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Chapter 1

My hips slam against Angelina's ass with each thrust, her body bent over the hood of her Mercedes. The garage is filled with the wet slapping sound of our bodies and her muffled moans. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back as I drive my cock deeper into her pussy from behind. The metal of the car hood creaks with our movement, but I don't care if anyone hears. There's nothing better than fucking the hottest MILF in the neighborhood—especially when she's married to someone else.

"You like that, don't you, you fucking slut?" I growl into her ear, my breath hot against her neck.

"Yes! Fuck me harder!" she gasps, her voice breaking with each thrust.

The fact that I'm only eighteen and she's pushing forty makes it even hotter. Star quarterback fucks the neighbor's trophy MILF wife—it's like a porno come to life. And she can't get enough of my young cock. Ever since that day she caught me checking her out while working out in the backyard, she's been insatiable. Her husband Jack doesn't have a clue what's happening right under his nose.

I pull out almost completely before slamming back into her, making her whole body jerk forward against the cool metal hood. Her pussy grips me tight, so wet and ready for me. The afternoon sun filters through the garage windows, illuminating beads of sweat on her perfect skin. For a woman her age, her body is incredible—firm tits, tight ass, flat stomach. No one would believe she's forty.

"Look at you, taking a teenager's cock while your husband's at work," I taunt, giving her ass a hard slap that echoes through the garage. A red handprint forms immediately on her pale skin. "What would people say if they knew the prissy Mrs. Pitt loves getting fucked by the neighbor boy?"

"I don't care," she moans, pushing her ass back against me. "Just don't stop!"

I tighten my grip in her hair, pulling harder until her back arches at an impossible angle. With my free hand, I reach around to grab one of her tits, squeezing it roughly through the thin fabric of her opened blouse. Her nipple is hard against my palm.

"You're just a fucking whore, aren't you?" I hiss, increasing my pace. My balls slap against her with each thrust, creating a rhythm that drives us both wild. "Say it."

"I'm a whore," she gasps, her eyes closed in ecstasy. "I'm your fucking whore, Richard!"

Hearing my name on her lips like that sends a jolt of electricity through my body. I lean down, still pumping into her, and grab her chin, turning her face toward mine. I spit directly into her open mouth, watching as she eagerly accepts it, swallowing and moaning for more.

"That's it, take it all," I command, spitting again. "Nasty fucking MILF. Your husband has no idea what a dirty slut you really are."

She moans louder, her pussy clenching around my cock. The sensation nearly makes me cum, but I hold back. I'm not ready to finish yet. I want to make this last, want to see how much she can take.

"Please, Richard," she begs, her voice desperate. "Harder!"

I oblige, pounding into her with all the strength in my eighteen-year-old body. The car rocks beneath us, and I wonder if it might set off the alarm. The thought of being caught only makes me harder. What would the neighbors think if they saw their star quarterback balls-deep in Mrs. Pitt?

"You love this young cock, don't you?" I growl, slapping her ass again, harder this time. "Answer me!"

"Yes! God, yes!" she cries out. "I love your cock! It's so big, so much bigger than Jack's!"

I chuckle darkly, leaning down to bite her earlobe. "Of course it is. That's why you keep coming back for more."

Her breathing becomes more erratic, her moans higher pitched. I know she's close. I can feel her pussy pulsing around me, getting wetter with each thrust. I spit in her mouth again, and this time she moans so loudly I have to clamp my hand over her lips.

"Shut up, you'll get us caught," I hiss, but the danger only makes it more intense. My hand slides down to her clit, finding it swollen and slick. I rub it in tight circles as I continue to thrust, and her whole body starts to shake.

"I'm gonna cum," she whimpers against my hand. "Richard, I'm gonna cum!"

"Do it," I command. "Cum on my cock like the dirty whore you are."

That pushes her over the edge. Her pussy clamps down around me like a vice, her whole body tensing as the orgasm crashes through her. She tries to scream but it's muffled by my hand. Her back arches impossibly further, and I can feel the wetness gushing around my cock.

The sight of her completely lost in pleasure, coupled with the tight grip of her pussy, is too much for me. I feel my own orgasm building, that familiar tightening in my balls.

