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Chapter 1

My hips slam against Angelina's perfect ass with enough force to make the headboard bang rhythmically against the wall of her master bedroom. She's face down, ass up on the silk sheets—exactly how I like her—her blonde hair tangled in my fist as I pound into her married pussy. The sheets are twisted around us, expensive Egyptian cotton soaked with our sweat and her juices. It's been a week since her pathetic husband walked in on us, and we can't stop laughing about how easily he swallowed our bullshit story about a drunken mistake.

"Tell me again what he said," I command, yanking her head back until her spine arches painfully. My free hand delivers a stinging slap to her right ass cheek, watching the flesh ripple and redden beneath my palm.

"He said—" Angelina's words dissolve into a desperate moan as I drive particularly deep inside her. "Oh fuck! He said he should have called before coming home early. Like it was his fault!"

I laugh, the sound low and cruel as I maintain my relentless rhythm. At eighteen, I've got stamina that her fifty-year-old husband can only dream about. My football training has given me the strength and endurance to fuck this perfect MILF body for hours without tiring, and we both know it.

"Poor Jack," I mock, slamming into her again, feeling her pussy grip me like a vice. "No idea his wife's been getting her guts rearranged by the high school quarterback for months while he's off on business trips."

"Personal trainer," she gasps, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "He thinks you're my personal... oh god... trainer!"

The irony isn't lost on either of us. In a way, I am training her—training her to take my cock in ways her husband never could. Training her body to respond only to me. The memory of Jack's face when he walked in on us last week—the shock, the humiliation, the broken pride—only makes me harder as I pound into his wife.

"He actually apologized to me," I snarl, tightening my grip on her hair until she whimpers. The sound goes straight to my cock, making it pulse inside her. "Said he was sorry for 'putting me in an awkward position.' If he only knew how many positions I've put you in."

I release her hair to grab her hips with both hands, fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave bruises—marks of ownership that she'll have to hide from her husband later. The sight of my hands on her tanned skin, controlling her movements completely, sends a surge of power through me that's as intoxicating as any victory on the football field.

"Harder," she begs, her face pressed into a silk pillow that muffles her desperate pleas. "Fuck me harder, Richard!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed creaks beneath us, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"You know what the best part was?" I ask, my breath coming in heavy pants as I maintain my punishing pace. "When he asked if we needed marriage counseling. Like his dick isn't the problem!"

Angelina laughs, the sound breaking into a gasp as I reach around to rub her clit in tight circles. Her entire body shudders at the dual stimulation, her pussy growing impossibly wetter around my shaft.

"Tell me how much better I fuck you," I demand, delivering another stinging slap to her ass. The red handprint on her perfect skin fills me with primal satisfaction. "Tell me what a pathetic cuck your husband is."

"You're so much bigger," she moans, her words slurring with pleasure. "So much better. Jack can't... can't even get hard half the time. And when he does, it's over in minutes."

I smirk at that, knowing I've been inside her for nearly an hour already. The silk sheets beneath us are soaked with evidence of multiple orgasms I've already given her. The comparison isn't even close.

"And he bought that bullshit story," I remind her, pressing down on the small of her back to change the angle, hitting spots inside her that make her entire body tremble. "That I was drunk and confused after the party. That you were just trying to get me into bed to sleep it off."

"He said... he said he understood how a young man could make a mistake," she gasps, her inner walls fluttering around me as she approaches another climax. "Called it a learning experience!"

The absurdity of it makes us both laugh—her laughter quickly dissolving into desperate moans as I increase the pressure on her clit. The thought of Jack, meek and apologetic, trying to be understanding about finding his wife being railed by a teenager in their marital bed, is almost too perfect.

"Tell me what you are," I command, feeling her getting close.

"I'm your slut," she responds immediately, her voice breaking with need. "Your married whore. Your fuck toy!"

"And whose pussy is this?" I growl, driving into her with brutal force.

"Yours! Oh god, Richard, it's yours! I'm yours!"

Her confession sends her over the edge. I feel her pussy clamp down around my cock with incredible pressure, her entire body convulsing beneath me as waves of pleasure tear through her. She screams into the pillow, her knuckles white where they grip the sheets, her back arching as I continue to pound into her through her orgasm.

"That's it," I encourage, not slowing my pace as her body shakes with pleasure. "Cum all over my cock. Show me how much better I fuck you than your husband."

Her orgasm seems to last forever, her walls pulsing and gripping me in waves that test my own control. The wet, obscene sounds of our coupling fill the bedroom, evidence of just how thoroughly I've claimed her body. When she finally comes down from her peak, she collapses forward, her body limp with satisfaction.

But I'm not done with her yet.

I pull her back up by her hair, forcing her to arch her back as I continue to drive into her oversensitive pussy. She whimpers with each thrust now, her body trembling with aftershocks, caught between pleasure and pain as I use her for my own satisfaction.

"Please," she gasps, her voice barely audible. "I can't take anymore."

"You'll take what I give you," I tell her, my voice low and commanding. "This pussy belongs to me now. Your husband just pays the mortgage."

I can feel my own orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with each thrust into Angelina's tight heat. But I'm not ready to finish yet. There's more I want to do to her, more ways I want to use her perfect body before I empty myself inside her.

After all, we have the whole afternoon ahead of us. Jack won't be back for hours. Plenty of time for me to remind his wife exactly who she belongs to now.

I feel my own orgasm building when the unmistakable sound of tires on gravel cuts through our heavy breathing. Jack's car pulling into the driveway. Angelina freezes beneath me, her body tensing with sudden panic.

"Shit!" she gasps, her hands pushing against my chest as she tries to scramble away. "Richard, stop! That's Jack!" But I just laugh, tightening my grip on her hips, pressing her harder into the mattress as I continue driving my cock deep inside her.

"Don't move," I command, my voice low and dangerous. The fear in her eyes only makes me harder, my cock swelling inside her as adrenaline mixes with arousal.

"Are you insane?" she hisses, her eyes wide with panic. "He can't find us again! Once was bad enough!"

I respond by slamming into her with even more force, making her gasp despite her fear. "Then you'd better stay quiet," I warn, a cruel smile playing on my lips as I maintain my relentless rhythm.

We hear the car door slam outside, followed by the jingle of keys. Angelina's entire body is trembling now, caught between terror and the persistent pleasure I'm forcing on her. Her pussy grips me like a vise, the danger of discovery apparently heightening her arousal even as she tries to push me away.

"Richard, please," she whispers, her voice desperate. "He'll see us!"

The front door opens downstairs, the sound carrying clearly through the quiet house. Jack's cheerful whistling echoes up the stairs, oblivious to what's happening in his bedroom. The sound of his contentment, his complete trust in his wife, sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me.

"He's coming up," I whisper, my hips never ceasing their movement. "Your husband is about to walk in while my cock is still inside you."

The threat—or promise—makes her pussy clench around me involuntarily. Despite her panic, her body is responding to the danger, growing wetter with each thrust. The whistling gets louder as Jack starts up the stairs.

"You want this," I accuse, driving into her harder. "You love knowing he might catch us again."

"No," she protests weakly, but her body betrays her, her hips pushing back to meet my thrusts even as her eyes remain fixed on the bedroom door.

Jack's footsteps are on the landing now, moving down the hallway toward the master bedroom. Instead of slowing, I increase my pace, pounding into Angelina with punishing force. The headboard bangs against the wall with each thrust, loud enough that I'm sure Jack must hear it.

"I'm going to fill you with my cum," I growl into her ear, my voice barely audible over the sound of skin slapping against skin. "Going to pump you full right as he walks in."

"Oh god," she moans, her resistance crumbling as she surrenders to the inevitable. Her fingers dig into my shoulders, not pushing me away anymore but pulling me closer, deeper.

The footsteps stop right outside the door. The tension in the room is thick enough to cut with a knife, both of us breathing heavily as I continue to fuck her with deep, forceful strokes. My balls tighten as my orgasm approaches, the combination of physical pleasure and the thrill of possible discovery pushing me rapidly toward the edge.

I feel Angelina's body responding to the danger, her pussy pulsing around my cock as she approaches another climax despite herself. Her eyes are squeezed shut now, her bottom lip caught between her teeth to keep from crying out as the doorknob begins to turn.

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her just as the first pulse of my orgasm hits. The timing couldn't be more perfect—or more dangerous. I press my mouth against Angelina's neck to muffle my groan as my cock erupts inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her womb.

"Under the covers," I hiss between pulses, already pulling out and dragging the tangled sheets over our naked bodies. Cum leaks from her pussy onto the expensive sheets as we scramble to arrange ourselves, my cock still twitching with the final spurts of my orgasm.

Just as we settle into a seemingly innocent position—Angelina on her side facing away from the door, me pressed against her back, both of us covered to our necks with the sheet—the door swings open. Jack steps into the room, still whistling, completely oblivious to the scene he's just interrupted.

"Honey, I'm home!" he announces cheerfully. "Just wanted to grab my clubs!"

I feel Angelina's body go rigid against mine, her breathing shallow as she pretends to be asleep. My heart hammers in my chest, not from fear but from the exhilaration of what we've just done. My cock is still semi-hard, pressed against the curve of her ass under the covers, slick with our combined fluids.

Jack crosses the room to the closet, his footsteps light as he tries not to "wake" his wife. I peek through barely-opened eyes, watching him retrieve his golf bag from the corner. His face is completely relaxed, showing not even a hint of suspicion. The trusting fool has no idea that I've just filled his wife with my cum, that it's currently seeping out of her and onto their marital bed.

He turns and notices Angelina "sleeping" peacefully, a smile softening his features. The same pathetic, loving smile he'd worn even after catching us fucking last week—before accepting our ridiculous explanation and actually apologizing to me.

"Didn't mean to wake you," he says softly, his voice gentle with affection for the woman who's been cheating on him for months.

Angelina mumbles something incoherent, playing her role perfectly. Jack's smile widens as he watches her for a moment, completely fooled by the domestic tableau. If he only knew that my hand is currently resting on his wife's hip under the covers, inches away from where my cum is leaking from her well-fucked pussy.

He hoists the golf bag onto his shoulder and heads back to the door. "I'll be back around six," he says, still keeping his voice low. "Got a tee time with the boys from work."

The door closes behind him with a soft click. We remain frozen, listening to his footsteps recede down the hallway, down the stairs, out the front door. Only when we hear the car start up again do we finally exhale.

"Holy shit," Angelina breathes, rolling onto her back, her face flushed with the lingering effects of her orgasm and the adrenaline of our close call. "That was too close."

I just laugh, the thrill of getting away with it fueling my already inflated ego. "Did you see his face? Fucking clueless."

"He could have caught us," she says, but there's no real fear in her voice anymore—just the breathless excitement of having done something forbidden and escaped consequences.

"But he didn't," I remind her, pulling the sheet down to expose our bodies. A wet spot is spreading on the sheet between her legs where my cum continues to leak from her. "And even if he had, he'd probably just apologize again for interrupting."

She laughs at that, the sound slightly hysterical with leftover tension. "You're insane, you know that?"

"You love it," I counter, watching with satisfaction as more of my cum drips from her onto the bed. The visual evidence of my claim on her, right in her husband's bed, fills me with a dark pride. "Besides, what's he going to do? The man caught me balls-deep in his wife and still invites me over for dinner."

Our laughter mingles in the air, the danger passed for now but the excitement of it still humming through our veins. Jack's whistling fades as his car pulls out of the driveway, leaving us alone once more in the aftermath of our reckless encounter.

As soon as the door closes and Jack's footsteps fade, I emerge from beneath the covers, my cock still slick with Angelina's juices and my own cum.

"That was close," she giggles, running her fingers through her tousled blonde hair.

