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Chapter 1

I swagger to my ride, the stadium’s wild applause still vibrating in my skull. Being 18 and the star quarterback of an undefeated high school team, it’s a high like no other. My heart’s thumping hard after the close win, my skin tingling with the excitement from the game.

“Hey, Tyler,” a sultry voice calls out.

I glance over, and there she is – Kim Fox. She’s Coach Robert’s wife… his blonde MILF wife to be exact.

Leaning against my car, she looks like a dream come to life. Her sundress clings to her curvy body, her large tits strain against the thin fabric, and the hem barely covers her upper thighs, revealing miles of smooth, tanned legs. She’s got the face of a bikini model and the tits of a porn star, and those tits are nearly spilling out of that dress.

“Congrats on the win,” she says, her full lips wrapped around a white popsicle. She sucks it slowly, sensually, drawing me in like a moth to the flame. My eyes follow the trail of melted juice as it drips down her chin, and I can’t help but imagine what else those lips could be doing.

“Thanks,” I manage to say, trying to sound cool and collected despite the lust raging inside me. “I thought Coach said you wouldn’t be here tonight.”

“Couldn’t miss a game like this,” she replies, her gaze never leaving mine. “You boys played your hearts out.”

She gives me a wink, taking another seductive lick of her popsicle. The way her full lips wrap around it, the juice dripping down her chin – I can’t help but imagine that it’s my cock she’s sucking on, and that it’s my cum on her beautiful face.

Shit. She’s so fucking hot. How did Coach Robert bag a MILF this sexy?

But if I’m being honest, this isn’t the first time I’ve thought about Kim in this way. She’s the wet dream fantasy of the entire school, and every guy on the football team has jerked off to her pictures more times than they’d like to admit. Myself included.

“Hey, I heard you might be transferring schools,” she says, suddenly serious. “Is that true?”

“Uh, yeah,” I reply, thrown off by the shift in conversation. “I got an offer from another school with a better football program.”

“Tyler, do you realize what that would mean for the team here?” she asks, her voice laced with concern. “Robert could lose his job if he doesn’t have a star player like you.”

“Mrs. Fox, I’ve got to do what’s best for my college football chances,” I reply.

Her eyes meet mine, and for a moment, the air between us seems to crackle with electricity. I can feel the heat of her body radiating off her. “Is there… anything I can do to make you stay?” she asks, her voice soft and sultry. Her gaze drifts down to the bulge in my pants, and the edges of her lips curl into a smile.

“Maybe,” I reply, my confidence fueling my desire. “I can give you something other than a popsicle to suck on tonight.”

I reach out and grab her crotch, feeling her warmth and wetness through the thin fabric of her sundress. She gasps as I press against her, and I can see the lust in her eyes.

“I saw you watching me in the locker room the other day,” I whisper into her ear. “You were touching yourself while you stared at me.”

“Tyler,” she breathes, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment but her gaze locked on mine.

“Admit it, Mrs. Fox. You’d rather have my cock in your mouth than your husband’s.” I can’t help but smirk as her lips part in surprise, but she doesn’t deny it.

“Maybe I do,” she says, her voice barely audible.

With that confession, I can’t hold back any longer. I lean in and capture her lips in a passionate kiss, our tongues dancing together as I continue to press my hand against her pussy. I can feel her growing wetter beneath my touch, fueling my own desire.

My tongue delves deep into her warm, wet mouth, searching for hers as I continue to grind my hand against her crotch. I can hear her sharp intake of breath as I apply pressure to her swelling clit, feeling it grow harder beneath my fingertips.

My heart is pounding in my chest as I continue to explore her mouth with my tongue, tasting the sweetness of her lip gloss and the musky taste of her arousal. My free hand reaches up to cup her firm, round breast, giving it a gentle squeeze as I continue to rub her clit through the thin fabric of her leggings.

“Do you feel how horny you are?” I growl as I kiss her neck and jawline. “You’re so fucking wet. I can feel it through your leggings.”

