause, like they’ve just witnessed the winning touchdown at a championship game. In a way, they have. I tuck my still-sensitive cock back into my pants, looking down at my handiwork—two beautiful women kneeling before me, faces glistening with my cum, looking up at me with admiration and lust.

“Thank you, Rex,” the redhead says, swiping a finger through the mess on her face and sucking it clean.

“Anytime,” I reply with a smirk, already scanning the room for my next conquest. The night is still young, and I’ve got plans for every inch of Coach Frank’s house before sunrise.

Someone hands me a drink—expensive whiskey from Frank’s personal collection—and I raise it in a toast to the crowd. “Let the games continue,” I announce, settling back into my throne as the party swirls around me, fueled by the energy of what they’ve just witnessed.


Chapter 7

The party shifts and evolves as the night deepens, alcohol loosening inhibitions even further. Someone suggests spin the bottle, and within minutes, a circle forms in the middle of Frank’s living room. I join them, settling onto the plush carpet beside a blonde in a barely-there angel costume. An empty wine bottle gleams in the center of our circle, catching the light as eager hands reach to give it the first spin. The masks everyone wears add an extra layer of mystery—even though I’ve fucked some of these women before, tonight they’re strangers, anonymous bodies waiting to be claimed.

“Rules are simple,” announces a guy in a devil mask, one of the few males at this female-dominated party. “Bottle spins, whoever it lands on goes to the closet with the spinner. Seven minutes in heaven, college style.”

A ripple of excited laughter runs through the circle. This isn’t the innocent middle school game—everyone knows what “heaven” means in this context. I scan the faces around me, or what I can see of them behind their masks. About fifteen people have joined, mostly women in various states of undress. My attention lands on a curvy MILF across the circle, poured into a skin-tight black catsuit that hugs every inch of her body. Her mask is sleek and feline, matching her predatory posture. Something about the way she sits—legs folded elegantly to the side, back straight, head held high—screams money and class.

The bottle spins several times, sending pairs off to the closet. They return with mussed hair, smeared lipstick, and satisfied smiles. The angel beside me goes off with a girl dressed as a sexy nurse, returning with a hickey blooming on her neck and a dazed expression.

Finally, it’s my turn. I lean forward, giving the bottle a confident flick of my wrist. It spins rapidly, catching the light with each rotation, gradually slowing until it stops—pointing directly at the MILF in the catsuit. Our eyes lock across the circle, and even behind her mask, I can see her pupils dilate.

“Seven minutes in heaven!” the crowd chants, some pounding their hands on the floor in rhythm.

I rise to my feet in one fluid motion, extending my hand toward her. She takes it, her fingers slender but strong as I pull her up. Even in her heels, she’s shorter than me, her head reaching my chin. The scent of her expensive perfume hits me as I lead her through the crowd toward the large walk-in closet in the hallway.

“I know a closet upstairs that’s more... comfortable,” she suggests, her voice carrying a hint of an accent I can’t quite place.

I shake my head, tightening my grip on her hand. “This one’s closer,” I reply, my voice low enough that only she can hear. “And I don’t want to waste a single second of my seven minutes.”

We reach the closet—a walk-in off the main hallway that Frank uses for coats and storage. Someone’s placed a small lamp inside, casting the space in a warm, dim glow. I pull her in after me and shut the door firmly, the click of the latch sealing us off from the party outside.

For one heartbeat, we stand facing each other, the air between us charged with anticipation. I don’t waste time with small talk or gentle touches. I grab her by the shoulders and push her against the wall, my mouth finding hers in a bruising kiss. She responds immediately, her lips parting to allow my tongue access, her hands coming up to grip my biceps.

“I’ve been watching you all night,” she gasps when we break for air, her chest heaving against the confines of her catsuit.

“And now you’ve got me,” I growl, my hands moving to the front of her outfit. There’s a zipper running from her throat to between her legs, and I grasp it roughly. “Let’s see what’s underneath this fancy wrapping.”

Instead of unzipping it properly, I yank hard, the sound of tearing fabric filling the small space as the zipper gives way, splitting the catsuit open down to her navel. She gasps, half in shock, half in excitement as I expose her bare breasts—full and firm with dark nipples already hardened to tight peaks.

“No bra,” I observe with a smirk, cupping one breast roughly. “Were you planning to get fucked tonight?”

“I was hoping,” she admits, arching into my touch.

I continue tearing her catsuit open, revealing a flat stomach and, as I suspected, no underwear beneath. The fabric parts to expose her completely waxed pussy, glistening with arousal in the dim light. The catsuit has effectively been split in half, hanging off her shoulders while leaving her front entirely exposed.

“Filthy MILF,” I mutter appreciatively, sliding my hand between her legs to find her already soaking wet. I plunge two fingers into her without warning, making her cry out. “Ready and waiting for my cock, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she hisses, spreading her legs wider to accommodate my hand. “Please.”

I withdraw my fingers and bring them to my nose, inhaling her scent before pushing them into her mouth. “Taste yourself,” I command. She sucks my fingers clean obediently, her eyes never leaving mine through our masks.

With my other hand, I unzip my pants and free my cock, already hard again despite the release I had earlier with the redhead and Asian girl. I grab her thigh, lifting it up and hooking it over my hip to open her wider. She balances on one high-heeled foot, her back pressed against the wall for support.

“I don’t even know your name,” she whispers as I position myself at her entrance.

“You don’t need to,” I reply, then thrust forward in one powerful motion, burying myself to the hilt inside her.