"Too close," I reply with a cocky grin, knowing full well that the danger only made it hotter. Angelina rolls over, a wicked glint in her eye as she moves down my body. Without a word, she takes my semi-hard cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head, tasting our combined fluids with an appreciative moan that sends vibrations straight through my shaft.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my sensitive skin, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skilled mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, pulling off for a moment, her voice sultry and enticing as she continues to stroke me with her hand.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Angelina's irresistible body, as they find their way to the back of her head, guiding her movements. I give her hair a tug, feeling her moan around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine.

She pulls off with a wet pop, licking her lips as she crawls up my body. "So, to celebrate Jack's gullibility," she says, her voice dripping with mischief, "I booked us a little trip."

"A trip?" I ask, my interest piqued as she straddles my thighs, her naked body on full display above me. Her blonde hair falls in waves around her shoulders, framing perfect tits that still bear the marks of my rough handling.

"A vow renewal ceremony," she reveals, tracing circles on my chest with her manicured fingernail. "At the Whispering Vines Estate in Napa. This weekend."

I raise an eyebrow, not immediately seeing how this benefits me. "Sounds romantic. For you and Jack."

Her smile widens, turning predatory. "You'll be coming with us."

My eyes go wide as the full depravity of her plan dawns on me. "You want me to come to your vow renewal? With your husband?"

"Mmm-hmm," she nods, grinding her wet pussy against my thigh. "Jack thinks you're my personal trainer now, remember? I told him I need you there to keep me on my fitness regimen, so I look perfect in my renewal dress."

I laugh at the audacity of it. "You're going to renew your wedding vows with your husband while fucking the high school quarterback on the side?"

"Not on the side," she corrects, leaning down to whisper in my ear. "In the same suite. I booked us connecting rooms."

The sheer deviousness of her plan sends a jolt of arousal through me. This MILF is something else—willing to desecrate not just her marriage bed but her actual vow renewal with her infidelity. And I'm all for it.

"You think Jack will buy that?" I ask, though I already know the answer. Jack would probably believe anything at this point.

"Jack will buy whatever I sell him," she says confidently, sitting back up. "Besides, he already thinks you're such a 'nice young man' for being so understanding about our little... incident."

I grab her hips, pulling her forward until my hardening cock presses against her still-wet entrance. "I'll be happy to give you a real workout at your vow renewal," I promise, the prospect of fucking her while her husband sleeps in the next room already getting me hard again.

Her eyes glint with anticipation. "I was hoping you'd say that."


Chapter 2

Three days later, I pull into the circular driveway of the Whispering Vines Estate, handing my keys to a valet who eyes my expensive car with appropriate reverence. The late afternoon sun bathes the sprawling vineyard in golden light, the main building rising from the landscape like something from a fairy tale—all stone and ivy and old-world charm. It's exactly the kind of place where rich couples come to pretend their marriages aren't dead.

I grab my weekend bag from the trunk, tipping the valet generously before making my way up the stone steps to the entrance. The massive wooden doors swing open to reveal a grand lobby that screams old money—crystal chandeliers, marble floors, antique furniture arranged in intimate conversation areas. It smells of fresh flowers and polished wood, the subtle scent of wealth that can't be faked.

I approach the reception desk, prepared to give my name, when a familiar voice stops me in my tracks.

"Bem-vindo de volta, Richard."

I turn to find myself face to face with a statuesque woman with sun-kissed skin and dark, lustrous hair that falls in waves past her shoulders. Beatriz. The stunning Brazilian resort manager I'd spent a wild weekend with during my family's beach vacation last summer. Her almond-shaped eyes light up with recognition, lips curving into a knowing smile that instantly reminds me of all the things that mouth can do.

"Beatriz," I say, my own smile widening as I take in her appearance. She's dressed in a tailored black suit that hugs every curve of her body, the jacket cut low enough to reveal the swell of her perfect breasts. "I didn't know you worked here now."

"Six months," she confirms, her Brazilian accent making even those simple words sound like sex. "I transferred from the Rio property. What brings you to Napa? Another... adventure?" The way she says "adventure" makes it clear she's remembering exactly what kind of adventures we shared in Brazil.

"Something like that," I reply, stepping closer to her, close enough to catch the scent of her perfume—something exotic and expensive that instantly brings back memories of her naked body writhing beneath mine on white sand beaches. "I'm here with friends for a vow renewal."

"Ah, the Pitt ceremony," she nods, consulting a tablet in her hands. "You're not on the guest list."

"I'm with the bride," I explain with a smirk. "Personal trainer."

Beatriz raises a perfectly shaped eyebrow, her eyes scanning my body in a way that tells me she remembers exactly what I look like without clothes. "I see. Still keeping in... good shape, I notice."

"Football keeps me fit," I say with a casual shrug that's designed to draw attention to my broad shoulders and chest. "State champions this year."

"I heard," she smiles, reaching out to touch my arm in a gesture that's far too familiar for a hotel manager greeting a guest. "News travels, especially about star quarterbacks with...special talents." Her eyes drop briefly to the front of my pants before meeting mine again, a silent acknowledgment of what she's really talking about.

"I didn't realize my football prowess had made it to Brazil," I tease, knowing full well that's not what she means.

"Oh, it's not just your football skills that women talk about, Richard," she purrs, her fingers lingering on my bicep. "Some talents are more... memorable than others."

I step even closer, close enough that anyone watching might think we're being inappropriate—which we absolutely are. "I have a few days here," I tell her, my voice low and suggestive. "Maybe I could demonstrate some of those talents again. For old times' sake."

Beatriz's smile widens, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip in a gesture that's both deliberate and effective. "Room 212," she says, sliding a key card into my hand, her fingers brushing against my palm in a way that can't be misinterpreted. "I finish my shift at ten."

With that, she steps back, instantly transforming back into the professional resort manager. "Enjoy your stay at Whispering Vines, Mr. Long," she says at normal volume, for the benefit of anyone who might be listening. "If there's anything you need, please don't hesitate to ask."

I watch her walk away, hips swaying in that tight pencil skirt, knowing that this weekend just got even more interesting than I'd anticipated. Between Angelina's depraved plan for her vow renewal and Beatriz's clear invitation, I'll be lucky if I leave this place with any energy left.

But then, I've never been one to turn down a challenge—especially when it involves beautiful women eager to be conquered.


Chapter 3

After unpacking my weekend bag in my suite, I grab my swim trunks and a towel, deciding to check out the estate's famous "private beach" before dinner. I've heard about this place—a massive infinity pool surrounded by tons of imported white sand, palm trees, and luxury cabanas, creating the illusion of a beach oasis in the middle of wine country. As I make my way down from my room, I'm already thinking about which lucky woman will be warming my bed tonight: Angelina once she can slip away from Jack, Beatriz after her shift, or perhaps someone new. At eighteen, with my stamina and reputation, why limit myself to just one conquest?

The elevator doors open to reveal a pathway of natural stone that winds through manicured gardens toward the pool area. The air is warm, thick with the scent of chlorine, expensive sunscreen, and money—that distinct smell of privilege that follows wealth wherever it goes. As I round the final corner, the "beach" comes into view, and it doesn't disappoint.

The infinity pool stretches out before me, its azure water merging seamlessly with the sky at the horizon. Around it, white sand glimmers in the late afternoon sun, dotted with high-end loungers where the wealthy and beautiful display themselves like exotic creatures. Staff in crisp white uniforms circulate with trays of colorful cocktails and champagne flutes, catering to every whim of the guests who can afford this exclusive playground.

I find an empty lounger at the edge of the sand, close enough to the water to enjoy the view but positioned to see the entire area. Dropping my towel, I stretch out, deliberately flexing my muscles in a way that draws appreciative glances from several women nearby. The football season has left me in peak physical condition—broad shoulders, chiseled abs, powerful thighs—and I know exactly how to use it to my advantage.

I'm scanning the pool area, mentally cataloging potential targets, when my eyes land on her. A stunning woman in a tiny white bikini, emerging from the water like some fantasy come to life. Water cascades down her body, catching the sunlight and making her tanned skin glisten as she walks up the steps of the pool. The white fabric of her bikini, now wet and nearly transparent, clings to her curves, revealing more than it conceals.

My eyes track her movement, taking in every detail with hungry appreciation. She's older—late thirties, maybe early forties—but her body shows none of the typical signs of age. Her breasts are full and perky, straining against the thin white fabric of her top, clearly enhanced but expertly done to maintain a natural appearance. Her waist is narrow, toned abs visible even from a distance, flaring out to rounded hips that sway hypnotically as she walks. The bottoms of her bikini are cut high on her thighs, showcasing long, toned legs that seem to go on forever. Her ass is a perfect, heart-shaped masterpiece that bounces slightly with each step, just visible through the wet material clinging to her skin.

As if sensing my gaze, she turns in my direction, giving me a full view of her face—stunning in a way that matches her body. High cheekbones, full lips painted a soft pink, a delicate nose, and eyes hidden behind oversized designer sunglasses. Her hair, wet from the pool, is a rich golden blonde that will probably dry into perfect waves. She reminds me of a more polished, refined version of Angelina—a woman who's made maintaining her sexual appeal into an art form.

She catches me staring and, instead of looking away, smiles. It's a predatory smile that I recognize immediately—the look of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and isn't afraid to take it. I return the smile, making no effort to hide my appreciation of her body. She changes course, heading directly toward me now, her movements deliberate and seductive.

"Mind if I join you?" she asks, her voice a sultry purr that matches her appearance perfectly. Without waiting for an answer, she settles onto the lounger next to mine, arranging herself in a way that displays her assets to maximum effect.

"Be my guest," I reply, making no effort to hide the fact that I'm drinking in every inch of her nearly naked body.

"I'm Sydney," she offers, extending a manicured hand. Her nails are long and white, matching her bikini, and I immediately imagine those nails leaving red trails down my back.

"Richard," I respond, taking her hand. Her grip is firm, lingering just a moment too long to be casual.

Her eyes widen slightly with recognition. "Richard Long? The quarterback?" Her gaze drops deliberately to the bulge in my swim trunks, which has grown more prominent since her arrival. "I should have guessed from the... physique."

"That's me," I confirm, enjoying the way her eyes linger on my body. "You follow football?"

"My husband does," she says, gesturing vaguely toward a man sitting under a nearby umbrella. He's average in every way—thin, balding, probably twenty years older than her, wearing a ridiculous Panama hat and reading glasses that make him look like a tourist. "We were at the championship game. You were... impressive."

The way she says "impressive" makes it clear she's not just talking about my performance on the field. Her eyes haven't left the growing bulge in my swim trunks, a fact I'm well aware of as I shift slightly to give her a better view.

"Thanks," I say, watching as she licks her lips unconsciously. "Always nice to meet a fan."

"Oh, I'm definitely a fan now," she purrs, her hand coming to rest on my abs. Her touch is cool from the pool water, but it leaves a trail of fire on my skin as her fingers trace the defined ridges of my stomach. "Such an amazing young athlete."

I flex slightly under her touch, watching her pupils dilate behind her sunglasses. "I work hard to stay in shape," I tell her, my voice dropping lower, more intimate.

"I can see that," she breathes, her hand trailing lower, stopping just above the waistband of my trunks. "You know, I bet my husband would love your autograph. He was just talking about what a phenomenal player you are."

Her hand slips just barely beneath the elastic of my waistband, a teasing touch that's hidden from the view of other guests but sends a jolt of electricity through my body.

"Is that right?" I ask, playing along with her transparent excuse.

"Absolutely," she nods, standing abruptly. "We should go ask him."

I follow her across the sand, enjoying the view as her perfect ass sways in front of me. Her husband looks up as we approach, his eyes widening slightly as he recognizes me.

"Honey, look who I found," Sydney announces, her voice dripping with false innocence. "It's Richard Long, the quarterback from the championship game!"

The husband—whose name Sydney hasn't bothered to share—stands awkwardly, extending his hand. "Oh! Wow. Big fan, big fan. That touchdown pass in the fourth quarter was something else."

I shake his hand, noting the weak grip, the slight tremor. This man is no threat, no competition. "Thanks, man. Always nice to meet a fan."