She gasps, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment and arousal as she nods her head. “Yes… yes, I am,” she stammers, her breath hitching as I increase the pressure on her clit.

“You’re such a fucking hot bitch, Mrs. Fox,” I groan as I pull away from the kiss.

“Then take me,” she whispers, her eyes full of need.

I grab Kim’s wrist and lead her to my car. The anticipation is killing me, and I can’t wait any longer. I unlock the back door and force her inside. She gasps, but her eyes never leave mine.

“Get on your knees,” I command. She obeys, crawling onto the floor in front of me.

Towering above her, I unzip my pants and pull out my cock. It throbs with need at the sight of her, and she wastes no time getting to work. She leans forward, her full lips wrapping around the head of my cock, her tongue flicking teasingly over the sensitive tip.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I groan as she begins to take me deeper into her mouth.

“Your cock is so much bigger than Robert’s,” she mumbles between licks and kisses, sending shivers down my spine.

Her skilled mouth works wonders on my cock, her hot, wet tongue tracing every vein as she bobs her head up and down. Her eyes look up at me, full of lust.

Her hands are everywhere, exploring my body with a desperate hunger. She grabs my ass tightly, pulling me closer as she takes me deeper into her throat. I can feel her lips stretched wide around my thick shaft, her nails digging into my skin as she moans with pleasure.

“Take all of it,” I demand, my fingers tangling in her blonde hair as I guide her down.

She complies, taking me to the back of her throat, her gag reflex suppressed by sheer willpower. I can feel her wet tongue exploring every inch of me, her lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake. I can’t help but thrust my hips forward, driving myself deeper into her mouth as she sucks me harder and harder.

“Fuck, you’re amazing,” I mumble, feeling her throat constrict around my length.

My cock hits the back of her throat as she takes me in, her lips wrapped tight around my shaft. Her head bobs up and down, faster and faster, her cheeks hollowing out with each hungry suck. I can feel her tongue swirling around my tip, her spit making my dick glisten in the dim light.

“Fuck, Mrs. Fox, don’t stop,” I beg, my voice strained with pleasure.

She doubles her efforts, her hand gripping the base of my cock as she works her mouth on the rest. Every lick, every suck brings me closer to the edge, and I can feel my climax building.

I’m panting now, my hips bucking involuntarily as I fuck her mouth. I want more, need more. I grab a fistful of her hair, pulling it tight as I thrust deeper into her. She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves through my body.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I grunt, thrusting deeper into her mouth. “Take it like the horny MILF slut you are.”

She gags but doesn’t back away, urging me to continue.

“Take it all, bitch,” I demand, forcing her head down further onto my shaft.

The sloppy sounds of our lustful encounter echo through the car as I face-fuck her with little regard for her comfort. Her saliva drips messily from her lips, painting a picture of debauchery.

“Shit, you’re such a good cock sucker,” I whisper, feeling my arousal spike even higher.

One of Kim’s tits spills out of her sundress, its soft curve exposed to my greedy gaze. With every thrust, her breast jiggles enticingly, begging for my touch. Unable to resist, I reach out and grope the fullness of her breast, relishing the weight in my hand.

She chokes on my cock as her gagging intensifies, struggling to catch her breath as I relentlessly fuck her face. Her eyes water, mascara smudged beneath them like battle scars.

“Fuck yeah,” I reply, watching her closely as I continue to pound into her welcoming mouth.

Her eyes never leave mine, challenging me to take what I want without hesitation.

“Show me how much you want this, Mrs. Fox,” I command, my voice hoarse from desire.

She responds by gripping my thighs and pushing herself closer, taking more of me down her throat.

“Fuck, you’re amazing,” I grunt, marveling at her dedication and skill. My cock twitches with unbridled pleasure, and I know I won’t be able to hold back for much longer.

As Kim’s head bobs up and down on my cock, her phone suddenly rings. She glances at the screen and her eyes widen in panic – it’s Coach Robert… her husband.

“Answer it, bitch,” I say with a smirk. “But don’t you dare stop sucking.”