"I'm gonna fill you up," I grunt, my hips moving in a frenzy. "Take my fucking cum."

"Yes!" she moans. "Cum inside me!"

With one final thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her pussy. I groan through gritted teeth, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. The world goes white for a moment as pleasure courses through my entire body.

We stay like that for a moment, both panting, my cock still pulsing inside her as the last drops of cum leak out. Slowly, I pull out, watching as a mixture of our fluids drips down her thigh. It's a sight that makes my spent cock twitch with interest again.

Angelina stands up shakily, fixing her blouse and smoothing down her skirt. Her hair is a mess from my rough handling, her makeup smudged. She looks thoroughly fucked, and the knowledge that I did that to her fills me with pride.

"God, that was amazing," she says, her voice still breathless. She reaches down to touch herself, collecting some of my cum on her fingers before bringing them to her mouth and sucking them clean. "You keep getting better at this."

I smirk, tucking my cock back into my jeans. "Practice makes perfect."

She laughs, a throaty sound that promises more to come. She steps closer, pressing her body against mine, her lips brushing my ear.

"Meet me at the Belleview Resort this Friday," she whispers. "Jack and I will be there for the weekend, but he has some business meetings." Her hand snakes down to cup my crotch. "I want you to fuck me in our suite while he's away. The thought of it makes me so wet."

My cock stirs again at her words. "What if he catches us?"

She smiles wickedly, squeezing me through my jeans. "That's part of the thrill, isn't it? Besides, he's so oblivious he probably wouldn't even notice if we fucked right in front of him."

The idea sends a jolt of excitement through me. "I'll be there."

"Good boy," she purrs, giving me one last squeeze before stepping back. "Now go, before someone sees your car."

I steal one more look at her—flushed, disheveled, marked by my hands—before slipping out of the garage. Friday can't come soon enough.


Chapter 2

I pull up to the Belleview Resort in my beat-up Camaro, feeling seriously out of place among the Benzes and Beamers. The valet gives me a skeptical look before taking my keys. The lobby is all marble and crystal, reeking of old money and privilege. I adjust my duffel bag on my shoulder and head for the front desk, heart pounding with anticipation of the weekend ahead. Then I see them—Angelina and Jack, standing right by the concierge desk. Fuck. I wasn't supposed to run into them together like this. Angelina locks eyes with me, and I can see the momentary panic before she puts on her act.

"Richard?" Angelina's voice rises with fake surprise. She's wearing a tight white dress that hugs every curve of her body, showing just enough cleavage to make my mouth water. "What on earth are you doing here?"

Jack turns around, his eyes magnified behind those thick glasses of his. He looks like a confused owl as he squints at me, then breaks into a friendly smile. He has no fucking idea I've been balls-deep in his wife multiple times a week for the past week.

"Well, well! Isn't this a funny coincidence?" Jack says, extending his hand to me. I shake it, fighting the urge to smirk. This hand has been wrapped around his wife's throat while I fucked her on their kitchen counter. "Running into my wife's personal trainer at a resort like this!"

I glance at Angelina, who gives me a subtle wink. So that's the cover story she's been feeding him. Personal trainer. Not bad.

"Yeah, total coincidence," I say, scratching the back of my neck. "I, uh, won a weekend stay here. Football team raffle."

"How wonderful!" Jack claps me on the shoulder. "Star quarterback deserves some luxury, eh? Angelina tells me you've been working her very hard." He chuckles at his own words, oblivious to the double entendre.

Angelina steps closer to me, her perfume invading my senses. "Richard has been incredible," she purrs, her eyes locked with mine. "He really knows how to push me to my limits."

I swallow hard, feeling my cock stir in my jeans. She's playing with fire right in front of her husband, and it's turning me on more than I care to admit.

"Just doing my job, Mrs. Pitt," I say with a straight face.

Jack adjusts his glasses. "We're here for the weekend too. I have some business meetings, but Angelina will be mostly free." He looks at his wife. "Maybe you two can continue your... what do you call them? Sessions?"

"That's a wonderful idea, honey," Angelina says, touching her husband's arm while giving me a look that promises filthy things. "Richard keeps me in such good shape."