"I was telling Richard you'd love his autograph," Sydney interjects, her hand finding its way to my bicep, squeezing appreciatively. "I thought we could take him up to our room. I'm sure we have something he could sign."

The husband's eyes dart between his wife's hand on my arm and my face, a flicker of understanding passing through them. Not anger or jealousy—something more complicated. Resignation, perhaps. Or worse, acceptance.

"Oh, sure," he says, his voice slightly higher than before. "That would be... that would be great."

Sydney turns to me, that predatory smile back on her face. "Honey, I'm taking Richard up to our room to get his autograph," she announces, not even pretending anymore.

Her husband just nods meekly, sinking back into his chair, adjusting his ridiculous hat.

She leads me away without another word, her hand sliding from my bicep to the small of my back, then lower, giving my ass a bold squeeze that makes her intentions crystal clear. As we walk toward the elevators, the heat of her body radiates against mine, her breast occasionally brushing against my arm in a contact that's too deliberate to be accidental.

"I hope you don't mind," she murmurs as we wait for the elevator, standing close enough that I can smell her expensive perfume mingling with the scent of chlorine on her skin. "I've always had a weakness for athletes. Especially young, strong ones like you."

The elevator doors open, and as we step inside, I know exactly what kind of "autograph" she's looking for. And I'm more than happy to give it to her.

The door to Sydney's suite barely closes behind us before I'm on her, grabbing her shoulders and shoving her roughly against the wall. Her surprised gasp turns into a moan as my mouth crashes against hers, my tongue forcing its way between her lips.

I taste chlorine and expensive lipstick as I devour her, one hand pinning her wrists above her head while the other roughly palms her breast through the damp bikini top. She melts into me immediately, her body offering no resistance, just pure surrender as I assert my dominance over this rich, married MILF who's clearly been craving a real man's touch.

"I knew you'd be aggressive," she pants when I finally let her breathe, her chest heaving against mine. "From the way you play on the field—"

I cut her off with another bruising kiss, not interested in talking about football. My hand releases her wrists to grab a fistful of her wet blonde hair, yanking her head back to expose her throat. I trail bites down the sensitive skin of her neck, hard enough to leave marks she'll have to explain to her pathetic husband later.

"Shut up," I growl against her skin. "You didn't bring me here to talk."

Without warning, I grab her by the waist and throw her onto the king-sized bed. She bounces against the plush mattress, her eyes wide with excitement and just a hint of fear that only makes my cock harder. Before she can recover, I'm on the bed, straddling her, my hands finding the front tie of her bikini top.

"This comes off," I tell her, not asking permission as I yank the string. The wet knot resists for a moment before giving way, exposing her perfect breasts. They're definitely fake—too round and firm for a woman her age—but expertly done, with small, pink nipples that are already hard with arousal.

"Fuck, you're hot," I mutter, roughly squeezing one breast while lowering my mouth to the other. I suck hard on her nipple, using my teeth just enough to make her cry out in a mixture of pain and pleasure. My other hand slides down to her bikini bottoms, finding the thin strings at her hips and giving a sharp tug. The expensive fabric tears easily, and I rip it away, leaving her completely naked beneath me.

"You just ruined a five hundred dollar bikini," she gasps, though she doesn't sound upset about it at all.

"Your husband will buy you ten more," I respond, pulling back to look at her exposed body. Her pussy is waxed completely bare, already glistening with arousal. I run my fingers through her folds, feeling the heat and wetness that tells me exactly how much she wants this. "You're soaking wet already. Does your husband know what a slut you are?"

Instead of being offended, she moans at the degradation, her hips pushing up against my hand. "Please," she begs, reaching for the waistband of my swim trunks. "I need to see it. Need to feel it."

I slap her hands away, standing up at the edge of the bed. "You want to see my cock?" I ask, slowly pushing my trunks down my hips. "The cock you've been staring at since you saw me by the pool?"

She nods eagerly, licking her lips as I reveal myself inch by inch. When my trunks finally drop to the floor and my cock springs free, fully erect and impressive, her eyes widen with a mixture of awe and hunger.

"Oh my god," she breathes, pushing herself up on her elbows to get a better look. "You're huge."

I grab my shaft with one hand, stroking it slowly as I watch her reaction. "Come here," I command, pointing to the edge of the bed. "Show me what that mouth can do."

She scrambles to comply, moving to sit on the edge of the bed, her face level with my cock. I grab a fistful of her hair again, guiding her head toward me. "Stroke it first," I instruct, watching as she wraps her manicured fingers around my girth. Her hand can't quite close around it, and the realization seems to excite her even more.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my cock, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Sydney's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

She leans forward and takes the head into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. The warm, wet heat of her mouth sends pleasure shooting up my spine, but I want more than her gentle attention.

I tighten my grip on her hair, pushing her head down forcefully. "Take more," I demand, watching as her lips stretch wider around my girth.

She gags slightly as I hit the back of her throat, but quickly recovers, relaxing her jaw to take me deeper. I can see the effort it takes, tears forming at the corners of her eyes as she struggles to accommodate my size.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice thick with pleasure. "Take it all like the good slut you are."

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Sydney's irresistible body, as they find their way back to her perfect breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples roughly. I give her hair another tug, feeling her moan around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine.

I establish a rhythm, using my grip on her hair to control her movements, essentially fucking her face. Each forward thrust makes her gag slightly, tears streaming down her cheeks now, ruining her makeup in a way that only makes her look hotter—used and debased, exactly how I want her.

"Ah, fuck," I groan as she chokes slightly, her throat convulsing around the head of my cock in a way that sends waves of pleasure through me. I pull her off by her hair, watching as strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my glistening shaft. Her chest heaves as she gasps for air, mascara running down her cheeks in black rivulets.

"On your back," I command, already pushing her shoulders to guide her into position. "I'm going to fuck that married pussy now."

She falls back eagerly, spreading her legs wide in invitation. I position myself between her thighs, rubbing the head of my cock through her slick folds, coating myself in her abundant wetness. The sight of her positioning herself against the mattress sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. Her legs spread wide in an open invitation for me to claim her. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—Sydney's flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me.

"Come on, Richard," she purrs, casting a sultry glance over her shoulder. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, I step forward, my hands finding purchase on her slender hips. The air around us is heavy with desire, our breaths mingling as I press myself against her. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, beckoning me closer.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, wanting to hear her beg for it one more time.

"Just fuck me already," she pleads, her impatience evident in her voice. "Stick that big cock in my pussy."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. She's tight despite her age—clearly taking care of herself—and hot as a furnace inside.

"Fuck! Richard…" Sydney moans as I sink deeper into her, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me even closer. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, as if she's trying to absorb every inch of me.

"Shit, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, my grip on her hips tightening as I start to move in a steady rhythm. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

I establish a punishing pace immediately, my hips slamming against hers with enough force to make her perfect tits bounce with each impact. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the luxurious hotel room, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans and my own grunts of exertion and pleasure.

"Harder!" she pants, her nails digging into my forearms. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Sydney's own breathy moans fill the hotel room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

Sydney's hands grip both sides of the mattress, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out sharply, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Sydney," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hip growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I can feel my own orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with each thrust into Sydney's tight heat. But I'm not ready to finish yet—I want to prolong this, to make her completely mine before I'm done with her. I slow my pace slightly, focusing on deeper, more controlled thrusts that hit spots inside her that make her entire body tremble.

"Please," she gasps, sensing my deliberate delay. "Don't stop. I'm so close."

"You'll cum when I let you," I tell her, my voice low and commanding as I maintain my measured pace. "This pussy belongs to me now."

Her eyes flutter closed at my words, a shuddering breath escaping her lips as she surrenders completely to my control. The power I hold over this beautiful, wealthy woman—taking her so completely while her pathetic husband waits by the pool—fuels my dominance even further.

I continue driving into her, each thrust calculated to bring her closer to the edge without letting her fall over. I want her desperate, begging, completely at my mercy before I allow her release. And judging by the way she's writhing beneath me, that moment isn't far away.

I'm so focused on Sydney writhing beneath me that I don't notice the door opening at first. It's the change in the air—a slight shift in pressure as the door swings inward—that finally pulls my attention away from her perfect tits bouncing with each thrust. I turn my head to see her husband standing in the doorway, Panama hat and ridiculous sunglasses now removed, staring directly at us. My first instinct is to pull out, to reach for something to cover us, but then I notice something unexpected in his expression. It's not rage or shock—it's excitement, his pupils dilated as he watches me slam into his wife's pussy.

Sydney notices my distraction and follows my gaze to the door. Instead of panic or embarrassment, a slow, wicked smile spreads across her face. "You're early, honey," she purrs, her voice thick with pleasure. "We were just getting started."

I look between them, understanding dawning as the husband steps into the room and closes the door behind him, his eyes never leaving the point where my cock disappears inside his wife. This was planned. The whole thing—from her approaching me at the pool to leading me up here—was orchestrated for her husband's benefit. They're into this. He's a cuckold, she's a hotwife, and I've been cast in the role of the bull without even knowing it.

The realization should piss me off, being used as part of their perverted game, but instead, it only fuels my dominance. If they want a show, I'll give them one they'll never forget.

Instead of stopping, I slam into Sydney with renewed force, making her gasp in surprise. "You like watching your wife get fucked by a real man?" I ask the husband directly, maintaining eye contact with him as I continue to pound his wife.

He nods, swallowing hard, his hand already moving to the front of his khaki shorts where an obvious bulge has formed. "Yes," he admits, his voice barely above a whisper.

"Tell him, Sydney," I command, slapping her thigh hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Tell your husband how much better I fuck you."

"He's so big, honey," she moans obediently, her eyes locked on her husband's. "Bigger than you. Better than you. He's fucking me so good."

The husband's breath hitches at her words, his hand now openly rubbing his crotch through his shorts. He takes another tentative step into the room, then another, drawn to the spectacle of his wife being claimed by another man.

"The cuffs," Sydney gasps between thrusts, nodding toward the nightstand. "In the drawer."

The husband moves quickly to the bedside table, pulling open the drawer to reveal a pair of padded leather handcuffs. He removes them with practiced ease, suggesting this isn't the first time they've played this game.

"Cuff her," I order, not slowing my rhythm as I continue to drive into Sydney. "I want her completely at my mercy."

He complies immediately, moving to the head of the bed. I pull out momentarily, flipping Sydney onto her back before plunging back into her with a force that makes her cry out. The husband takes her wrists, securing them above her head to the ornate headboard with the leather cuffs. She's now completely restrained, her body open and vulnerable beneath me.

"There," the husband says, his voice thick with arousal as he steps back to watch.

I grab Sydney's legs, pushing them up toward her chest, folding her nearly in half as I drive into her from a new angle. The position allows me to penetrate her even deeper, reaching places that make her scream with each thrust.

"Harder!" she pants, straining against the cuffs, her perfect tits quivering with each impact. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Sydney's own breathy moans fill the hotel room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Sydney's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her muscles tense against the restraints, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the space, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

From the corner of my eye, I see the husband pull up a chair about three feet from the bed. He sits down, unbuckling his pants with trembling fingers, pulling out what has to be the most pathetic excuse for a cock I've ever seen—thin, barely five inches, and already leaking pre-cum just from watching us. He begins to stroke himself slowly, his eyes glazed with a mixture of shame and arousal.

The sight of him masturbating to his wife's defilement ignites something primal in me. I wrap my hand around Sydney's throat, applying gentle pressure at first, watching her eyes widen with excitement.

"You want me to choke you while your husband watches?" I ask, gradually increasing the pressure on her windpipe. "You want him to see what a slut you are for young cock?"

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely audible as I tighten my grip. "Show him what a real man does to his wife."

I squeeze harder, carefully controlling the pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her face flushes, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock as the oxygen restriction intensifies every sensation. I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through the choking, watching her eyes roll back slightly as pleasure and controlled danger combine to push her toward the edge.