“Hey, Robert,” she mumbles, her words muffled by the thickness of my dick in her mouth.

“Where are you? Are you hungry?” he asks, oblivious to the fact that his wife is on her knees with her lips wrapped around his star player’s cock.

“Umm… I’m just… out for a little snack,” she replies nervously, trying to sound casual as she continues to pleasure me. I can’t help but feel even more turned on by the risk of getting caught.

“Okay, well, hurry home. I was thinking about ordering pizza,” he says, still none the wiser.

“Sounds… mmmph… delicious,” she manages to say between slurps, making it seem like she’s just enjoying her popsicle.

The tension in the air is palpable, and I can’t believe how hot this situation is–it’s like something straight out of one of my fantasies.

“Alright, my love. See you soon,” Robert says, still completely unaware of what’s happening right under his nose.

“Love you too,” Kim manages to get out, her mouth stuffed full of my throbbing cock.

The moment Kim hangs up the phone, I can’t hold back any longer. I pull my dick out of her mouth with a loud pop, and she assumes the position for a facial.

My cock explodes, sending thick streams of cum across her face. The sight is sinfully erotic, and I watch in awe as she keeps her eyes locked on mine, not even flinching as my seed covers her cheeks and drips down onto her chin.

“Leave it there,” I command, my voice husky with satisfaction. “Don’t you dare wipe it off.”

Kim’s lust-filled gaze never wavers, and she nods slowly, understanding the weight of my words. There’s something about this power dynamic that makes me feel more alive than ever.

“Good girl,” I murmur, panting slightly as my body comes down from its orgasmic high. I feel like a fucking king right now.

With one final sultry look, Kim leans forward and plants a soft, lingering kiss on the tip of my still-sensitive cock. It’s a sweet goodbye, and I savor the sensation of her lips against my skin.

“See you around, Tyler,” she whispers, her voice breathy and seductive. Then, she steps out of my car, leaving me alone with my thoughts and the lingering scent of our illicit encounter.

As I watch her walk away, her sundress clinging to her curvaceous body and my cum still glistening on her face, I realize that tonight was more than just a wild fantasy come true – it’s the start of something new.


Chapter 2

As I settle into the school’s film room, my heart races with anticipation. Memories of Mrs. Fox sucking my cock flood my mind when I see Coach Robert already in the film room. The dim lighting creates an intimate atmosphere, and I can’t help but scan the room for any interesting distractions.

Just then, Kim Fox enters, her presence immediately drawing my attention.

“Hey, Tyler,” Mrs. Fox says as she slides into the seat between me and Robert, her flirtatious tone causing my heart to skip a beat.

“Hey, Mrs. Fox,” I reply, trying to keep my voice steady. She’s wearing a minimal sports bra and leggings that hug her body like a second skin, leaving little to the imagination. With ample cleavage, her tits are nearly spilling out of that top. Her blonde hair is pulled back into a tight ponytail, only emphasizing her stunning features even more.

“Are you excited for this film session?” she asks, flashing me a seductive smile.

“Uh, yeah,” I stammer, barely able to tear my eyes away from the curves of her body. It’s hard to focus on anything but the way her toned muscles flex beneath her outfit. “Should be interesting.”

“Definitely,” she agrees, leaning in closer to me. The scent of her perfume fills my nostrils, making me feel light-headed and eager for more.

As the film starts, I struggle to concentrate on the screen. Instead, my thoughts are consumed by Kim’s presence beside me. My mind races with fantasies, and I can’t help but admire her beauty.

The room darkens, leaving only the flickering light of the film to illuminate Kim’s body. I can’t help but notice her nipples straining against her sports bra, and my heart races at the sight.

My hand moves on its own, reaching down to touch her thigh.

“Tyler,” she breathes out, her lips parted just slightly.

“Shh,” I whisper back, my fingers tracing the warmth of her skin as I slide them higher up her leg. She bites her lip, trying to suppress a moan.

“Touch me, baby,” she gasps softly, her eyes wide with excitement and fear.