The receptionist calls me over to check in. As I'm getting my room key, I hear Angelina's voice behind me, speaking to the staff.

"Excuse me, but is it possible to put Mr. Long in a room near ours? He's my fitness trainer, and we often do early morning sessions." Her voice is sweet and professional. "It would be so much more convenient."

The receptionist taps at her computer. "We can place him in room 412, which is directly adjacent to your suite, Mrs. Pitt."

"Perfect," Angelina says with a smile that doesn't show her true intentions.

Jack nods approvingly. "That's smart thinking, dear. Makes those morning workouts easier to schedule."

If he only knew what kind of "workouts" his wife had in mind. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing.

"That works for me," I say, taking my key card. "I'm always happy to accommodate Mrs. Pitt's... training needs."

We ride the elevator together, an excruciating experience as Angelina stands beside me, occasionally letting her hand brush against mine. Jack rambles on about the resort amenities, completely unaware of the electric tension between his wife and me.

"Well, this is us," Jack says when we reach the fourth floor. He points to their suite, 414, and then to my room, 412. "Just a knock away if Angelina needs her... what do you call it? That special stretching routine?"

"Dynamic flexibility training," Angelina supplies smoothly, giving me a heated look. "Richard has shown me positions I never thought possible."

I cough to cover my reaction. "It's all about pushing the body's natural limits, Mr. Pitt."

"Fascinating," Jack says, looking genuinely interested. "Well, I've got to make some calls. Dinner later, dear?"

"Of course, honey," Angelina says, kissing his cheek. "I might rest a bit first. The drive was exhausting."

As Jack disappears into their suite, Angelina lingers in the hallway with me. She glances around quickly to make sure we're alone.

"I can't believe you're really here," she whispers, her eyes dark with desire. "The things I'm going to let you do to me this weekend..." She leans in, her lips almost touching my ear. "Be ready. I'll text you."

With that, she follows her husband into their suite, leaving me standing in the hallway with a hard-on straining against my jeans. I unlock my room and step inside, tossing my duffel bag onto the king-size bed. The room is luxurious—way nicer than anything I could afford on my own. A large window overlooks the resort's sprawling grounds, with the ocean visible in the distance.

I kick off my shoes and lie back on the bed, thinking about Angelina in that tight white dress, and how I'm going to peel it off her later. Just as I'm considering taking matters into my own hands to relieve some tension, my phone buzzes with a text.

It's from Angelina. I open it and nearly drop my phone. She's sent a picture of herself, topless in what must be their bathroom, her large breasts on full display. Her nipples are hard, and she's biting her lower lip in that way that drives me crazy. The text beneath it reads:

"My pussy is already wet thinking about you ruining me this weekend. Jack will be right in the next room while you fuck me senseless. I need your big cock inside me so bad. Get ready."

My cock is instantly rock hard. I stare at the picture, taking in every inch of her perfect body. The knowledge that her oblivious husband is just a thin wall away while she's sending me nudes makes everything more intense. The danger, the secrecy, the raw lust—it's a fucking rush like nothing else.

I text back: "I'm going to make you scream so loud he'll hear you cumming on my cock."

Her response comes seconds later: "Promise? 😈"

I grin at my phone, already imagining all the ways I'm going to take her this weekend. Poor Jack has no fucking clue what's coming—or rather, who his wife will be coming for.


Chapter 3

I'm sprawled on the king-size bed, flipping through channels on the massive TV when my phone buzzes against the nightstand. Angelina's name flashes on the screen, sending a jolt straight to my cock. The message is simple: "Jack's at his meeting. Room 414. Door's unlocked. Come now."

I'm off the bed in seconds, adjusting my already hardening dick in my shorts. The thought of her waiting for me, probably naked and wet, has me moving like I'm rushing the end zone in the final seconds of a championship game.

I check myself in the mirror—running a hand through my hair, making sure there's nothing in my teeth. Silly, maybe, but I want to look good for my MILF. I step out into the hallway, glancing both ways to make sure Jack isn't lurking around. The coast is clear. Three quick strides and I'm at her door, my heart pounding in my chest. I try the handle. It turns easily, just like she promised.