"Look at your pathetic husband," I command, turning her face toward where he sits, frantically stroking his small cock. "Look at him jerking his tiny dick while I rearrange your guts with a real cock."

Her eyes lock with her husband's, a silent exchange passing between them that speaks volumes about their relationship dynamic. He strokes faster, his face contorted with a mixture of humiliation and ecstasy that tells me this is exactly what gets him off—being reduced to a voyeur in his own marriage, watching a superior man claim what's supposed to be his.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out when I release her throat momentarily, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You want me to choke you while your husband watches?" I ask, gradually increasing the pressure on her windpipe. "You want him to see what a slut you are for young cock?"

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely audible as I tighten my grip. "Show him what a real man does to his wife."

I squeeze harder, carefully controlling the pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her face flushes, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock as the oxygen restriction intensifies every sensation. I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through the choking, watching her eyes roll back slightly as pleasure and controlled danger combine to push her toward the edge.

"Look at your pathetic husband," I command, turning her face toward where he sits, frantically stroking his small cock. "Look at him jerking his tiny dick while I rearrange your guts with a real cock."

Her eyes lock with her husband's, a silent exchange passing between them that speaks volumes about their relationship dynamic. He strokes faster, his face contorted with a mixture of humiliation and ecstasy that tells me this is exactly what gets him off—being reduced to a voyeur in his own marriage, watching a superior man claim what's supposed to be his.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out when I release her throat momentarily, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Sydney," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her throat growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The wet, obscene noises of our coupling fill the room, providing a soundtrack to her husband's humiliation.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, releasing her throat to slap her face hard enough to leave a red mark. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against my chest, sending electric shockwaves through my entire body.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers clench into fists above the cuffs, pulling against them as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

Her husband watches with glazed eyes, his hand working frantically on his pathetic cock, occasionally letting out small whimpers that go mostly ignored. The contrast between his weak presence and my dominant one seems to drive Sydney wild, her body responding to each thrust with increasing urgency.

I slap her tits hard, watching them bounce and redden under my palm. "You like being treated like a whore in front of your husband?" I growl, slapping them again, harder.

"Yes!" she screams, her body tensing as she approaches her climax. "I'm your whore! Your fucking slut!"

I wrap my hand around her throat again, applying pressure as I feel her pussy start to contract around me. The combination of choking and fucking pushes her over the edge, her entire body convulsing in a violent orgasm that seems to go on forever. She thrashes against the cuffs, her back arching off the bed, her face contorted in a silent scream as her oxygen is restricted.

Only when her eyes start to flutter do I release her throat, allowing her to gulp air as the orgasm continues to tear through her. The sudden rush of oxygen intensifies her pleasure, turning her silent scream into loud, primal cries that fill the hotel room.

"Oh god, oh fuck, I'm cumming!" she wails, her body shaking uncontrollably beneath me. "Richard! Fuck! Yes!"

Her pussy grips my cock like a vise, rippling and pulsing around me in a way that threatens to push me over the edge too. But I hold back, gritting my teeth against the pleasure, determined to maintain control. I want to save my load for the finale of this twisted little show.

Through the haze of her orgasm, Sydney manages to turn her head toward her husband. "Did you see that, honey? Did you see how he makes me cum? You've never made me cum like that, never."

The husband moans at her words, his hand moving faster on his cock, but I can tell he's deliberately holding back too, waiting for permission or for the main event. These two have clearly played this game before, and they know the rules—he doesn't get to finish until I do.

As Sydney's orgasm finally subsides, her body goes limp beneath me, completely spent. But I'm far from done with her. I continue thrusting, though at a slower pace now, letting her recover slightly as I plan my next move. The night is still young, and I intend to use every minute of it to show this couple exactly what they've invited into their bedroom.

I pull out of Sydney's well-fucked pussy, flipping her over roughly despite the restraints on her wrists, making the handcuffs twist. "On your knees," I command, my voice harsh with arousal and dominance. She struggles to comply, her arms stretched awkwardly above her head as she manages to get her knees under her, presenting her ass to me. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back as I slam into her from behind with enough force to make her scream. "You want it rough?" I snarl, delivering a stinging slap to her ass that leaves a bright red handprint. "I'll show you fucking rough, you rich slut."

Her husband shifts in his chair, leaning forward for a better view, his hand still working his pathetic cock in slow, deliberate strokes. The sight of him—this weak excuse for a man, watching another male dominate his wife—fuels my aggression even further.

"Look at your cuck husband," I command Sydney, forcing her head to turn toward him. "Look at how fucking pathetic he is. Can't even fuck his own wife properly, has to bring in a fucking teenager to do the job."

She moans at my words, her pussy clenching around my cock as I continue to pound into her from behind. The humiliation of her husband clearly turns her on as much as it does him.

"Is this what you wanted?" I ask, directing my question to the husband now. "To see your trophy wife get used like the whore she is?"

"Yes," he admits, his voice barely audible, eyes fixed on the point where my cock disappears into his wife's body.

I laugh cruelly, establishing a brutal rhythm that has Sydney gasping with each thrust. "Fucking pathetic," I spit. "Real men don't share their women."

The husband's eyes drop in shame, but his hand moves faster on his cock, his breathing growing more labored. My contempt is part of the fantasy for him, the verbal abuse as important as the physical act he's witnessing.

I release Sydney's hair to deliver a sharp slap to her face, watching her cheek redden from the impact. "You like that?" I demand, slapping her again, harder. "You like being treated like trash while your husband watches?"

"Yes!" she cries, her body pushing back against me, taking my cock deeper despite—or because of—the rough treatment. "Fuck me like the slut I am!"

I grab her perfect tits, squeezing them roughly, pinching and twisting her nipples until she cries out in a mixture of pain and pleasure. Then I deliver several stinging slaps to them as well, watching them bounce and redden under my palm.

"Your tits are fucking perfect," I grunt, continuing to maul them as I pound into her. "Too bad they're wasted on such a pathetic husband."

The husband whimpers at this, his face flushed with humiliation and arousal. "Please," he finally speaks up, his voice strained. "Please, sir. Cum on her face. She... she would love that."

The "sir" nearly makes me laugh—this middle-aged man begging a teenager to degrade his wife further. But the request aligns perfectly with what I had planned anyway.

"You want me to paint your wife's pretty face with my load?" I ask, maintaining my brutal pace. "Want to see my cum dripping down her chin, marking her as my property?"

"Yes," he nods eagerly, his hand speeding up on his cock. "Please."

I pull out of Sydney abruptly, making her gasp at the sudden emptiness. "Uncuff her," I command the husband. He scrambles to comply, his hands trembling as he releases the leather restraints from his wife's wrists.

As soon as she's free, I grab her by the hair again, dragging her off the bed and forcing her to her knees on the floor. She goes willingly, eagerly, her eyes glazed with lust and submission as she looks up at me, waiting for instructions.

"Put those fake tits to use," I tell her, slapping my wet cock against her face. She immediately presses her breasts together, creating a channel for me to thrust into. I slide my cock between them, still slick with her juices, establishing a rhythm that has the head of my cock bumping against her chin with each forward motion.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her perfect tits envelop my shaft. "Squeeze them together tighter."

She complies, pressing her breasts more firmly around my cock, her eyes never leaving mine as I fuck her tits with increasing urgency. The husband has moved his chair for a better view, his hand now a blur on his small cock as he watches his wife being used as nothing more than a masturbatory aid.

After a few more thrusts between her tits, I pull back, taking my cock in hand and pointing it at her face. "Open your mouth," I command, stroking myself rapidly as I feel my orgasm approaching. "Stick out your tongue like the cum-hungry slut you are."

Sydney obeys immediately, her mouth falling open, tongue extended, eyes locked on mine as she waits to receive my load. The sight of her—this beautiful, wealthy woman on her knees before me, eagerly awaiting my cum—pushes me over the edge.

With a final grunt of pleasure, I explode—the first thick rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her blonde hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips and chin, some landing on her tongue which she immediately swallows. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure maximum coverage—across her nose, her forehead, her left cheek—before the final pulses decorate her massive tits with streaks of white that begin to run down the slopes of her perfect mounds.

By the time I'm spent, Sydney's face and chest are thoroughly coated with my seed, her once-perfect features now a mess of white streaks and smears. She looks up at me with a mixture of exhaustion and satisfaction, her tongue darting out to lick away the cum that's within reach of her mouth.

I reach down, using my index finger to collect a particularly large glob of cum from her cheek. Without warning, I push my finger into her mouth, making her taste my seed directly.

"Clean it," I order, watching as she obediently sucks my finger, her eyes never leaving mine as she performs this final act of submission.

From the corner of my eye, I see her husband has moved even closer, his face inches from his cum-covered wife, watching with fascination as she sucks my finger clean. His hand is still working his cock, faster now, clearly approaching his own release.

I pull my finger from Sydney's mouth and step back, tucking myself back into my swim trunks with casual indifference. I don't offer to help clean her up or ask if she's satisfied—we all know this wasn't about her pleasure, but about my dominance and her husband's submission.

"Pleasure doing business with you," I say, zipping up my trunks and straightening my shirt as if I've just finished a routine workout instead of destroying a marriage. "Thanks for the workout."

The husband nods weakly, unable to form words as he stares at his wife—the woman he married, now kneeling on their hotel room floor with another man's cum drying on her face and tits. The contrast between his pathetic presence and what I represent could not be more stark.

"You might want to clean her up," I suggest with a smirk. "Unless you want the maid to see what you two get up to when you're on vacation."

Sydney doesn't move, still kneeling on the floor in a post-orgasmic haze, cum dripping from her face onto her perfect breasts. She's marked now—my territory—and both she and her husband know it.

I walk toward the door without another word, not bothering to look back at the devastation I've left in my wake. The husband remains in his chair, still stroking himself, watching me leave with the same pathetic reverence he's shown throughout this entire encounter.

"Will you... come back sometime?" he asks, his voice barely above a whisper.

I laugh, the sound harsh and dismissive. "Maybe. If I get bored. Or maybe I'll send some of my teammates over instead. Sydney looks like she could handle a whole offensive line."

The color drains from his face at the suggestion, but I can see the spark of arousal in his eyes at the same time—the conflicting emotions of a true cuckold who both fears and craves his own humiliation.

I step outside into the hallway, breathing in the fresh air that doesn't smell like sex and submission. My phone buzzes in my pocket—probably Angelina confirming details for her vow renewal ceremony tomorrow. I've got a full schedule ahead of me: Beatriz after her shift ends at ten, Angelina sneaking away from Jack during the night, and now possibly a return visit to Sydney and her pathetic husband if I find myself with extra energy.

The thought makes me smirk as I walk down the hall toward my own room. In this resort, just like back home, I'm the king, and every woman is mine for the taking. Their husbands, fathers, and boyfriends might not know it yet, but they'll all end up just like Sydney's husband—watching from the sidelines as I claim what's rightfully mine.


Chapter 4

I step out of Sydney's room, zipping up my trunks with a satisfied smirk plastered across my face. Two women in one day—the cougar MILF and her pathetic husband—and it's not even dinner time yet. My cock twitches with renewed interest as I check my phone and see a text from Angelina. Perfect timing. I'm already hard again at the thought of what's waiting for me at her private villa—Jack's unsuspecting wife, my favorite married conquest, ready for another round of betrayal in the most delicious way possible.

The Whispering Vines Estate sprawls before me as I walk the stone path toward the private villas, secluded from the main building where most guests stay. Angelina had texted the villa number—an exclusive accommodation reserved for their vow renewal. The irony makes my cock throb against the fabric of my shorts. Jack's paying thousands for this romantic getaway to renew his commitment to a wife who's been getting railed by the high school quarterback for months. And now I'm about to fuck her in the very place where they'll renew their vows.