“Sure thing,” I reply, grinning confidently. My fingers slip under her leggings, seeking out her most intimate areas. Her breath catches in her throat as I make contact with her wetness.

“Fuck,” she exhales, fighting to keep quiet. The sounds of the film mix with her soft gasps, making me bolder by the second. I push my finger inside her, eliciting a sharp inhale from Kim.

I explore her with aching slowness, savoring every inch of her slick folds, every shiver that runs through her body under my touch. My thumb finds her clit, circling it gently, feeling it harden beneath my touch. She bucks her hips against my hand, wordlessly begging for more. I oblige, plunging a finger inside her, feeling her walls tighten around me.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” I smirk, watching her struggle to maintain composure. She nods, biting her lip harder now, her face flushed with pleasure.

“More,” she demands, her voice barely audible.

I oblige, adding another finger and increasing my pace. Her entire body trembles, her thighs clenching around my hand as I drive her closer to the edge.

“Tyler… I’m gonna…” she stammers, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy.

I can feel her walls tightening around my fingers, and I know she’s close to climax.

“Your turn, baby,” she whispers, her unaware husband sitting next to her.

Kim’s hand moves stealthily – unzipping me, quiet as a shadow. Her fingers trace my hardness through my briefs, teasing. My heart races.

“I want to taste you,” she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. I nod, my body trembling with anticipation.

She lowers her head. Soft hair brushes against my thighs. Warm lips wrap around me. Fuck, it feels good. The wet heat of her mouth sends shivers down my spine.

“Ah, Mrs. Fox,” I hiss, fighting to keep my voice low. She hums in response, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through my body.

My fingers tangle in her hair, pulling her closer, deeper. She hums, the vibrations sending shivers down my spine, making my balls tighten. Her tongue swirls around me, teasing and tasting, the wet heat of her mouth an inferno on my sensitive skin.

My other hand’s fingers are still inside her. They are moving faster now, while her moans are muffled by my cock in her mouth. Shit, she knows what she’s doing. Sucking, swirling her tongue, driving me wild.

“Deeper,” I urge, gripping her shoulder. She complies, taking more of me into her throat. Gagging slightly, but undeterred. Determined. Sexy as fuck.

I’m rock hard, throbbing in her mouth, every inch of me craving more. Her hands are on my hips, tugging me closer, urging me deeper down her throat. I feel her gag, her eyes watering, but she doesn’t stop, doesn’t falter. She takes all of me, her fingers digging into my ass, urging me on.

“Feel so good, babe“ I groan, my hips bucking instinctively.

I can’t help but feel like a fucking god right now. Her mouth is a fucking paradise, and I never want to leave it. Her tongue flicks my tip, teasing the sensitive patch of skin just beneath the head. I swear I see stars.

“Fuck, I’m close,” I breathe, feeling the pressure building up. A tidal wave of pleasure waiting to crash. She doesn’t stop. Only speeds up, her beautiful blue eyes locked on mine.

The room’s darkness envelops us. Kim’s mouth wrapped around me, her moans vibrating against my cock. My fingers move faster inside her, feeling her wetness coat them. I need more – to control her. To show her who’s in charge.

“Stay still,” I command, gripping her ponytail. Her eyes widen with surprise and excitement. Holding her head in place, I take control, thrusting into her mouth. She gags, but doesn’t pull away. No, she wants this too.

I’m panting, my hips moving of their own accord, driving myself deeper down her throat. I feel her swallow, and the sensation is indescribable. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before, and I know I won’t last long at this rate.

“Fuck, you’re so good,” I grunt, feeling the saliva and precum dribble down her chin.

Her gagging only heightens my arousal. The game film continues to play, its soundtrack fading behind our lustful symphony.

“Come for me,” I urge her, my fingers curling inside her.

With a muffled cry, her body tenses, then shudders. Orgasming around my fingers, her pussy clenches them tightly. It’s almost too much.

“Your turn, baby,” she whispers, pulling herself off my cock with a wet pop.