She cries out, her head falling back against the wall with a thud. I clamp my hand over her mouth, muffling her sounds as I establish a brutal pace, fucking her hard against the wall of Frank’s closet. Each thrust lifts her slightly off the ground, her body accepting my invasion with wet, obscene sounds that fill the small space.

Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and tight and perfect. I wonder briefly if she’s someone’s wife, maybe even someone I know. The thought makes my cock throb harder inside her. I imagine some clueless husband mingling at the party while I fuck his wife in a closet, her wedding ring glinting in the dim light as she clutches at my shoulders.

“You like that?” I grunt, removing my hand from her mouth to grab her ass, lifting her higher for a better angle. “Like getting fucked by a stranger in a closet?”

“God, yes,” she moans, wrapping her arms around my neck for balance. “Harder. Please, harder.”

I oblige, increasing my pace until the wall behind her shakes with each thrust. The coats hanging around us sway with our movements, hangers scraping against the rod. Her breasts bounce enticingly, and I lean down to capture one nipple between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her gasp.

“Oh fuck,” she whimpers, her inner walls clenching around me as her first orgasm hits her. “I’m cumming. Oh god, I’m cumming!”

I keep my hand over her mouth again, muffling her cries as her body convulses around mine. The tight pulsing of her pussy nearly triggers my own release, but I grit my teeth and hold back. I’m not done with her yet. I fuck her through her orgasm, relentless in my pace, watching her eyes roll back in pleasure.

When her spasms subside, I suddenly withdraw and spin her around, forcing her to face the wall. I kick her legs apart, positioning her ass toward me. The torn catsuit frames her perfectly, the black fabric a stark contrast against her pale skin.

“Please,” she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure. “More.”

I slam back into her without warning, making her cry out again. This position lets me go even deeper, hitting spots that have her gasping with each thrust. I grab a handful of her hair, pulling her head back sharply as I pound into her from behind.

“This pussy belongs to me for the next four minutes,” I growl into her ear, nipping at her earlobe. “I’m going to use every second of it.”

“Yes,” she agrees breathlessly, pushing back to meet my thrusts. “Use me. Take what you want.”

The words fuel my desire, my pace becoming even more punishing. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes in the closet, mixed with her muffled moans and my grunts of exertion. I reach around to find her clit, rubbing it roughly in circles that have her shaking beneath me.

“Oh god,” she gasps, her legs trembling as another orgasm approaches. “I can’t... it’s too much...”

“Take it,” I command, increasing the pressure on her clit. “Cum for me again.”

Her body obeys, convulsing around my cock as her second orgasm tears through her. I fuck her through it, my own release building but still held in check. I want to savor every moment of this power, this complete domination of a woman I don’t even know.

Time seems to disappear as we lose ourselves in the primal rhythm of fucking. Her body is just a vessel for my pleasure now, responding to my every command, taking everything I give her. And I give her everything—hard, deep thrusts that have her seeing stars, if her incoherent moans are any indication.

A knock on the door interrupts us, followed by a voice calling, “Time’s almost up! One minute!”

I slow my pace but don’t stop, leaning over her back to whisper in her ear. “Looks like our time in heaven is almost over. But I’m not finished with you yet.”

“One minute?” I laugh darkly against her ear, my hips never stopping their relentless rhythm. “That’s more than enough time to finish using you.” I grab her hips harder, my fingers digging into her flesh with enough force to leave bruises. The thought of her discovering those marks tomorrow, a reminder of what happened in this closet, makes my cock swell even larger inside her. She whimpers in response, her pussy clenching around me as if trying to keep me deep within her. I’m not gentle now—I don’t need to be. This isn’t about her pleasure anymore; it’s about taking what I want before our time runs out.

I pull out suddenly, ignoring her noise of protest, and flip her around to face me again. Without warning, I lift her completely off the ground, my hands gripping the undersides of her thighs. Her back slams against the wall, the impact forcing the air from her lungs in a gasp that quickly turns to a moan as I thrust back inside her. Her legs instinctively wrap around my waist, ankles crossing behind my back, her high heels digging into my ass.

“Oh god,” she pants, her head falling back against the wall as I pound into her with savage intensity. “I can’t... it’s too much...”

“Take it,” I growl, driving deeper, harder. “Take every fucking inch.”

Her torn catsuit hangs off her body in tatters, the expensive fabric now ruined beyond repair. I briefly wonder what her husband—because there’s definitely a wedding ring on her finger—will think when she returns home with her outfit destroyed. The thought fuels my aggression, making each thrust more punishing than the last.

I shift my grip to her ass, spreading her cheeks apart, exposing her completely. The new angle lets me hit deeper, making her cry out with each penetration. My fingers dig into the soft flesh of her ass, kneading roughly as I use her body for my pleasure.

“Please,” she gasps, her voice barely audible over the wet sounds of our fucking. “I’m going to cum again.”

“Then cum,” I command, not slowing my pace. “Cum on my cock like the slut you are.”

Her entire body tenses at my words, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic waves as her third orgasm crashes through her. Her nails dig into my shoulders through my shirt, her teeth sinking into my neck to muffle her scream of pleasure. The sharp pain only heightens my arousal, pushing me closer to my own release.

I fuck her through her orgasm, relentless and punishing. Her legs tremble around my waist, her body going limp as the intensity of her pleasure overwhelms her. But I don’t stop—if anything, I increase my pace, chasing my own climax now.