The late afternoon sun casts long shadows across the vineyard as I approach Villa 7. I don't bother knocking. Why should I? This pussy is mine whenever I want it. The door opens silently into a spacious living area decorated with expensive furniture and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the endless rows of grapevines. I spot Angelina immediately through the open balcony doors, her silhouette outlined against the golden sunset.

She's wearing nothing but a sheer silk robe that flutters in the gentle breeze, doing absolutely nothing to hide the perfect curves beneath. The fading sunlight streams through the delicate fabric, illuminating every contour of her body like an X-ray. Her blonde hair falls in loose waves down her back, and even from here I can see the glass of red wine dangling from her slender fingers as she gazes out at the vineyard.

I move silently across the room, my footsteps muffled by the plush carpet. She doesn't hear me coming until I'm directly behind her, my hard cock pressing insistently against the curve of her ass through my shorts.

"Miss me?" I growl into her ear, my hands sliding around her waist and up to cup her perfect tits through the silk.

She gasps, then moans softly as she pushes back against my hardness. "Richard," she breathes, her head falling back against my shoulder. "I was wondering when you'd show up."

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath as I nuzzle her neck, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her tit tightly with one hand while the other snakes down between her legs, fingers finding her already wet.

"Already soaking for me," I murmur against her skin, biting down on the sensitive spot where her neck meets her shoulder—hard enough to leave a mark Jack will definitely see later. "Been thinking about my cock all day?"

"Yes," she admits shamelessly, grinding her ass against my erection. "I've been so fucking bored playing the happy wife-to-be-renewed. I need you to remind me what a real man feels like."

I spin her around, capturing her mouth in a bruising kiss that has her whimpering against my lips. Her wine glass tumbles from her fingers, shattering on the stone balcony, red liquid splashing across our feet. Neither of us gives a shit. My tongue invades her mouth, claiming her completely as I untie her robe with a rough tug, pushing it off her shoulders to expose her naked body to the cooling evening air.

"Inside," I command, already steering her through the balcony doors. "I'm going to fuck you until you can't remember your own name, let alone your husband's."

She laughs, a breathy sound full of anticipation as she lets me guide her toward a plush sofa in the center of the room. Before she can say another word, I spin her around and bend her over the back of it, her perfect ass high in the air, pussy already glistening with need.

"Look at you," I taunt, running my finger through her wet folds. "Such a desperate married slut. What would Jack think if he could see his wife like this? Bent over and dripping wet for a teenager's cock?"

"Please," she begs, pushing back against my hand. "Stop teasing me."

I slap her ass hard enough to leave a bright red handprint, making her yelp. "You don't give the orders here," I remind her, squeezing the reddened flesh roughly. "I do."

I pull my trunks down, my cock springing free, already rock hard again despite my earlier session with Sydney. The sight of Angelina bent over before me, completely at my mercy, would be enough to resurrect any man from the dead. I grab her hips, positioning myself at her entrance, rubbing the head of my cock through her slick folds to coat myself in her juices.

"Beg for it," I demand, pressing just the tip inside her, then withdrawing. "Beg for my cock like the whore you are."

"Please fuck me, Richard," she whimpers, trying to push back onto me, but my grip on her hips prevents it. "I need your cock so badly. Please. Fill me up."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a sharp cry of pleasure from both of us. She's tight despite all our previous encounters—tighter than Sydney was earlier—and hot as a furnace inside.

"Fuck! Richard..." Angelina moans as I sink deeper into her, her fingers digging into the sofa cushions. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, as if her body is trying to absorb every inch of me.

"Shit, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, my grip on her hips tightening as I start to move in a steady rhythm. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

I establish a punishing pace immediately, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to make the sofa creak beneath us. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the luxurious villa, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans and my own grunts of exertion and pleasure.

"Harder!" she pants, her nails digging into the expensive fabric. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Angelina's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles beneath me, her back arching to take me deeper.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hips growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The wet, obscene noises of our coupling fill the room, evidence of just how thoroughly I'm claiming her.

I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against the sofa fabric, and I can tell from the way her walls flutter around me that she's getting close to cumming already.

Suddenly, a shrill electronic ring cuts through our rhythm. Her phone, sitting on the coffee table just inches from where we're fucking, lights up with an incoming call. I slow my thrusts just enough for us both to see the caller ID flashing on the screen:

Jack.

Her husband, calling his wife while my cock is buried deep inside her. The perfect fucking moment.

Angelina looks over her shoulder at me, her eyes wide with a mixture of panic and excitement. I grin wickedly, slamming into her with renewed force, daring her to answer.

Angelina hesitates for just a second, her eyes locked on mine, silently asking if she should answer. I respond by slamming into her harder, a cruel smirk playing on my lips. Fuck yes, she's going to answer. I want to hear her try to sound normal while I'm balls deep inside her. I give her a nod, slowing my thrusts just enough to let her speak without gasping. She reaches for the phone with trembling fingers, hits the speaker button, and forces her voice into a calm, sweet tone that's completely at odds with the way her pussy is gripping my cock.

"Hello, my love," she says, her voice surprisingly steady despite the eight inches of teenage cock currently stretching her walls. "I was just thinking about you."

"That's sweet, honey," Jack's cheerful, oblivious voice chirps from the phone. The sound of his pathetic, trusting tone makes my cock throb inside his wife, and I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing out loud.

I maintain a slow, deliberate rhythm, watching Angelina's face contort with the effort of keeping her composure. Her eyes are half-closed, mouth slightly open, chest flushed with arousal. She's never looked more fuckable than she does right now, trying to act normal for her clueless husband while I'm inside her.

"Listen, I'm feeling a bit sentimental," Jack continues, completely unaware of what's happening to his precious wife. "Can we practice our vows? I want to get them perfect for Saturday."

Angelina looks over her shoulder at me, a wicked, desperate grin spreading across her face. The sheer depravity of what we're doing—her practicing wedding vows with her husband while I'm fucking her from behind—is clearly turning her on as much as it is me. She nods, both to me and in response to Jack.

"Of course, Jack. You go first," she manages, her voice only slightly breathier than normal.

I lean forward, pressing my chest against her back, and whisper directly into her ear, quiet enough that the phone won't pick it up: "Let's see if you can make it through without screaming my name."

Her pussy clenches around me in response, and I can feel her thighs trembling against mine. I straighten up again, grabbing her hips firmly, ready to make this as challenging for her as possible.

Jack clears his throat on the other end of the line, clearly taking this moment seriously, while I'm using his wife like my personal fucktoy.

"Angelina," he begins in a formal tone, "when we first met fifteen years ago, I knew you were special..."

As Jack launches into his dull, generic vow about honor and companionship, I start fucking Angelina harder, faster, my strokes designed to make her feel every single inch. She's gripping the sofa cushions, her knuckles white with the effort of staying quiet, struggling to keep her breathing even.

"...I promise to continue being your rock, your safe harbor in life's storms..."

I change my angle slightly, aiming upward to hit her G-spot with each thrust. Her eyes widen, and she bites down on her lip hard enough that I worry she might draw blood. I reach around her body with one hand, finding her clit and rubbing it in slow circles that contrast with my increasingly rapid thrusts.

"...to cherish every moment we have together, the good and the bad..."

Angelina's whole body is shaking now, her pussy fluttering around my cock as she approaches orgasm. I immediately slow down, denying her the release she's chasing. She throws me a desperate look over her shoulder, silently pleading, but I just smile and shake my head. Not yet. I want to drag this out as long as possible.

"...in sickness and in health, just as we promised before..."

I grab a handful of her blonde hair and pull, arching her back at a sharp angle that changes the sensation for both of us. My cock hits new depths inside her, and she lets out a small, involuntary whimper that she quickly disguises as a sniffle.

"You okay, honey?" Jack asks, pausing his recitation.

"Just... emotional," Angelina gasps, her voice strained. "Your words are so beautiful. Please, continue."

I have to stuff my fist against my mouth to keep from laughing out loud. This is too fucking perfect. Her husband thinks she's moved by his sappy vows when really she's fighting not to scream as I rearrange her guts.

"...and I vow to love you more deeply with each passing year, to be a better husband than I was the day before..."

I release her hair and slide my hands around to cup her breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers just hard enough to make her gasp. The gasp turns into a cough that she plays off smoothly, but Jack doesn't even seem to notice.

"...because you deserve nothing less than my complete devotion. You are my everything, Angelina, today and always."

Jack finishes his vow with what sounds like genuine emotion in his voice. If I weren't balls deep in his wife right now, I might almost feel sorry for the poor bastard. Almost.

"Okay, your turn," Jack says, eagerness evident in his tone.

I decide to make this part even more challenging for her. I slow my thrusts to a torturous, deep grind, making it even more difficult for her to concentrate. Each movement is deliberate, designed to push her to the edge without letting her fall over. I reach around again to find her clit, but instead of the fast circles that would bring her to orgasm, I barely brush against it with feather-light touches that I know will drive her mad with frustration.

Angelina takes a shaky breath, her eyes rolling back in her head as my cock brushes against her deepest, most sensitive spot. The look on her face is pure ecstasy mixed with concentration—trying to remember her vows while her brain is clouded with lust.

"I... I need a moment," she stutters, clearly trying to collect herself.

"Take your time, sweetheart," Jack says kindly, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife's hesitation has nothing to do with emotion and everything to do with the fact that my cock is currently reshaping her insides.

I lean forward again, my chest pressed against her back, and whisper into her ear: "Better start talking, or I'm going to make you cum so hard you scream my name into the phone."

The threat—or promise—makes her shudder. She takes another steadying breath, and I can feel her making a superhuman effort to focus despite the pleasure coursing through her body.

"Okay," she says into the phone, her voice quavering slightly. "I'm ready."

I give her a particularly deep thrust as a reward for her bravery, watching as her mouth falls open in a silent scream of pleasure. This is going to be the most entertaining wedding vow rehearsal in history.

"I, Angelina," she begins, her voice trembling with pleasure as I grind my cock against that sweet spot deep inside her. Her eyes are unfocused, glazed with lust as she fights to remember the words she's supposed to be saying. I can feel her pussy pulsing around me, desperate for release, but I'm in control here. I decide when she gets to cum. And right now, I want to see just how far I can push her before she completely falls apart on this call with her pathetic husband.

"Take you, Jack," she continues, swallowing hard as I reach around and start rubbing her clit in tight circles, "to be my lawfully wedded husband..."

I smile cruelly, increasing the pressure on her sensitive bud while maintaining the slow, deep thrusts that I know drive her crazy. Her walls flutter around me, a warning sign that she's getting close. Too close. I immediately slow my fingers, backing her away from the edge.

"To have and to hold..." she gasps, her voice breaking slightly as I suddenly withdraw almost completely, leaving just the head of my cock inside her, before slamming back in with enough force to make her whole body jerk forward.

"You're doing great, honey," Jack encourages from the speaker, completely oblivious to what's really happening. "So emotional today."

"From this day forward..." Angelina continues, her voice barely above a whisper now as I maintain a punishing rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. She's gripping the sofa cushions so hard I'm surprised the fabric hasn't torn.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath as I hit a particularly sensitive spot, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her hips tightly, my fingers wrapping around the soft flesh with surprising strength as I drive deeper, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's body works its magic around me, clenching and pulsing in a way that has me seeing stars.

"For better, for worse..." she whimpers, and I can tell from the tight clench of her pussy that she's right on the brink again. This time, instead of backing off, I wrap my hand in her hair and pull her head back sharply, forcing her to arch her back at an angle that drives my cock even deeper.

"For richer, for poorer..." The words come out as a broken moan, and I wonder if Jack can tell how wrecked his wife sounds. If he has any idea that each word she speaks is punctuated by the wet slap of my balls against her skin.

I lean forward, pressing my chest against her back, and whisper directly into her ear: "Tell him how much you love him while I make you cum on my cock."