Stroking me, she looks up at me with those blue eyes, filled with desire. A wicked smile crosses her lips.

“Give it to me,” she begs, her voice sultry and enticing. “Cum all over my slutty MILF face.”

I can’t hold back any longer. With a few final strokes, I release onto her face – I explode all over her face – painting her in my pleasure like a filthy fucking canvas. My cum drips down her cheeks and onto her exposed tits, glistening in the dim light of the room. She opens her mouth wide, sticky strands of my load clinging to her lips as she greedily sticks out her tongue, desperate for more.

“Shit, yes,” I groan, watching as she closes her eyes, taking it all in. The intensity of the moment is captured in the streaks across her cheeks, the drops on her lips.

Smirking, she takes my wet fingers, bringing them to her mouth. Slowly, sensually, she sucks her own juices off them, our mingled flavors a testament to our passion.

“Delicious,” she purrs. We share a knowing, satisfied smile as the film continues to play around us, unaware of the passion that just unfolded in its shadows.

The film session ends, and the lights in the room begin to brighten. Time seems to slow down, each heartbeat echoing in my chest as tension fills the air. I glance over at Kim, her face still decorated with my cum. Coach Robert, unsuspecting, moves his eyes from the screen to his wife.

“Babe, what’s that on your face?” he asks, his voice tinged with confusion.

Kim doesn’t miss a beat, her quick thinking impressing me. “Oh, it’s just milk I spilled,” she answers innocently, the lie sliding off her tongue like silk. She wipes away some of the evidence with her hand, feigning annoyance at the mess.

My heart pounds harder now, adrenaline coursing through my veins. The satisfaction and amusement surge within me as I watch Robert’s reaction – his eyebrows furrowed, disbelief etched into his features. It’s intoxicating, knowing I hold power over both him and his flirtatious wife.

“Really? How did you manage that?” Robert questions further, curiosity mingling with doubt.

“Tyler gave me a load of milk during the film session,” she replies sweetly, shooting me a coy smile. I can’t help but smirk back at her, our shared secret only fueling my desire for her more.

“Ah, I see. Well, be more careful next time,” Robert chides before turning his attention away.

As the room empties, a sense of accomplishment washes over me. I’ve tasted the forbidden fruit, and the thrill of it all leaves me craving more. And by the way Kim looks at me, I can tell she feels the same.


Chapter 3

The steam from the shower fills the air, making it heavy and sensual. I feel like I’m in a dream as the hot water cascades over my body, washing away the sweat and grime from today’s game. The locker room shower is far from glamorous, with cracked walls and rough, uneven floor tiles that threaten to trip me up at any moment. But right now, it’s my own private refuge.

Coach Robert’s voice echoes through the space, almost distant, as he talks to the rest of the team in the locker room. He’s going on about loyalty and trust – the usual pep talk. I barely listen; my mind is elsewhere, fantasizing about what it would be like to have Kim Fox pressed against me instead of these cold, dirty tiles.

The unmistakable click of heels on tile breaks my reverie, and suddenly she’s there – Kim Fox. She doesn’t belong here, but fuck, I’m glad she is. She’s wearing nothing but the coach’s whistle and a pair of fuck-me heels that make her legs seem endless. Her blonde hair is damp from the steam, clinging to her neck and shoulders, and the beads of condensation on her skin glisten like diamonds.

“Tyler,” she purrs, and my name has never sounded so sexy.

“Mrs. Fox,” I say, trying to sound cool and collected, but my voice comes out choked. “Here for your daily fucking to keep me on the team?”

“How can I resist?” she asks, her voice sultry as she takes slow, deliberate steps towards me. Her confidence is intoxicating. My heart races, and I can feel my cock responding to her presence.

As she gets closer, I take in every inch of her: those full lips, the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts. She looks like something out of a wet dream.

“Your husband’s just outside,” I manage to say, feeling both excited and terrified at the same time.

“Let him talk,” Kim replies, her eyes locked on mine. “You and I have other plans.”