“Time’s up!” comes the call from outside, followed by a chorus of laughs and cheers.

“Fuck off!” I shout back, not breaking my rhythm. I’ll take as long as I need; no one at this party is going to challenge me.

The MILF’s head lolls against my shoulder, her energy spent after multiple orgasms. She’s nothing but a warm hole for me now, a vessel for my pleasure. I adjust my grip, holding her up with one arm while my other hand finds her throat. I squeeze lightly, feeling her pulse race under my fingers.

“Look at me,” I demand, waiting until her heavy-lidded eyes meet mine through our masks. “I want you to see who’s using you.”

She tries to focus, her gaze hazy with post-orgasmic bliss and restricted oxygen. I tighten my grip on her throat just enough to make her eyes widen with a flash of fear that quickly transforms into renewed arousal. Her pussy contracts around me, telling me she likes the danger, the edge of breath play.

My release builds at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with approaching climax. But I don’t want to cum inside her—I want to mark her, to leave her with a visible reminder of who used her in this closet.

With a grunt of effort, I pull out just as my orgasm hits. I lower her feet to the ground, keeping one hand on her throat as I use the other to stroke my cock. The first rope of cum shoots across her stomach, hot and thick. She gasps, looking down to watch as I paint her skin with streak after streak of white.

“Fuck,” I groan, milking every drop onto her exposed flesh. When I’m done, her stomach and the underside of her breasts are covered in my cum, glistening in the dim light of the closet.

I release her throat and step back, tucking my still-sensitive cock back into my pants. She stands there, back against the wall, breathing heavily, cum sliding down her stomach and dripping onto the torn remnants of her catsuit. She looks thoroughly used—hair a mess, makeup smeared, outfit destroyed, body marked with my seed.

“Thank you,” she whispers, reaching out to touch my arm.

I move away from her touch, already bored now that I’ve gotten what I wanted. “Clean yourself up,” I say dismissively, zipping my pants and straightening my clothes. “There are tissues on the shelf.”

Without waiting for her response, I turn to the door, pausing with my hand on the knob. “By the way,” I add, looking back at her over my shoulder, “next time, wear something cheaper. That catsuit was way too nice to tear off.”

I exit the closet to find a small crowd waiting outside, their faces alight with eager curiosity. Someone starts a slow clap that quickly builds into enthusiastic applause. I straighten my mask and take a mock bow, playing to the audience.

“Fucking hell, man,” says a guy dressed as a pirate, clapping me on the shoulder. “We could hear her screaming through the door. What did you do to her?”

“Gave her what she came for,” I reply with a smirk, running a hand through my slightly disheveled hair. “Nothing she’ll forget anytime soon.”

The crowd parts for me as I make my way back toward the living room, my reputation growing with each step. Behind me, I hear the closet door open, and curious murmurs rise as the MILF emerges. I don’t look back—she was just another conquest, another notch to add to my ever-growing bedpost.

I grab a drink from a passing tray, downing it in one gulp to refresh myself. The mask on my face feels warm now, but I have no intention of removing it. The anonymity is part of the thrill, letting me move through the party like a predator among prey, selecting my next target without the burden of identity or reputation—though most people here know exactly who I am beneath the mask.

Elizabeth catches my eye from across the room, raising an eyebrow in silent question. I give her a nod, letting her know I’ll be coming for her next. After all, this is her husband’s house, and I haven’t properly claimed the master bedroom yet tonight.

A girl dressed as a sexy cop sidles up to me, her hand running suggestively down my chest. “I heard what happened in the closet,” she purrs, pressing her body against mine. “Think you’ve got anything left for me?”

I chuckle, gently but firmly removing her hand. “Get in line, sweetheart. The night’s still young, and I’ve got plans.”

My eyes scan the room, taking in the debauchery that has overtaken Coach Frank’s once-pristine home. People fucking on the couches, against the walls, on the dining table. The scent of sex and alcohol hangs heavy in the air. And at the center of it all is me—Rex Ryder, the king of this particular castle, at least for tonight.

The power I feel in this moment is better than any touchdown, any win on the field. Here, I don’t just score—I conquer.


Chapter 8

The party’s energy shifts as the night deepens, some guests passing out on couches or in corners while others have paired or grouped off for more intimate activities. I scan the room for Elizabeth, finally spotting her by the sliding glass doors that lead to the backyard. She’s talking to two women, her silver mask catching the light each time she turns her head. Her black dress clings to every curve, a reminder of what lies beneath—what I’ve claimed multiple times today already. My cock stirs at the memory of fucking her in the kitchen while Frank was on video call, oblivious to what was happening just below the camera’s view. I make my way toward her, ignoring the hands that reach out to touch me as I pass. I have unfinished business with my coach’s wife.

“Excuse us, ladies,” I say, sliding my arm possessively around Elizabeth’s waist. “I need to borrow your hostess.”

The women giggle, exchanging knowing glances before melting back into what remains of the crowd. Elizabeth looks up at me, her hazel eyes visible through the cutouts of her mask. Even with half her face covered, I can read the desire there, the hunger that matches my own.

“Having fun?” she asks, her British accent more pronounced after hours of drinking.

I don’t answer with words. Instead, I grip her wrist and pull her toward the stairs. She follows without resistance, her heels clicking on the hardwood floors as we ascend. The upper level of the house is quieter, though not completely deserted—I hear muffled moans from behind several closed doors, evidence that other partygoers have found private spaces for their activities.