The suite is massive compared to my room—a spacious living area with plush furniture and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean. But I'm not here for the view. At least, not that one.

"Angelina?" I call out softly, closing the door behind me.

"In here," her sultry voice responds from the bedroom.

I follow the sound, pushing open the partially closed door, and my breath catches in my throat. Angelina is sprawled across the king-sized bed, wearing nothing but a white hotel bathrobe that's hanging open, exposing every inch of her incredible body. Her blonde hair is spread across the pillow, her lips painted a deep red. Her tits rise and fall with each breath, nipples hard and begging for attention. Between her slightly parted legs, I can see she's completely bare, her pussy glistening with arousal.

"Took you long enough," she purrs, running a hand down her body. "I've been waiting."

"Fuck," is all I can manage as I stand there, drinking in the sight of her. My cock is already straining against my shorts, forming a visible tent.

She licks her lips, her eyes locked on my crotch. "Is that for me?"

I move closer to the bed, my confidence returning. "You know it is. Been thinking about this since I got your text."

"Then why don't you let me see it?" She sits up slightly, the movement causing the robe to fall further open. "I want to taste you."

I don't need to be told twice. I pull my shirt over my head, tossing it aside. Her eyes roam hungrily over my muscular chest and abs—the result of years of football training. I unbutton my shorts, letting them drop to the floor along with my boxers. My cock springs free, fully hard and pointing straight at her.

"God, I love your young cock," she moans, getting onto her hands and knees and crawling toward the edge of the bed. "So big and hard. Always ready for me."

She reaches out, wrapping her delicate fingers around my shaft. The contrast of her red nails against my flesh sends a shiver down my spine. She strokes me slowly, from base to tip, her touch teasing yet firm.

"You like when I touch you like this?" she asks, her voice dripping with desire.

"Fuck yeah," I groan, my hips involuntarily pushing forward into her hand.

She leans forward, her lips just inches from my cock. I can feel her hot breath against my sensitive skin. "Tell me what you want."

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, guiding her face closer to my throbbing member. "I want you to suck my cock. Deep and sloppy, just how I like it."

Her eyes darken with lust as she opens her mouth, her tongue darting out to lick the pre-cum from my tip. "Whatever you want, quarterback."

Without warning, she takes me into her mouth, enveloping half my length in one go. The wet heat of her mouth is incredible, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she begins to bob her head. She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through my body.

I keep my hand tangled in her hair, controlling her movements. "That's it, take it deeper."

She responds by relaxing her throat, allowing me to push further into her mouth until I feel the back of her throat. Her eyes water slightly, but she doesn't pull back. Instead, she looks up at me, maintaining eye contact as she deep-throats my cock.

"Fuck, you're such a good cocksucker," I growl, starting to thrust into her mouth. "Such a perfect fucking mouth."

Saliva begins to drip from the corners of her lips as I face-fuck her, creating the wet, sloppy sounds that turn me on so much. She reaches up with one hand, cupping and massaging my balls as she continues to work my shaft with her mouth.

"That's it, you fucking slut," I hiss, pushing deeper. "Take it all."

She gags slightly but doesn't stop, her enthusiasm only increasing. She pulls back just enough to catch her breath, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. Her hand takes over, stroking me firmly while she catches her breath.

"You like it when I choke on your big cock?" she asks, her voice raspy from the throat-fucking.

"Fuck yes," I groan. "Love seeing those pretty lips stretched around my dick."

She smiles wickedly before diving back down, taking me deep again. This time, she uses both her mouth and hand in tandem, creating an incredible sensation. Her hand twists as it follows her mouth, her saliva making everything slick and wet.

"You're going to make me cum if you keep that up," I warn, my cock twitching in her mouth.

She pulls off with a pop, looking up at me with lust-filled eyes. "Not yet. I want to taste every inch of you first."

She begins to lick up and down my shaft, paying special attention to the sensitive underside. Her tongue traces the veins, her hand still stroking me steadily. She moves lower, taking each of my balls into her mouth, sucking gently while her hand works my cock.

"Jesus Christ," I moan, my head falling back. "Your mouth is fucking incredible."