The moment hangs in the air, charged with anticipation, and then Kim closes the distance between us. Her wet skin slides against mine as she presses her body to me, and suddenly, it’s like every fantasy I’ve ever had is coming true.

“Kiss me,” she whispers against my lips, and I don’t need to be told twice. Our mouths collide in a hungry, passionate embrace. Our tongues dance together, tasting and teasing, as we explore each other’s mouths. Every nerve in my body is on fire, and I can feel my arousal growing with each passing second.

Somewhere in the background, Coach Robert’s voice echoes through the locker room, droning on about loyalty and trust. The irony isn’t lost on me, but I don’t care – all that matters is the horny MILF in front of me, and the way she makes me feel.

I slide my hands up her sides, feeling the curve of her breasts in my palms. She moans into my mouth as I grip them roughly, squeezing and pulling at her nipples, and the sound sends shivers down my spine. Fuck, she’s so hot. Everything about her screams sex, from the heat of her body to the friction between our slick, wet skin as we grind together.

“Tyler,” Kim gasps, breaking away from our kiss for a moment, “I need you.”

My heart’s racing like a goddamn freight train as I force Kim onto all fours, her body glistening with water and desire. The sound of Robert’s words about loyalty now just a distant echo, I can only think about one thing – taking this dripping wet goddess from behind and claiming her as my own.

“Give it to me, Tyler,” she moans. “Fuck me hard.”

I take a moment to admire her perfect ass, the curve of her spine driving me wild with lust. Her eyes are filled with desire as she looks back at me, her lips parted in a silent plea for more. I don’t disappoint, positioning myself behind her and taking in the sight of her perfect pussy, glistening with wetness and ready for me to take. I can’t help but reach out and touch her, running my fingers through her folds and feeling her shiver with pleasure at my touch.

I’m hard as a fucking rock at this point, my cock throbbing with need. I can’t wait any longer – I line myself up with her entrance and thrust into her with a loud grunt. She cries out in pleasure as I fill her up and fuck her doggy-style, her pussy gripping me tight as I begin to pump in and out of her. I can feel every inch of her as I fuck her, my cock sliding in and out of her with ease as I lose myself in the sensation.

“Fuck, Mrs. Fox,” I grunt, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Y-yes!” she stammers, her voice hitching with every rough thrust.

I can feel her heart racing against my chest, her tits heaving with every rough thrust. Her pussy clenches around my cock, so fucking tight and wet. I reach around and grab a handful of her ass, pulling her back onto my dick. She moans, her voice hitching with every rough stroke.

As I continue to fuck her, I slap her ass, leaving red marks on her otherwise flawless skin. The sting only seems to spur her on, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

She can only nod, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. I can feel her getting close, her pussy fluttering around my cock. I grip her hips tighter, driving into her harder, faster. I want to make her scream, to make her beg for more.

“Tyler, your cock is so much bigger than the principal’s… and my mailman’s…,” she whimpers submissively, looking back over her shoulder at me. The knowledge that I’m outdoing someone she’s fucked before only adds fuel to the fire burning within me.

“Damn right, it is,” I growl, feeling my own orgasm approaching. But I’m not done with her yet – not by a long shot.

I grope her tits roughly, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I force her down onto the filthy, cracked floor. I don’t give a fuck about her comfort, I just need to get off. My cock is throbbing with desire, and I can’t wait any longer.

I hook my finger into her mouth, forcing her to take it as I continue to fuck her. She submits willingly, her eyes glazed over with lust as she takes my relentless pounding. Her moans are muffled by my finger, but I can still hear them, and they only make me want her more.

“Fuck, Tyler,” she moans, her body trembling beneath me. “I’m gonna cum!”

“Go ahead,” I command, my voice dripping with authority. “Cum for me, Mrs. Fox.”

And she does – her body convulses as she orgasms, her tight walls gripping me even harder than before. But I keep thrusting, not letting up for a second, determined to make her remember this moment forever.