I lead her directly to the master bedroom—the same room where Frank almost caught us this morning. The memory of our close call only heightens my arousal. There’s something uniquely satisfying about fucking Frank’s wife in their marital bed, about claiming the most intimate space in their home as my own territory.

I push open the door and pull Elizabeth inside, kicking it shut behind us but not bothering to check if it latches properly. Part of me wants it to stay open, wants someone to witness what I’m about to do to Coach Frank’s proper British wife. The room is dimly lit by a bedside lamp, casting long shadows across the king-sized bed where Frank and Elizabeth sleep each night.

“Rex—” she begins, but I cut her off by grabbing her roughly and throwing her onto the bed. She bounces slightly on the expensive mattress, her dress riding up her thighs. I stand at the foot of the bed, looking down at her with undisguised lust.

“Take off the mask,” I command.

She hesitates only briefly before reaching up to untie the ribbon holding her silver mask in place. It falls away, revealing her whole face—flushed with desire, eyes bright with anticipation, lips slightly parted. Without the mask, she looks both more vulnerable and more real, no longer the anonymous party guest but specifically Elizabeth Sterling, Frank’s wife, my conquest.

I reach down and grab the neckline of her dress, yanking it hard. The expensive fabric tears easily, splitting down the middle to expose her body to my gaze. She gasps but doesn’t protest as I rip the dress completely open, revealing a black lace bra and matching thong.

“These too,” I growl, tearing the lingerie away with the same disregard. Now she’s completely naked on the bed she shares with her husband, her chest rising and falling rapidly with each breath. I take a moment to appreciate the view—her full breasts with their hardened nipples, the flat plane of her stomach, the trimmed strip of dark hair above her pussy.

“Spread your legs,” I order, removing my mask and dropping it to the floor. I want her to see my face, to know exactly who’s claiming her.

She obeys immediately, parting her thighs to reveal her already glistening sex. I kneel at the foot of the bed, hooking my arms under her legs to pull her toward me until her ass is at the edge of the mattress, her pussy directly in front of my face.

“Please,” she whispers, her hands fisting in the bedsheets.

“Please what?” I taunt, my breath hot against her inner thigh as I deliberately avoid where she wants me most.

“Please, Rex,” she begs, her British accent thickening with arousal. “I need your mouth on me.”

I chuckle darkly, enjoying her desperation. “Frank ever eat your pussy like you deserve?” I ask, placing soft kisses along the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, moving closer to but still avoiding her center.

“No,” she admits, her hips lifting slightly in search of contact. “Never like you do.”

Satisfied with her answer, I finally give her what she wants, burying my face between her thighs. My tongue slides along her slit in one long, firm stroke, gathering her wetness, tasting her arousal. She cries out, her back arching off the bed, hands flying to grab my hair.

I devour her like a man starved, my tongue exploring every fold, every sensitive spot. I circle her clit with the tip of my tongue before sucking it between my lips, applying just the right pressure to make her gasp. Two fingers slide easily into her soaked entrance, curling upward to find the spot that makes her see stars.

“Oh god, Rex!” she moans, her accent making even that simple phrase sound sophisticated despite the filthy context. “Just like that. Please don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping. I work her with my mouth and fingers, establishing a rhythm that has her squirming beneath me. My free hand moves to her breast, pinching and rolling her nipple between my fingers. The dual stimulation pushes her closer to the edge, her thighs beginning to tremble on either side of my head.

“I’m close,” she gasps, her fingers tightening in my hair almost painfully. “So close. Please.”

I increase the pressure on her clit, sucking harder while my fingers pump faster inside her. She’s making incoherent noises now, all British reserve abandoned in the face of overwhelming pleasure. I can feel her inner walls clenching around my fingers, her body tensing as she approaches climax.

“Cum for me,” I command against her flesh, the vibrations of my voice adding another layer of sensation. “Cum on my tongue, Elizabeth.”

That’s all it takes to push her over the edge. Her back arches sharply off the bed, a cry tearing from her throat as her orgasm washes over her. I don’t let up, continuing to lick and suck as she rides out the waves of pleasure, prolonging her climax until she’s a trembling, gasping mess.

“Rex,” she pants when she can finally form words again. “Please. I need your cock inside me. Now.”

I rise to my feet, wiping her juices from my chin with the back of my hand. I shed my clothes quickly, my cock springing free, hard and ready despite the multiple releases I’ve had tonight. The sight of Elizabeth—Coach Frank’s wife—spread out naked and desperate on their marital bed has me throbbing with need.

“Beg for it,” I demand, stroking myself slowly as I stand between her spread legs.

“Please, Rex,” she whimpers, her eyes fixed on my cock. “Fuck me. I need you inside me. Please.”

“Whose pussy is this?” I ask, positioning myself at her entrance but not pushing in yet.

“Yours,” she replies without hesitation. “All yours, Rex.”

I grab her hips and slam into her in one powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt. She cries out, her back arching off the bed as I fill her completely. I don’t give her time to adjust, setting a brutal pace from the start. Each thrust pushes her further up the bed, the headboard beginning to bang rhythmically against the wall.

“Yes!” she screams, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper. “Harder! Fuck me harder!”

I oblige, increasing my pace, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of our fucking fills the room—wet, obscene noises mixed with her high-pitched moans and my grunts of exertion. I lean down to capture one of her nipples between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her gasp in that perfect mixture of pain and pleasure.

“This is my house tonight,” I growl against her breast, emphasizing each word with a deep, punishing thrust. “My bed. My woman.”