She shudders, her whole body trembling with the effort of holding back her orgasm. I'm not making it easy for her, increasing both the speed of my thrusts and the pressure of my fingers on her clit.

"In sickness and in health..." Her voice breaks completely on the last word, turning into a barely disguised moan as I pinch her clit between my fingers, pushing her ruthlessly toward the edge.

"You okay, honey?" Jack asks, concern finally registering in his voice. "You sound a little out of breath."

"I'm... fine!" she gasps, her eyes squeezed shut, face contorted with the effort of holding back her pleasure. "Just... emotional!"

I decide it's time to end this little game. With precise timing, I deliver a particularly hard thrust while simultaneously pinching her clit between my fingers. The dual sensation is too much for her to handle. She shatters instantly, a powerful orgasm ripping through her body like an electric current.

"To love and to cherish, 'til death do us part!" she screams into the phone, the final words of her vow transformed into a declaration of ecstasy as her pussy convulses around my cock, squeezing me in rhythmic pulses that nearly push me over the edge too.

I have to clamp my hand over my own mouth to keep from groaning as her orgasm milks my cock. Her entire body is shaking, knees threatening to give out as wave after wave of pleasure washes over her. Only my grip on her hips keeps her upright.

"Oh, Angelina, that was beautiful!" Jack's voice comes through the speaker, thick with emotion but completely oblivious to what really just happened. "I love you so much. Your passion always amazes me."

Angelina can't respond immediately, still caught in the throes of her climax, her breath coming in sharp gasps that she's no longer even trying to hide.

"I... love you... too," she finally manages, each word punctuated by a sharp intake of breath as I continue to move inside her, prolonging her orgasm.

"I should let you rest that voice of yours," Jack says, his tone warm and completely clueless. "Sounds like all this emotion has you worn out. I'll see you at dinner?"

"Yes," Angelina gasps, barely coherent. "Dinner. Later."

"Love you, honey. Bye!"

The call ends with a soft beep, leaving us in sudden silence broken only by the wet sounds of my cock still sliding in and out of her oversensitive pussy and her labored breathing.

The second the call disconnects, I pull out of her and flip her onto her back in one smooth motion, throwing her legs over my shoulders. Before she can even catch her breath, I bury my face between her thighs, lapping up the flood of her arousal like a man dying of thirst. She tastes like pure sex—tangy and sweet, her essence mixed with my pre-cum.

"Oh my god, Richard!" she cries, no longer having to stay quiet, her hands flying to my hair, alternately pushing me away and pulling me closer as my tongue works her oversensitive clit. "Too much! Too much!"

I ignore her protests, knowing her body better than she does. My tongue circles her swollen bud relentlessly, dipping occasionally into her entrance to gather more of her nectar. She's writhing beneath me, caught between the overstimulation and building pleasure of another orgasm.

When I'm satisfied that I've cleaned up every drop of her release, I rise up, positioning myself at her entrance again. Her eyes are wild, mascara smeared down her cheeks, hair a tangled mess against the sofa cushions. She's never looked more thoroughly used—or more beautiful.

I slide my still-hard cock back into her, my movements slow and deliberate now, my eyes burning with a cruel, possessive fire as I lean down to whisper in her ear.

"You just promised yourself to him while I was inside you," I growl, each word punctuated by a deep thrust. "You're mine, Angelina. All mine."

She moans in response, her arms wrapping around my neck, pulling me closer as I establish a new rhythm. This isn't the frantic fucking from before—this is slow, dominating, marking her as my territory with each measured thrust.

"Say it," I demand, grabbing her chin and forcing her to look into my eyes. "Tell me who you belong to."

"You," she whispers, her eyes locked with mine. "I belong to you, Richard."

"And who just made you cum while your husband listened?"

"You did," she admits, her pussy clenching around me at the taboo reminder.

"And who's going to stand next to you at that vow renewal, knowing that he's fucked you in every hole in this villa?" I continue, my pace increasing slightly as my own orgasm builds at the base of my spine.

"You are," she moans, her nails digging into my shoulders as she wraps her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper.

I can feel my release approaching, pressure building with each thrust into Angelina's tight heat. But I don't want to finish inside her—not this time. I want to mark her, to leave visible evidence of my claim on her for when she meets Jack for dinner later.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach the edge.

Without waiting for a response, I pull out completely, taking my cock in hand and stroking rapidly. The sight of her beneath me—flushed, well-fucked, her pussy swollen and red from my attention—pushes me over the edge.

With a final grunt of pleasure, I explode—the first thick rope of cum landing across her stomach, the next several painting stripes across her perfect tits. I aim deliberately, decorating her body with my seed, marking every inch of her exposed flesh. By the time I'm spent, her stomach and breasts are thoroughly coated, white streams running down the curves of her body onto the expensive sofa beneath her.

"Look at you," I say, admiring my handiwork as I tuck myself back into my shorts. "How are you going to explain these marks to Jack at dinner?"

She runs her fingers through the mess on her stomach, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "I'll shower," she says simply. "He'll never know."

But we both know that's not true. Even when she's cleaned up and dressed for dinner, sitting across from her husband, she'll feel my cum on her skin, my cock inside her. And when she renews her vows in two days, pledging herself to Jack before their friends and family, she'll be thinking of me—of this moment—of who really owns her.

I lean down and kiss her roughly, tasting myself on her lips. "Clean yourself up," I tell her, already heading toward the door. "And be ready for round two after your dinner. I'm not done with you yet."

I walk out without looking back, confident in the knowledge that she'll do exactly as I say. After all, she might be renewing vows with Jack, but we both know who she really belongs to.

And it isn't him.


Chapter 5

I step out of Angelina's villa into the late afternoon sun, my body still humming with satisfaction from claiming her in her and Jack's private sanctuary. My cock stirs again at the memory of her beneath me, covered in my cum, promising to be ready for round two after her dinner with her pathetic husband. The ocean stretches before me, waves crashing against the shore in a rhythm that matches the pounding blood in my veins. Perfect timing for a swim to wash off the day's conquests before my next prey.

The beach is practically empty this time of day, most guests either napping or getting ready for dinner. Their loss. I strip off my shirt, keeping my swim trunks on, and dive straight into the cool water. The shock of it against my overheated skin feels incredible, the perfect counterpoint to the hot, sweaty sex I've been having all day. First Angelina, then Sydney and her pathetic cuck husband, then back to Angelina again. And it's not even dinnertime.

I swim out past the breaking waves, my powerful arms cutting through the water with practiced ease. Years of football training have given me a strength that most guys my age can only dream about, and I use it now, pushing myself harder, swimming farther out than most would dare. The physical exertion is a different kind of satisfaction than sexual conquest, but just as primal. My muscles burn pleasantly, working out the last traces of tension from my body.

The saltwater washes over me, cleansing the scent of different women from my skin. Sydney's expensive perfume, Angelina's sweet musk—all of it dissolves into the vastness of the ocean. For a moment, suspended between sea and sky, I'm just a body in motion, my cock finally soft after hours of near-constant arousal. But the memories keep playing in my head: Sydney on her knees, her husband watching; Angelina reciting wedding vows with my cock buried inside her.

My eyes roll back into my head when I float on my back, letting the gentle waves rock my body, the ocean cradling me like a woman's embrace. The late afternoon sun warms my face while the cool water supports me, a perfect contrast of sensations that has my nerve endings tingling. I close my eyes, savoring the moment, knowing that tonight will bring even more conquests, more women to claim as mine.

After about forty minutes, I make my way back to shore, my body pleasantly exhausted but already beginning to recover. I shake the water from my hair like a dog, droplets flying in all directions, catching the light like tiny diamonds. My trunks cling to me, outlining my cock in a way that makes a passing woman do a double-take. I smirk, considering for half a second whether to add her to my day's tally, but decide against it. I've got plans tonight that require saving some energy.

I make my way back across the hot sand toward the resort building, water running down my chest and abs in rivulets that draw appreciative glances from women of all ages. Let them look. Let them want. I've already had more pussy today than most men get in a month.

The elevator ride to my floor is brief, and I dig the key card out of my still-damp pocket as I approach my suite. I slide it into the lock and push the door open, only to freeze in my tracks at the sight that greets me.

Lying on my bed, clad only in a sheer, black lace teddy that does little to hide her incredible body, is Beatriz. Her dark, lustrous hair spills across my pillows, her caramel skin glowing in the warm light filtering through the half-drawn curtains. Her long legs are crossed at the ankle, one foot gently swaying to some silent rhythm. A sultry smile plays on her lips as her eyes drink me in, taking in my wet hair, bare chest, and clinging trunks.

"I was getting tired of waiting," she purrs, her voice a low, husky promise that sends a jolt of electricity straight to my cock. That Brazilian accent, turning every syllable into sex. "I hope you saved some energy for me."

My exhaustion evaporates instantly, replaced by a surge of primal lust that hits me like a physical force. I don't say a word, just kick the door shut behind me and stalk toward the bed. The hunt is on again, and this prey has delivered herself right to my doorstep.

I reach her, grabbing her by the ankle and pulling her to the edge of the mattress in one smooth motion. Her surprised gasp turns into a knowing smile as I drop to my knees between her legs, pushing them apart with my broad shoulders. The sheer black lace of her teddy barely covers her pussy, and I can see through it well enough to know she's already wet for me.

"Richard," she breathes, her back arching slightly in anticipation. "I've been thinking about you all day."

I silence her by pressing my mouth against her core, my tongue finding her clit through the delicate fabric. She moans, her hands immediately tangling in my wet hair as I taste her through the lace. The combination of the rough texture against my tongue and her sweet flavor beneath drives me wild. I tease her this way, working her through the fabric until her hips are grinding desperately against my face, seeking more direct contact.

"Por favor," she begs, her native Portuguese slipping out in her arousal. "Please, Richard."

I pull back just enough to look up at her face, her dark eyes heavy-lidded with desire, lips parted as she pants with need. "What do you want, Beatriz?" I ask, my voice rough with arousal.

"Your mouth," she gasps, tugging at my hair. "I want your tongue inside me."

That's all the invitation I need. I hook my fingers into the sides of her teddy and rip the delicate lace apart with a single, brutal motion. The expensive lingerie tears easily, exposing her completely to my hungry gaze. Her pussy is perfectly waxed except for a small, neat strip of dark hair above her clit. Her lips are already swollen with arousal, glistening with her desire.

I dive back in, burying my face between her thighs, my tongue plunging into her soaking wet pussy without preamble. She cries out, her thighs clamping around my head as I eat her out with a ferocity that makes her whole body tremble. I'm relentless, alternating between fucking her with my tongue and sucking on her clit, my hands gripping her hips to keep her in place as she writhes beneath my assault.

"Meu Deus!" she gasps, her accent thicker with each passing moment of pleasure. "Yes, just like that! Don't stop!"

I have no intention of stopping. I curl my tongue inside her, searching for that rough, spongy spot that I know will make her scream. When I find it, I focus all my attention there, using the flat of my tongue to press against it while my thumb circles her clit. Her reaction is immediate and violent—her back arches sharply off the bed, a stream of Portuguese curses falling from her lips as her first orgasm crashes over her.

But I'm just getting started. I slide two fingers inside her still-pulsing pussy, curling them to hit her G-spot while I suck her sensitive clit between my lips. She's so responsive, so uninhibited in her pleasure, that it's like a drug to me. I want more, want to see how many times I can make her come apart before I finally fuck her.

"Richard," she moans, her voice thick with pleasure and need. "You're going to kill me."

I look up at her from between her thighs, my face slick with her juices, and grin wickedly. "We're just getting started, Beatriz. I've got all night to remind you exactly why you couldn't forget me after Brazil."

Her eyes darken with desire at my promise, and she spreads her legs wider in blatant invitation. Challenge accepted.