The steam from the blazing hot shower water saturates the air around us, cloaking us in a thick, sensual fog that’s so fucking dense I can barely see Kim’s beautiful fucking body pressed up against mine. My hands are wandering all over her slippery, wet skin, cupping those luscious tits and squeezing those juicy handfuls like I’ve been dying to do since the first fucking time I laid eyes on her. The sexy little moans she keeps making are driving me wild, so when I decide to switch things up, her response is pure fucking fire.

“Yes! Shit! Fuck!” she moans.

I grab Kim’s soapy, sudsy waist and hoist her up against the dirty shower wall like she’s nothing more than a ragdoll – not that she puts up even the faintest resistance anyway. Her naked back slams into those cracked tiles with a loud, wet smack that echoes off every surface in the bathroom. I push myself into her tight, wet pussy in one swift, hard thrust that has us both crying out in sheer pleasure. With every brutal stroke, she takes every inch of my engorged cock down to the hilt. My balls are already slapping against her ass in a filthy rhythm that’s intensifying with each passing moment.

“Tyler, you’re so rough,” she moans, gasping for air between thrusts. “I love it.”

“Is this what you wanted, Mrs. Fox?” I ask, grinning wickedly. “You wanted me to take control and show you who’s boss?”

“Y-yes,” she stutters, her voice barely above a whisper. Her eyes are glazed over with lust, revealing her utter submission to me. It’s exhilarating to have such power over someone like her – someone who’s always been untouchable.

I growl at her, barely managing to keep myself in check as I pound away at her gorgeous little cunt with every ounce of strength I have left. The way her eyes roll back into her head and that sexy as fuck smile on her lips only spurs me on. I push myself deeper still, my hips grinding against hers until we’re both a squirming, sweating mess of partially submerged bodies and roving hands.

“Fuck me! Make me your slut!” she screams. “Your bitch!”

“Tell me how much you need my cock,” I demand, pounding her harder into the grimy wall. She winces, but her desire is unmistakable.

“I need it so bad, Tyler,” she whimpers. “Please don’t stop fucking me.”

Her words only spur me on, driving me to push her body to its limits. As we continue, Kim’s moans grow louder and more desperate, echoing through the empty locker room. Suddenly, her body tenses and she cries out, another orgasm ripping through her.

“Fuck! Yes! Yes!” she exclaims, her voice cracking under the weight of her pleasure.

Despite her climax, I don’t let up – not even for a second. I keep fucking her, ignoring her pleas for mercy as the sensations become too intense for her to handle.

“Tyler… please,” she gasps, her voice trembling. “It’s too much!”

But I’m not ready to stop. In fact, I want nothing more than to see just how far I can push her, to make her crave my cock even more than she ever thought possible. So I keep going, driven by a primal need to dominate and conquer her completely.

The sound of Kim’s moans fills the steamy air as I relentlessly pound into her. Each thrust sends shockwaves of ecstasy through me, and I can feel my own orgasm building.

“Tyler… oh fuck, Tyler! Yes, baby! Yes!” she cries out, her voice a mixture of pleasure and pain. “You’re so fucking good!”

“Tell me who owns this pussy,” I demand, gripping her hips tightly as I quicken my pace.

“You do, Tyler! You fucking own it!” she screams, her body convulsing with yet another intense orgasm. Her words drive me wild, and I can’t hold back any longer.

“Get on your knees,” I order, pulling out of her trembling body. She immediately complies, dropping to her knees before me, her eyes filled with lustful anticipation.

“Open that pretty mouth,” I say, my tone dripping with arrogance. She obeys, her lips parting as I guide my throbbing cock towards them.

“Take it all in, Mrs. Fox,” I whisper, my breath ragged from the intensity of our encounter. “Show me how much you want this.”

As she wraps her lips around my shaft, I can’t help but marvel at the sight before me – the MILF wife of my coach, desperate and submissive, sucking my cock like her life depends on it. It’s a testament to my power and control, and it only fuels my desire for more.

“Fuck, that’s good,” I groan, feeling her tongue swirl around my tip and then slide deeper down my length. My hands find their way to the back of her head, urging her to go faster, harder.