“Yes,” she agrees breathlessly, her nails raking down my back hard enough to leave marks. “Take what’s yours.”

I straighten up, grabbing her legs and pushing them back toward her chest, opening her up completely to my assault. The new angle lets me hit deeper, making her cry out with each penetration. I look down at where our bodies join, watching my cock disappear inside her over and over, glistening with her arousal each time I withdraw.

“Look at you,” I taunt, never slowing my relentless pace. “Frank’s proper wife, taking my cock like you were made for it.”

The mention of her husband’s name makes her pussy clench around me, her inner walls gripping me tighter. It’s a reaction I’ve noticed before—the taboo nature of our affair, the betrayal, turns her on as much as it does me.

I reach between us to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as I continue to pound into her. Her second orgasm builds quickly, her breathing becoming more erratic, her moans higher pitched. I can feel my own release approaching, my balls tightening with each thrust.

From the corner of my eye, I notice the bedroom door is slightly ajar, a thin strip of light from the hallway spilling into the room. I don’t know if it was never fully closed or if someone has opened it, but the possibility of being watched only fuels my desire. I fuck Elizabeth harder, wanting anyone who might be watching to see exactly who’s in charge here.

“Cum with me,” I command, feeling myself reaching the point of no return. “Cum on my cock, Elizabeth.”

Her entire body tenses beneath me, her back arching as her second orgasm crashes through her. She screams my name, over and over, her pussy contracting around me in powerful waves. The sensation pushes me over the edge, my rhythm becoming erratic as I chase my own release.

Just as I feel my release building to the point of no return, the bedroom door swings wide open. A figure stands silhouetted in the doorway, swaying slightly on unsteady feet. It takes me a second to process what I’m seeing, but when I do, a cruel smile spreads across my face. It’s Frank—Coach Frank Sterling himself—back early from his conference and clearly drunk off his ass. His eyes struggle to focus on the scene before him: his star quarterback balls deep in his wife, both of us sweaty and on the verge of climax. Instead of panicking or pulling out, I lock eyes with Frank and thrust even harder into Elizabeth, making her cry out in pleasure.

“Frank?” Elizabeth gasps, her eyes widening in shock as she tries to push me off. “What are you—”

I silence her by slamming into her again, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand. “Don’t stop now,” I growl, never breaking eye contact with Frank. “We’ve got an audience.”

Frank stands frozen in the doorway, his face a mask of confusion and disbelief. He’s dressed in rumpled travel clothes, his tie loosened and hanging askew. A nearly empty bottle of whiskey dangles from his fingers. He blinks several times, as if trying to clear his vision, convinced he must be hallucinating.

“What’s... what’s happening?” he slurs, taking an unsteady step into the room. “Elizabeth? Rex? What are you doing in my bed?”

The pathetic confusion in his voice sends a thrill of power through me. Here he is—the man who trusts me, mentors me, treats me like a son—watching me fuck his wife into their marriage bed, and he’s so drunk he can barely process what he’s seeing.

“You’re home early,” I grunt, my hips never ceasing their relentless rhythm. Elizabeth squirms beneath me, caught between shock at her husband’s appearance and the overwhelming pleasure I’m still giving her. “I was just helping Elizabeth with her... stretching.”

Frank takes another stumbling step forward, nearly tripping over his own feet. “But... but you... she...”

“Shhh,” I mock, giving him a condescending smile. “Adults are busy here, Coach.”

Elizabeth has recovered from her initial shock, her survival instincts kicking in. “Frank, darling,” she calls out, her British accent thick with fake concern. “You’re drunk. Go downstairs and get some water. I’ll explain everything later.”

But Frank doesn’t move. He stands there swaying, his bloodshot eyes trying to make sense of the scene before him. I can almost see the wheels turning in his alcohol-soaked brain, struggling to reconcile what he’s witnessing with his understanding of reality.

“Is this...” he mumbles, gesturing vaguely with the whiskey bottle, “is this some kind of joke?”

The question is so fucking pathetic that I can’t help but laugh out loud, the sound harsh and cruel in the otherwise quiet room. “No joke, Coach,” I reply, deliberately slowing my thrusts so he can clearly see my cock sliding in and out of his wife. “Just enjoying the benefits of being your star quarterback.”

Elizabeth’s nails dig into my back, either in warning or arousal—possibly both. Her pussy clenches around me at the humiliation of being watched by her husband, and I realize with savage delight that this is turning her on. Frank’s presence, his witnessing of her betrayal, is pushing her toward another orgasm.

“You like this, don’t you?” I whisper to her, loud enough for Frank to hear. “You like your husband watching me fuck you.”

“Rex, please,” she whimpers, but her body betrays her—her hips lifting to meet my thrusts, her inner walls pulsating around my shaft.

Frank takes another unsteady step forward, then suddenly drops to his knees, the whiskey bottle slipping from his fingers and rolling across the carpet. He doesn’t look angry—just utterly broken, his world crumbling around him in real-time.

“Why?” he asks, his voice small and lost. “Why would you do this to me? Both of you? I trusted you.”

I respond by fucking his wife harder, making the headboard slam against the wall with enough force to shake the pictures hanging there. Some distant part of me knows this is fucked up—that I’m crossing a line that can never be uncrossed—but the power I feel in this moment is too intoxicating to resist.

“She needed a real man, Coach,” I taunt, feeling my balls tighten as my orgasm approaches. “Someone who could give her what you couldn’t.”

Frank’s face crumples, tears welling in his bloodshot eyes. “I loved you like a son,” he whispers, the words slurring together. “I loved both of you.”