I rise to my feet, my knees slightly stiff from the hard floor but my cock harder than steel, jutting out proudly from my body. My swim trunks cling to my legs, water still dripping down my thighs. I hook my thumbs into the waistband and push them down, letting them drop to the floor with a wet slap. Beatriz's eyes widen as my cock springs free, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. Even after Brazil, after everything we did on that moonlit beach, she still looks hungry, desperate to be filled by me again.

"Turn over," I command, my voice rough with desire. "Hands and knees."

She complies immediately, rolling onto her stomach and pushing herself up, arching her back to present her perfect ass to me. The torn remnants of her teddy hang off her body in tatters, framing her curves like erotic gift wrapping. Her caramel skin glows in the soft light filtering through the curtains, a slight sheen of sweat making her look like she's been dipped in gold.

"Is this how you want me?" she asks, looking over her shoulder with those dark eyes, challenge and submission perfectly balanced in her gaze.

I answer by grabbing her hips with both hands, my fingers digging into her soft flesh hard enough to leave marks. Good. I want her to have reminders of this tomorrow when she's checking in guests at the reception desk. I want her to feel me with every movement.

"This is how I'm taking you," I correct her, positioning my cock at her entrance. I tease her for a moment, rubbing the head through her slick folds, coating myself in her abundant wetness. She pushes back, trying to force me inside, but I hold her still with an iron grip. "Patience."

"Please," she moans, her accent thickening with need. "Don't tease me, Richard."

I smile at her desperation, enjoying the power I hold over this beautiful woman. Then, without warning, I slam my cock into her in one brutal, deep stroke that buries me to the hilt. The sensation is overwhelming—her tight heat enveloping me completely, her walls gripping me like she never wants to let go.

Beatriz cries out, a mix of pain and pleasure that sends a thrill down my spine. I don't give her time to adjust, immediately setting a punishing pace, my balls slapping against her clit with every powerful thrust. I'm using her, making her my property, claiming her body with a primal ferocity that turns her moans into desperate, pleading sounds.

"Fuck! Richard... so big," she gasps, her fingers clawing at the sheets as I pound into her. Her pussy grips me like a vise, wet and hot and perfect around my cock. Each thrust pushes her forward, her breasts swaying beneath her with the force of my movements.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Beatriz's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles beneath me, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the room, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

I grab a handful of her dark, lustrous hair, wrapping it around my fist and pulling back sharply, forcing her to arch her spine and take me even deeper. She cries out in Portuguese, a stream of filthy curses that I don't need to understand to appreciate. The foreign syllables roll off her tongue between gasps and moans, a desperate, sexy soundtrack to my domination.

"You like that?" I growl, giving her hair another tug while driving my cock into her with enough force to make the headboard slam against the wall. "You like being fucked like the slut you are?"

"Yes!" she hisses, pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I give her what she wants, driving into her with renewed vigor, my free hand coming down to deliver a stinging slap to her ass. The flesh jiggles and reddens under my palm, a perfect handprint appearing on her skin. I do it again, and again, until both cheeks are bright red and she's sobbing with pleasure.

"Tell me who you belong to," I demand, yanking her hair again, my pace never faltering. "Tell me who owns this pussy."

"You do," she gasps, her voice breaking as I hit a spot deep inside her that makes her entire body shake. "You own me, Richard. All of me."

The admission sends a surge of power through me, feeding my ego and my lust in equal measure. I release her hair to grab both her hips, using the leverage to drive even deeper into her willing body. The angle changes, allowing me to hit her G-spot with each thrust, and I can feel her starting to tighten around me, her orgasm approaching.

"That's right," I snarl, increasing my pace. "And don't you fucking forget it."

I feel my own orgasm building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine with each thrust into Beatriz's tight heat. But I'm not ready to finish inside her—not this time. I want to mark her, to leave visible evidence of my claim on her perfect body.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach the edge.

With a final grunt of pleasure, I pull out completely, taking my cock in hand and stroking rapidly. Beatriz whimpers at the sudden emptiness, looking back over her shoulder with desperate eyes. But her disappointment turns to arousal as she watches me stroke myself, understanding what's coming.

"Yes," she breathes, arching her back further, presenting herself to me. "Mark me, Richard. Make me yours."

I explode with a guttural groan, the first thick rope of cum landing across her lower back, the next several painting stripes across her perfect ass and spine. I aim deliberately, decorating her body with my seed, marking every inch of her exposed flesh. By the time I'm spent, her back and ass are thoroughly coated, white streaks stark against her caramel skin.

I admire my handiwork for a moment, my cock still twitching in my hand. Beatriz remains in position, her body trembling slightly from exertion and unfulfilled need. She hasn't cum yet, I realize, but find I don't particularly care. There's something satisfying about leaving her wanting more.

"Consider that your autograph," I smirk, giving her ass one final slap that makes her cum-covered skin jiggle enticingly. The white streaks of my seed are already starting to run down the curve of her spine, some dripping onto the expensive hotel sheets below.

She collapses onto her stomach, rolling to her side to look up at me with those dark, expressive eyes. There's no anger in them for my selfishness, only a smoldering desire that tells me she's far from done with me.

"You're so arrogant," she says, but her tone is appreciative rather than accusatory. She trails a finger through the mess on her skin, bringing it to her lips and sucking it clean with deliberate slowness, her eyes never leaving mine.

My cock twitches at the sight, already beginning to harden again despite having cum twice in the past hour. Being eighteen has its advantages, and my recovery time is definitely one of them.

"And you're hungry for cock," I counter, watching as she continues to taste my cum from her fingers. "But I'm going to need a minute before round two. Why don't you clean yourself up?"

She smiles, a predatory expression that reminds me why I was so drawn to her in Brazil. Unlike the desperate, submissive Sydney or the secretly cheating Angelina, Beatriz is a woman who knows exactly what she wants and takes it without apology. She might let me dominate her body, but there's a power in her surrender that's uniquely hers.

"I have a better idea," she purrs, sitting up despite the mess on her back. "Why don't you join me in the shower? I want to taste you properly this time."

I consider her offer, my cock already half-hard again at the thought of her perfect lips wrapped around it, hot water cascading over both of us. Beatriz naked and wet, on her knees before me.

Yeah. I've definitely got enough energy left for that.


Chapter 6

The day of Angelina's vow renewal with Jack finally arrives, and I'm buzzing with anticipation. After a morning spent pretending to work out with her pathetic husband in the hotel gym—watching him struggle through basic sets while I deliberately showed off my superior strength—I receive a text message directing me to Angelina's private preparation suite. My cock hardens instantly at the thought of what she has planned. I make my excuses to Jack about needing to "set up some equipment" for Angelina's final pre-ceremony workout and head straight for her room, already imagining how I'll defile his wife before she recommits to their sham of a marriage.

The hallway leading to her suite is decorated with white roses and ribbons, a trail of purity leading to a woman I've thoroughly corrupted. I smirk at the irony, remembering how just two days ago she was reciting wedding vows to Jack with my cock buried deep inside her. Today will be even better.

I don't bother knocking—why should I? This pussy belongs to me now. The door opens silently into a spacious suite that's been transformed into a bridal preparation room. A makeup station is set up near the window, various cosmetics and brushes arranged neatly on its surface. Champagne chills in an ice bucket, two flutes standing ready beside it. The air smells of expensive perfume and fresh flowers, a sickeningly sweet combination that only heightens the perversity of what we're about to do.

And then I see her, and my breath catches in my throat.

Angelina stands before a full-length mirror, her back to me, studying her reflection with a critical eye. She's wearing her wedding dress—or rather, her vow renewal dress—a vision in white silk and lace that hugs her curves before flowing out below her hips in a gentle cascade to the floor. The back dips low, revealing the smooth expanse of her skin, a tantalizing glimpse of what lies beneath. Her blonde hair is swept up in an elegant updo, a few strategic tendrils left loose to frame her face. Small pearl pins catch the light as she turns her head slightly, noticing my presence in the reflection.

"Right on time," she says, her voice a husky whisper that sends blood rushing to my cock. She turns to face me, and the front of the dress is even more breathtaking than the back—a deep V-neckline that showcases the swell of her perfect breasts, delicate lace appliqués creating the illusion of modesty while actually drawing attention to what they're meant to conceal.

"Holy fuck," I breathe, taking her in from head to toe. The contrast between her bridal purity and what I know lies beneath that pristine exterior—the dirty, cheating slut who begs for my cock while her husband sleeps in the next room—has me instantly rock hard. "You look..."

"Beautiful?" she suggests with a knowing smile, her eyes dropping to the obvious bulge in my pants. "Pure? Virginal?"

I cross the room to her in four long strides, standing so close I can feel the heat radiating from her body. "Like something I need to defile," I growl, my hand reaching up to cup her cheek. "Like the perfect hypocrite."

She leans into my touch, her eyes darkening with desire. "It's time," she says, her voice barely audible. "One last... workout... before I become his wife again."

I don't need to be told twice. The thought of fucking her in that wedding dress, of sending her down the aisle to her husband with my cum dripping out of her, is too perfect to resist. I walk a slow circle around her, admiring how the dress hugs every curve, imagining how it will look bunched around her waist while I pound into her from behind.

"Did you wear something special underneath for me?" I ask, trailing my fingers down her bare back, feeling her shiver at my touch.

"Why don't you find out?" she challenges, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror with a wicked gleam.

I step in close behind her, my chest pressing against her back, my erection nestled against the curve of her ass through the layers of silk and lace. My hands slide around her waist, squeezing possessively.

"Do you have any idea how fucking hot this is?" I murmur against her ear, nipping at the lobe. "You in this dress, about to go renew your vows with your husband, while I bend you over and remind you who you really belong to?"

"Show me," she breathes, pushing back against my hardness. "Make me yours before I have to be his again."

The words ignite something primal in me, a possessive fury that demands I mark her, claim her, ruin her for any other man. I spin her around to face me, capturing her mouth in a bruising kiss that has her whimpering against my lips. My tongue invades her mouth, claiming her completely as my hands roam over the expensive fabric of her dress, feeling the warm body beneath.

When I pull back, her lipstick is smeared, her chest heaving with rapid breaths that make her breasts strain against the delicate lace bodice. I turn her back around to face the mirror, my eyes meeting hers in the reflection. What I see there is pure submission, pure need—a woman willing to desecrate the most sacred symbols of her marriage for the pleasure only I can give her.

"Watch," I command, holding her gaze in the mirror as my hands slide down to her hips. "I want you to see exactly what you are."

I turn her around, away from the mirror, and bend her forward over the vanity table, scattering makeup brushes and perfume bottles with a sweep of my arm. She gasps but doesn't protest, her hands bracing against the polished surface as I position her exactly how I want her.

Slowly, deliberately, I gather the flowing material of her wedding dress, pushing it up inch by inch to reveal her legs. First her delicate ankles, then shapely calves, then the tantalizing curve of her thighs. Higher and higher I push the fabric until it's bunched around her waist, exposing what lies beneath.

"Fuck," I growl, my cock throbbing at the sight.

She's wearing nothing underneath. Her perfect ass is bare, exposed to my hungry gaze, her pussy already visibly wet with anticipation. The contrast is deliciously obscene—the pristine white wedding dress pushed up to reveal her naked lower half, ready and waiting for my cock.

"You dirty fucking slut," I say with admiration, running my hand over the curve of her ass. "You were planning this all along."

"From the moment Jack proposed renewing our vows," she admits, looking back at me over her shoulder with a wicked smile. "I knew I wanted you to fuck me in my wedding dress."

I hold her gaze as I unbuckle my belt, the metallic sound of it coming loose making her pupils dilate with anticipation. The zipper of my pants follows, and then I'm freeing my cock, already rock hard and ready to claim what's mine.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, positioning myself behind her. "Show me how badly you want this."

She complies immediately, widening her stance, the movement causing her dress to rustle softly around her. In the mirror across the room, I can see her face, flushed with desire, eyes heavy-lidded as she watches me prepare to take her. The sight of her bent over the vanity, wedding dress hiked up around her waist, waiting for my cock, is the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"Please," she whispers, pushing her hips back toward me. "I need you inside me."