“Make me cum, bitch,” I think to myself, my mind racing with all the filthy things I want to do to her. “Prove to me that you’ll do anything to keep me on this team.”

As she picks up speed, bobbing her head up and down my cock with increasing urgency, I know that it’s only a matter of time before I explode. The thought of what’s about to happen – the undeniable power I have over her in this moment – is almost too much to handle. I’m gonna –

The shower door swings open. Coach Robert stands on the other side.

His eyes widen to the size of fucking saucers as he beholds the sight before him: his MILF wife’s lips wrapped around my throbbing cock like a goddamn pornstar. My heart races, blood pumping furiously through my veins as she sucks and slurps with reckless abandon. I can feel my cock twitching in her mouth, already swelling to its full glory.

“Hey, babe,” Kim murmurs around my cock as she continues giving me a blowjob in front of her husband.

“Like what you see, Coach?” I taunt, gripping Kim’s head with both hands. I force her to take me deeper into her throat, feeling her gag and squirm under my grasp like a wild fucking animal. The sensation is intoxicating–it sends a shudder of pure lust down my spine like a bolt of electricity. “Watch closely if you want me on your team,” I growl, savoring the taste of her desperation.

Frozen in place, Coach Robert stammers like a pathetic little bitch, his face contorted into a pathetic mess of shame and humiliation.

“Don’t cum on her face,” he whimpers weakly, but his plea falls on deaf ears as I feel the telltale surge of pleasure burning within me like a fucking wildfire.

“Sorry, Coach,” I sneer, relishing in the pleasure coursing through every fiber of my being. “She looks better with my cum on her.”

Kim’s eyes lock onto mine, filled with a mix of satisfaction and desire that sends a shiver down my spine. She knows what’s coming, and she wants it just as badly as I do.

“Fuuuuuck, Mrs. Fox,” I groan, feeling my cock twitch and spasm as I explode all over her beautiful face.

My hot, sticky jizz splatters everywhere – across her cheeks, her forehead, her eyelids, and her lips. It drips down her chin in thick, gooey strings and pools in the valley between her ripe, luscious tits. Her perfect pink tongue flicks out to taste my load, and I can see her savoring every fucking drop.

“Delicious,” she whispers, looking up at me with those lust-filled eyes. In this moment, we share a connection, bound together by the debasement of her husband and the raw power I hold over them both.

Kim’s face glazed with my cum, her full lips and blue eyes glistening with a mix of satisfaction and desire, I can’t help but smirk at the pathetic sight of Coach Robert, his expression a blend of shock, despair, and utter humiliation. His wife’s naked body is covered in my cum, and he’s the one who has to clean her up. The thought makes my cock twitch with excitement.

“Your wife drives a hard bargain, Coach,” I say, my voice dripping with arrogance. My heart races as I revel in the dominance I hold over both of them.

Robert’s shoulders sag, and he looks at me with pleading eyes. “Please, Tyler… don’t transfer…”

“Alright,” I concede, grinning wickedly, “I won’t transfer… as long as Kim here keeps visiting me, just like this.”

“Yeah baby,” Mrs. Fox says, her voice sultry, her eyes never leaving mine. “My pussy and mouth are your personal cock sleeve.

“Good. And your ass will be next,” I say, stepping back from the couple and grabbing my towel to dry off. “Then we have a deal, Coach. Your wife empties my balls every day… and I’ll stay and help you keep your job.”

As I stride out of the shower, leaving the steam and the echoes of running water behind, I can’t help but feel a surge of power course through me. I’m in control now, and the thought of having Mrs. Fox at my beck and call only fuels my arousal further.

Poor Coach Robert has no choice but to clean up the mess I’ve made all over his stunning wife, while I continue to fuck her senseless whenever I please. It’s a wicked game, and I can’t wait to see how far we’ll go.


Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story, you can receive exclusive updates on my future books by:

SUBSCRIBING TO MY NEWSLETTER

OR

FOLLOWING ME ON AMAZON
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