His pain should bother me, should trigger some kind of empathy or regret. Instead, it sends me hurtling toward my climax. I grab Elizabeth’s hips, lifting them off the bed for better leverage as I drive into her with renewed force.

“I’m going to cum inside her,” I announce to Frank, watching his face as the words register. “Going to fill your wife with my load while you watch.”

“No,” Frank pleads weakly, reaching out a hand as if he could somehow stop what’s happening. “Please, Rex. Don’t do this.”

But it’s too late. My orgasm crashes through me with unprecedented intensity, my cock swelling and pulsing as I empty myself deep inside Elizabeth. I make sure to look directly at Frank as I groan through my release, wanting him to see every moment of his cuckolding.

“Rex!” Elizabeth cries out, her own orgasm triggered by my climax. Her body convulses beneath me, her pussy milking every drop from my cock as her back arches off the bed in ecstasy.

Frank watches it all, his expression a mixture of heartbreak, confusion, and dawning horror. As the alcohol and emotional trauma overwhelm him, his eyes roll back, and he collapses face-first onto the carpet. The pathetic fuck has actually passed out.

I stay buried inside Elizabeth for a moment longer, savoring the final pulses of pleasure before slowly withdrawing. My cum immediately begins to leak from her well-fucked pussy onto the expensive sheets—another mark of my conquest in Frank’s territory.

Elizabeth lies there, panting and disheveled, her eyes fixed on her unconscious husband. “Oh my god,” she whispers, reality crashing down on her. “What have we done?”

I chuckle darkly as I stand and begin to gather my clothes. “We’ve been doing this for weeks,” I remind her, pulling on my pants. “Only difference is, now he knows.”

“He won’t remember,” she says quickly, sitting up and pulling a sheet around her naked body. “He’s blackout drunk. He’ll think it was a nightmare.”

“Maybe,” I concede, buttoning my shirt. “Or maybe he’ll remember just enough to know that his perfect life is a fucking lie.”

I step over Frank’s unconscious form on my way to the door, pausing to look down at him. The man who trusted me, who mentored me, who saw me as the son he never had—reduced to a pathetic heap on his own bedroom floor while his wife’s pussy drips with my cum.

“Thanks for the use of your wife, Frank,” I say to his unconscious form, not bothering to lower my voice. “She’s a hell of a lot more fun when you’re not around.”

Elizabeth stares at me, her expression unreadable. “Will I see you after the championship game next week?” she asks, her voice small but hopeful.

I smirk, already planning my next move. Coach Miller’s wife Vanessa has been texting me again, sending photos that make my cock stir despite everything I’ve done tonight. And there’s that new assistant coach’s daughter who keeps showing up to practice in those tiny shorts...

“Count on it,” I tell Elizabeth, leaning down to kiss her roughly one last time. “I’ve got to win that championship first. But after?” I glance meaningfully at Frank’s unconscious form. “We’ll see how much he remembers. Might make things even more interesting.”

I leave her there—naked, cum-filled, with her passed-out husband on the floor—and make my way downstairs. The party has mostly died down, with just a few hardcore revelers still drinking and making out on the couches. I grab my jacket and keys, nodding to those still conscious enough to acknowledge me.

As I step outside into the cool night air, I feel nothing but satisfaction. I’ve conquered not just Coach Frank’s wife, but his home, his dignity, his entire fucking life. And the best part? He’ll still need me on the field next week. He’ll have to stand on that sideline, watching me lead his team to victory, knowing what I did to his wife—what I’ll probably do again.

The power I feel in this moment is better than any championship ring could ever be. But I’ll take that too.

On the drive home, I’m already thinking about the next conquest, the next boundary to cross. Because that’s what winners do. We take what we want, and we never apologize for it.
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I slam into Elizabeth from behind, watching her face contort with pleasure as it presses against the polished mahogany desk. The luxury hotel suite feels like my personal kingdom tonight—expensive furniture, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, and Coach Frank’s proper British wife bent over taking my cock like the slut she is. My hands grip her hips with bruising force as I pull out almost completely before ramming back in, making her gasp. Tomorrow I play for the national championship, but tonight I’m already winning in the most primal way possible.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I grunt, driving deeper into her pussy. Eight weeks of fucking this woman and she still grips my cock like it’s the first time. “Frank never fucked you this good, did he?”

“No,” she moans, her British accent making even that simple word sound sophisticated. “Never like this, Rex.”

The expensive desk creaks under our weight, shifting slightly with each powerful thrust. Elizabeth’s perfect ass jiggles every time my hips slam against it. I reach forward and grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back sharply. She cries out, her back arching at an impossible angle.

“You fucking love this, don’t you?” I taunt, never slowing my brutal pace. “Coach’s proper wife, getting railed by his star quarterback the night before the biggest game of the season.”

“Yes! God, yes!” Her voice breaks on the words, her composure crumbling under my assault. Her fingers claw at the smooth wood surface, desperate for purchase as I pound into her relentlessly.

I release her hair to land a stinging slap on her ass, watching the pale flesh redden instantly under my palm. The sight of my handprint marking her sends a fresh surge of blood to my already throbbing cock. I slap her again, harder, and she yelps, her pussy clenching around me in response.

“You like that pain, don’t you?” I growl, digging my fingers into the reddened flesh of her ass cheek. “Like being treated like a whore.”