I grasp my cock, guiding it to her entrance, rubbing the head through her slick folds to coat myself in her abundant wetness. The heat radiating from her core is intoxicating, drawing me in with a siren's call I couldn't resist even if I wanted to.

And I definitely don't want to.

I sink my cock into her from behind in one smooth, powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt inside her willing body. The sensation is exquisite—hot, tight, and so fucking wet it's like she's been thinking about this moment all morning. My eyes lock onto our reflection in the mirror, drinking in the obscene contrast of my fully clothed body pressed against her bridal white, my hands gripping the expensive fabric of her wedding dress where it's bunched around her waist. Angelina's face is a portrait of ecstasy, her mouth open in a silent gasp, eyes half-lidded with pleasure as I fill her completely.

"Fuck," I groan, holding still for a moment to savor the feeling of her pussy gripping my cock like a vise. "You're so fucking tight."

She responds by pushing back against me, trying to take me even deeper. "Don't tease me," she breathes, her voice strained with need. "I've been waiting for this all day."

I start slow, savoring the moment, my hands gripping her waist, the fabric of her wedding dress bunched in my fists. Each thrust is deliberate, measured, making her feel every inch as I withdraw almost completely before sliding back in to the hilt. The vanity creaks beneath us, her perfume bottles and makeup brushes rattling with each movement.

"Look at us," I command, nodding toward the mirror across the room that reflects our entire tableau. "Look at what you are."

Angelina raises her head, her eyes meeting mine in the reflection. The image is pornographic in its contradictions—her in full bridal regalia, hair perfectly styled, makeup flawless, the embodiment of matrimonial purity, bent over with her dress hiked up around her waist, my cock disappearing inside her with each thrust. The symbolism isn't lost on either of us.

"You're going to walk down that aisle with my cum dripping out of you," I growl, picking up the pace, my thrusts becoming harder, more punishing. "You're going to stand next to Jack, renewing your vows, while your pussy is still stretched from my cock."

"Yes," she moans, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment before I grab her hair, forcing her to keep watching our reflection.

"Eyes open," I demand. "I want you to see exactly what kind of bride you are."

The humiliation colors her cheeks but only makes her wetter around my shaft, her pussy clenching in rhythmic pulses that tell me she's getting off on the degradation as much as the physical pleasure. I'm fucking her with a wild, possessive fury, claiming her as mine forever, marking her in ways that no vow renewal could ever erase.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath and moans my name, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her hips tightly, my fingers wrapping around the soft flesh with surprising strength as I drive deeper, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's body works its magic around me, clenching and pulsing in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" I whisper, leaning forward to speak directly into her ear, my chest pressing against her back, crushing the delicate beading of her dress between us.

"Hell, yes," she groans, her hips bucking involuntarily back against mine. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," I purr, my eyes locked onto hers in the mirror, "I'm just getting started."

As my cock continues to work its magic inside her, stretching and filling her completely, my mind races with possessive thoughts. My hands can't help but explore Angelina's irresistible body, as they find their way to the front of her dress, groping roughly through the expensive fabric to find her breasts. I squeeze them hard, feeling the nipples harden beneath my palms. Our eyes remain locked in the mirror as I pound into her, the visual connection adding another layer to her building pleasure.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between moans, her voice sultry and seductive even in her desperation.

"You're so fucking hot," I growl against her ear, my desire for her only growing stronger. Squeezing and kneading her tits through her wedding dress, I feel like I'm losing control—but in the best possible way. This is power, having this married woman bent over in her wedding dress, taking my cock while her husband waits somewhere in the resort, oblivious.

"Please, Richard. Make me yours," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust as her hands grip the edges of the vanity, knuckles turning white with the effort of supporting herself against my increasingly forceful thrusts.

I increase the pressure of my cock, angling my hips to hit that spot deep inside her that makes her whole body tremble. Her pussy responds immediately, gripping me tighter as I establish a rhythm designed to drive her wild. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the bridal suite, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans and the rustle of expensive fabric.

Angelina's body rocks back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand snakes around to find her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out sharply, her walls gripping my cock tighter.

"Oh god, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hip growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and power.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The wet, obscene noises of our coupling fill the room, a symphony of depravity against the backdrop of wedding preparations.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint visible against her pale skin. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her body strains against the confines of her wedding dress, the delicate fabric threatening to tear under the pressure of our violent coupling.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her voice breaks with desperate desire, her body trembling on the edge of release. The raw need in her voice pushes me closer to my own edge, but I hold back, determined to make her come undone first.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The vanity grinds against the floor, perfume bottles toppling over, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

I can tell she's close, her breathing becoming erratic, her moans turning into sharp, desperate cries. Her pussy grips me like a vise, fluttering around my cock in the telltale rhythm of approaching orgasm. I double down on my efforts, maintaining the angle that hits her G-spot with every thrust while my fingers work her clit with precise pressure.

"Cum for me," I order, my voice rough with exertion and dominance. "Cum all over my cock like the whore you are."

My words push her over the edge. Her entire body goes rigid, then starts convulsing around me. She throws her head back, a primal scream tearing from her throat as the orgasm rips through her body. Her pussy contracts violently around my cock, squeezing me in rhythmic pulses that nearly push me over the edge too. I grit my teeth, fighting back my own release, determined to save it for the perfect moment that's yet to come.

"Richard! Oh fuck! Yes!" she wails, her body shaking uncontrollably beneath me. I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging the waves of pleasure that wash over her until she's gasping for breath, her legs trembling so badly I have to hold her up to keep her from collapsing.

Even as her climax begins to subside, I don't slow down. If anything, I increase my pace, my cock driving into her oversensitive pussy with ruthless determination. She whimpers with each thrust now, her body caught in the delicious space between pleasure and pain.

"We're not done yet," I tell her, my voice low and dangerous in her ear.

I continue pounding into Angelina's oversensitive pussy, each thrust making her whimper and shake beneath me. The vanity is vibrating with the force of our coupling, her collection of expensive perfume bottles rattling precariously, some already toppled over and rolling across the polished surface. Her body is pliant in my hands, still trembling from the aftershocks of her powerful orgasm, but I have no intention of showing mercy. She's mine to use, mine to mark, and the ceremony waiting for her only makes this moment sweeter.

"Too much," she gasps, her voice breaking as I hit a particularly sensitive spot deep inside her. Her pussy clenches involuntarily around my cock, still hypersensitive from her orgasm. "Richard, I can't—"

I cut her off with a particularly deep thrust that makes her words dissolve into a desperate moan. "You can and you will," I growl, tightening my grip on her waist, bunching more of the pristine white fabric in my fists. "I'm not done with you yet."

The vanity shakes so violently now that her remaining perfume bottles dance across the surface, clinking together like wind chimes. One tips over, spilling expensive scent that immediately fills the air with its heady aroma, mixing with the raw smell of sex that permeates the bridal suite. The mirror above the vanity reflects our obscene tableau in perfect detail—her wedding dress hiked up around her waist, her flushed face contorted with pleasure-pain, my cock disappearing inside her with each brutal thrust.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Angelina's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her hands grip the edges of the vanity, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the room, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her earlier protests forgotten as new pleasure builds, overtaking the sensitivity. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the bridal suite, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the vanity, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hips growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I feel my own orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with each thrust into Angelina's tight heat. My balls tighten, preparing to empty themselves inside her married pussy. The thought of her walking down the aisle, standing next to Jack, with my cum seeping into the delicate lace of her wedding dress pushes me closer to the edge.

"I'm getting close," I warn her, my voice rough with exertion and impending release. "Going to fill this pussy up before you go back to your husband."

"Yes," she moans, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Fill me up, Richard. Mark me as yours."

The vanity is shaking so violently now that several perfume bottles crash to the floor, shattering on the marble tiles, releasing clouds of expensive scent that swirl around us like invisible smoke. The rhythmic banging of the furniture against the wall sounds like someone knocking, a steady percussion to accompany our frenzied coupling.

Then I hear it—not the vanity, but an actual knock at the door.

"Mrs. Pitt?" calls a female voice from the hallway. The wedding coordinator, no doubt. "Are you ready? It's time to begin the ceremony. Everyone's waiting."

My eyes lock with Angelina's in the mirror, a moment of shock passing between us before it transforms into something else entirely—excitement, danger, the ultimate transgression. Without slowing my pace, I watch her face as she struggles to compose herself enough to respond.

"Just... just a few more minutes," she calls back, her voice admirably steady despite the fact that my cock is still pounding relentlessly inside her. "Final touches!"

"Of course," comes the reply. "But please hurry. Your husband is already at the altar."

The mention of Jack waiting at the altar, completely unaware that his wife is currently being railed by a teenager in her bridal suite, sends a surge of dark triumph through me. This is it—the perfect moment, the ultimate act of dominance and disrespect.

"I'm going to cum inside you right now," I growl into her ear, my pace becoming frantic, my grip on her hips bruising. "Going to pump you full while your husband waits to renew his vows with you."

"Do it," she hisses, her eyes wild with excitement in the mirror. "Fuck me, Richard. Fill me up. Make me yours."

In a moment of pure, glorious transgression, I bury myself to the hilt and groan, pumping her married pussy full of my hot, thick cum right there in her wedding dress. The sensation is overwhelming—her walls gripping me like a vise, milking every drop from my pulsing cock as I empty myself inside her. Each spurt feels more intense than the last, my entire body rigid with pleasure as I mark her from the inside in the most primal way possible.

"Fuck!" I growl, loud enough that the coordinator might hear, not caring in the slightest. "Taking what's mine."

Angelina whimpers beneath me, her pussy contracting around my cock in rhythmic pulses that wring every last drop of cum from me. When I'm finally spent, I remain buried within her for a moment longer, savoring the way her body grips me, the heat of our combined fluids creating a seal that ensures my seed stays deep inside her.

Only then do I slowly withdraw, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her swollen pussy, a thick white stream that runs down her inner thigh. The contrast against her pale skin is stark and obscene—visual proof of my ownership, my conquest on her wedding day.

She straightens up slowly, her legs shaky beneath her, a dazed expression on her face that quickly transforms into a serene, wicked smile. Without a word, she reaches for a tissue from the vanity, dabbing delicately at the cum trickling down her thigh, careful not to let it stain the pristine white of her dress.

"How do I look?" she asks, smoothing down the expensive fabric, adjusting the bodice where my rough hands had disturbed it.

I step back to admire her, this vision in white who's just been thoroughly defiled. Her makeup is slightly smudged, a faint flush still coloring her cheeks, but otherwise, she looks exactly like what she's pretending to be—a devoted wife about to recommit to her marriage.

"Like the perfect hypocrite," I answer with a smirk. "Beautiful on the outside, my cum dripping inside you."

She laughs softly, the sound filled with dark satisfaction as she turns to the mirror for one final check. Her hands move efficiently, tucking stray hairs back into place, reapplying lipstick where my kisses had smeared it.

"Mrs. Pitt?" comes the coordinator's voice again, more insistent this time. "We really must start now."

"Coming!" Angelina calls back, the double entendre making both of us smirk.

She moves toward the door with practiced grace, not a hint in her walk of what we've just done. Only I know that with each step, my cum is sliding deeper inside her, some of it already starting to seep into the delicate lace of her underwear.

At the door, she pauses, looking back at me over her shoulder with a gaze so filled with wicked promise that my cock twitches despite having just emptied itself inside her.

"See you at the altar," she whispers. "Try not to smile too much when Jack kisses his bride."

And then she's gone, floating down the hallway in a cloud of white silk and lace, the picture of bridal purity. I follow at a distance, adjusting my clothes, already planning how I'll fuck her again at the reception, perhaps in a bathroom stall while guests dance just outside the door.

Because that's who I am. That's what I do. And in this resort, just like back home, I take what I want—especially when it belongs to someone else.
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