“Please,” she begs, her voice muffled against the desk. “Don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping. I’m 21 years old with the stamina of a fucking racehorse and the ego to match. This MILF might be nearly twice my age, but she can’t get enough of me—of my cock, my strength, my youth. I grab her shoulders, using them as leverage to drive into her even deeper, harder.

The wet sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans and my harsh breathing. Sweat beads on my forehead, dripping down onto her back as I work her over. I watch my cock disappear into her again and again, glistening with her juices each time I pull out.

“Look at that,” I say, slowing my pace just enough to make her whimper with need. “Coach’s wife, so fucking wet for me. What would Frank say if he could see you now?”

The mention of her husband’s name makes her pussy clench around me, tighter than before. It’s fucking hot, the way she gets off on the betrayal, on the taboo nature of what we’re doing. I know she’ll be sitting next to him at the game tomorrow, prim and proper in the VIP box while my cum still leaks from her used pussy.

I speed up again, pounding into her with savage intensity. The desk slides a few inches across the floor, the legs scraping against the expensive carpet. Elizabeth braces herself against the wood, her wedding ring glinting in the dim hotel room light as she pushes back to meet my thrusts.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her ass bounce with each impact. “Take this fucking cock.”

My hands find her waist, fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises. Good. I want Frank to see them later, to wonder about them but be too clueless to ask. The power I hold over both of them—coach and his wife—fuels my aggression. I’m not just fucking Elizabeth; I’m asserting dominance over Frank too. Every time I shoot my load into her, I’m marking territory that he thinks belongs to him.

“Harder,” she pleads, her accent thickening with desire. “Please, Rex. Harder!”

I lean over her back, my chest pressing against her sweaty skin as I speak directly into her ear. “You want it harder? You want me to fuck you like the slut you are?”

“Yes! Please!”

I straighten up and grab her arms, pulling them behind her back like reins. The new position forces her face harder against the desk, her ass lifted higher for my use. I hold both her wrists in one hand, leaving my other free to grab her throat from behind.

“This is what you need,” I growl, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. “A man who takes what he wants.”

Her response is unintelligible, a garbled moan that vibrates against my palm. I can feel her pulse racing under my fingers, her body completely at my mercy. The control is intoxicating, better than any drug. On the field tomorrow, millions will watch me command the game. But here, in this room, I command something even more powerful—the complete surrender of this sophisticated woman.

I release her throat to slap her ass again, leaving another red handprint that matches the first. “Who owns this pussy?” I demand, punctuating the question with a particularly deep thrust.

“You do,” she gasps, her face still pressed against the wood. “You own it, Rex.”

“Fucking right I do.” I release her wrists to grab her hips again, lifting her slightly for a better angle. The new position lets me hit even deeper, making her cry out with each penetration. “And tomorrow, while your husband is coaching me to victory, I want you thinking about this moment. About my cock inside you, making you scream.”

Her inner walls clench around me at my words, telling me exactly how much the situation turns her on. Coach Frank’s proper British wife, coming undone on the cock of a man young enough to be her son. The same man her husband mentors, trusts, sees as the future of his program. It’s so fucked up, and we both love it.

I feel her starting to tense beneath me, her breathing becoming more erratic, her moans higher pitched. She’s close to the edge, just needing that final push. I reach around to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as I continue my relentless assault on her pussy.

“Cum for me,” I command, increasing the pressure on her sensitive nub. “Show me what a good little slut you are.”

Her entire body convulses as her orgasm tears through her, her pussy contracting around my cock in powerful waves. She screams my name, the sound echoing in the spacious hotel suite. I don’t slow down, fucking her through her climax, prolonging it until she’s a trembling, gasping mess beneath me.

“Please,” she whimpers when she can finally form words again. “I need more. Don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping. Not until I’ve claimed every inch of Coach Frank’s wife on the eve of the biggest game of my career. Tomorrow I’ll conquer the field. Tonight, I’m conquering Elizabeth Sterling.

I grab Elizabeth’s hair and yank it back so hard she gasps in pain, her scalp burning under my grip. My other hand wraps around her throat from behind, squeezing just enough to make her vision swim. Her pussy tightens around my cock in response, telling me everything I need to know about what this proper British MILF really wants. I lean down, my lips brushing against her ear as I growl the words I know will push her deeper into depravity. “You’re my good luck charm, you fucking whore.”

She moans at the degradation, her inner walls clenching around me like a vise. I tighten my grip on her throat, cutting off just enough oxygen to make her light-headed but not enough to make her pass out. The power I have over her life in this moment makes my cock swell even larger inside her.

“You like that?” I snarl, pulling her head back at an uncomfortable angle while I continue to pound into her from behind. “Like being treated like the worthless slut you are?”

“Yes,” she manages to choke out, her voice strained against my grip on her throat. “I love it, Rex.”

I release her throat just long enough to gather saliva in my mouth before spitting directly onto her back. The glob of spit slides down her spine, marking her like the piece of property she is. She shudders beneath me, not in disgust but in shameless arousal.

“Look at you,” I taunt, resuming my grip on her throat. “Coach’s proper wife, bent over taking a college kid’s cock like it’s her fucking job.”

The desk scrapes against the hotel room floor with each brutal thrust, the legs making a harsh scraping sound against the expensive hardwood. I’m not just fucking Elizabeth—I’m fucking her up, ruining her for her husband, marking my territory in the most primal way possible.

“Tell me who you belong to,” I demand, yanking her hair again for emphasis.

“You,” she gasps, her British accent making even that simple word sound refined despite the depraved context. “I belong to you, Rex.”

“And what does that make you?”

“Your whore,” she answers immediately, without shame or hesitation. Eight weeks of this and she knows exactly what I want to hear. “Your personal fucking whore.”

I feel my balls tightening, the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. But I’m not ready to cum yet—not like this. I want to see her face when I empty myself down her throat, want to watch her struggle to swallow every drop.

With a grunt of effort, I pull out of her suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. Before she can protest, I flip her around, manhandling her body like it weighs nothing. She gasps as her back hits the desk, her legs dangling over the edge. I grab her by the hair again and pull her up to a sitting position, then drag her down to her knees on the floor in front of me.

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

She complies instantly, her lips parting as her eyes lock with mine. Without warning, I shove my cock into her mouth, not giving her time to adjust before I push past her lips, past her tongue, and directly into her throat. Her eyes widen in surprise, tears forming at the corners as her gag reflex kicks in.

I hold her head firmly with both hands, fingers tangled in her dark hair, as I begin to fuck her face with the same brutal intensity I just used on her pussy. My cock slides in and out of her throat, making obscene wet sounds as saliva builds up and spills from the corners of her mouth.

“That’s it,” I growl, watching her mascara begin to run as tears stream down her cheeks. “Take it all like a good slut.”

She gags around my length, her throat convulsing in a way that sends waves of pleasure up my spine. Her hands grip my thighs, not pushing me away but holding on for balance as I use her mouth for my pleasure.

“Look at me,” I demand, waiting until her watery eyes meet mine. “I want to see your face when I cum down your throat.”

The sight of Coach Frank’s sophisticated wife on her knees, makeup ruined, choking on my cock—it’s too much. I feel my orgasm building rapidly, unstoppable now. My rhythm becomes more erratic, more forceful, driven by pure animal need.

“Fuck!” I grunt, my fingers tightening in her hair as the first pulse of cum shoots directly into her throat. “Take it all. Swallow every fucking drop.”

I hold her head in place as I empty myself into her, pulse after pulse of hot cum filling her mouth and throat. She struggles to swallow around my thickness, her throat working desperately as she tries to keep up with the volume. Some leaks from the corners of her mouth despite her best efforts, trailing down her chin in white streaks.

When the final spasm subsides, I loosen my grip on her hair but don’t pull out. Instead, I keep my still-hard cock in her mouth, enjoying the warm, wet sensation as she continues to suckle gently, cleaning me with her tongue.

“Good girl,” I mock, patting her cheek condescendingly. “That’s how you earn your keep.”

The degradation makes her moan around my shaft, her eyes closing briefly in shameless pleasure. This woman—this proper, sophisticated British MILF who attends charity galas and faculty dinners—gets off on being treated like trash. And I fucking love giving her exactly what she craves.

Just as Elizabeth is lovingly cleaning the last drops of cum from my cock with her tongue, my phone starts buzzing on the desk. I reach for it, checking the screen with a smirk. Coach Frank’s face fills the notification for a video call. Perfect fucking timing.

Without hesitating, I hit accept, angling the phone so that Frank can only see my face and upper body. Elizabeth’s eyes widen in shock, but when I press my finger to my lips in a “shush” gesture, she doesn’t pull away. Instead, a wicked gleam enters her eyes as she continues to lick and suck my balls, staying just out of frame.

“Coach!” I greet him with fake enthusiasm. “What’s up?”

Frank’s familiar face fills the screen, his expression serious but excited. He has no idea that just out of frame, his wife’s tongue is tracing the length of my shaft, her lips wrapping around the head of my cock in a gentle kiss.

“Just checking in, champ,” he says, oblivious to what’s happening. “Wanted to make sure you’re resting up for tomorrow. Big day.”

“Never been readier,” I reply, keeping my voice steady even as Elizabeth takes me deeper into her mouth again. I feel her tongue swirl around the sensitive head, teasing the underside in a way that makes it hard to maintain my composure.

“That’s what I like to hear,” Frank says, nodding approvingly. “Getting plenty of sleep? Staying off your feet?”

“Oh, I’m not the one on my knees,” I say, unable to resist the double meaning. Elizabeth pinches my thigh in warning, but I can feel her smile around my cock. She’s enjoying this as much as I am.

“Good, good,” Frank continues, completely missing the implication. “The team’s counting on you tomorrow, Rex. I’m counting on you.”

“I won’t let you down, Coach,” I promise, the irony of my words not lost on me as his wife continues to worship my cock just inches below the camera’s view. “You can depend on me.”

“That’s why you’re my quarterback,” he says with genuine pride that makes this whole situation even more deliciously fucked up. “Get some rest, son. I’ll see you at breakfast.”

“Looking forward to it,” I reply, forcing sincerity into my voice. “Goodnight, Coach.”

As soon as I end the call, I drop the phone onto the desk and grab Elizabeth’s hair again, forcing her to look up at me. Her lips are swollen, a mixture of saliva and cum still glistening on her chin. The sight makes my cock twitch with renewed interest.

“You’re a dirty fucking whore,” I tell her, my voice thick with arousal and contempt. “Sucking me off while talking to your husband.”

“Only for you, Rex,” she replies, licking her lips suggestively. “Only you can make me this depraved.”

I pull her back to her feet and push her roughly onto the desk again. Tomorrow I’ll lead her husband’s team to victory on national television. Tonight, I’ll keep reminding his wife who really calls the shots.

Ready for the full story?

➡️Read Book 8 Now
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