"You haven't seen anything yet," she purrs, before returning to my cock and taking me deeper than before.

I look down to see her taking nearly my entire length, her nose brushing against my pelvis. The sight is so erotic I have to fight back the urge to cum right then.

"That's it, you fucking whore," I growl, thrusting harder now. "Take that young cock down your throat while your husband's at his meeting. You think he knows what a slut his wife is? How she loves choking on teenage dick?"

She moans around me, the degrading words clearly turning her on. Her free hand moves between her legs, and I can tell she's touching herself, getting off on being used like this.

I grip her hair tighter, controlling her movements completely now. "Look at me while I fuck your face."

Her eyes meet mine, glazed over with lust. Tears streak her mascara from the force of my thrusts, but she doesn't try to pull away. The sloppy sounds of her mouth on my cock fill the room, along with my grunts and her muffled moans.

"Such a good fucking cocksucker," I praise her, my voice strained with pleasure. "Born to suck dick, weren't you?"

She can only moan in response, her mouth full of my cock as I continue to thrust. Her hand works in perfect rhythm with her mouth, creating a sensation that's driving me wild. Spit drips down her chin and onto her tits, making them glisten in the afternoon light.

The knowledge that her husband could return at any moment, that we're in their shared suite, only adds to the intensity. I'm face-fucking another man's wife, and she's loving every second of it.

The wet, sloppy sounds of Angelina sucking my cock fill the room when suddenly a ringtone cuts through the air. Her phone vibrates on the nightstand, Jack's face lighting up the screen. Our eyes lock, and I expect her to stop, to grab the phone and compose herself. But instead, a wicked smile spreads across her lips as she pulls my cock from her mouth with a lewd pop, keeping her hand firmly wrapped around my shaft, stroking slowly.

"I should get that," she whispers, her eyes glinting with mischief. "It's Jack."

She reaches for the phone with her free hand while continuing to stroke me. My cock is slick with her saliva, making her hand glide effortlessly up and down my length. She swipes to answer, putting the phone to her ear.

"Hi honey," she says, her voice suddenly innocent and casual. There's no hint that she's currently jerking off a teenager in their hotel suite.

I can hear Jack's muffled voice through the phone, but can't make out what he's saying. Angelina continues to pump my cock, her grip tightening slightly. The danger of the situation has me harder than ever.

"Oh, I'm just relaxing in the room," she lies smoothly. "Taking a little break before dinner."

Her eyes never leave mine as she leans forward and, while still on the phone, runs her tongue along the underside of my shaft. I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning loud enough for Jack to hear.

"Yes, the meeting's going well?" she asks her husband, before taking just the head of my cock into her mouth and sucking gently.

I thread my fingers through her hair, fighting the urge to thrust deeper. The knowledge that her husband is on the other end of the line, completely oblivious to what his wife is doing, is the hottest fucking thing I've ever experienced.

"Mmm-hmm," she hums in response to something Jack says, the vibration sending shockwaves of pleasure through my cock.

She pulls off again but keeps her hand moving. "Oh, that noise? I'm just watching TV," she explains, then mouths "be quiet" to me with a wink.

Jack must say something funny because she forces a laugh while simultaneously twisting her wrist around the head of my cock in a way that makes my knees weak.

"Yes, I might do a quick workout with Richard later," she says, emphasizing my name while looking up at me with lust-filled eyes. "You know how I need my... exercise."

The double entendre almost makes me lose it. She dips her head again, taking me deeper this time, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks harder. I grab the base of my cock, squeezing hard to prevent myself from cumming too soon.

"Okay, honey. Enjoy the rest of your meeting. Love you too. Bye." She hangs up and tosses the phone aside, immediately taking me deep into her throat again.

"Holy fuck," I groan, finally able to be vocal. "That was the hottest thing ever."

She pulls off my cock, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip. "You like that? Knowing I'm sucking your cock while talking to my husband?"

"Fuck yes," I growl, pulling her up by her arms. "But now I need to be inside you."

I push her back onto the bed, her robe falling completely open. She looks like a fantasy spread out before me—blonde hair splayed across the pillows, tits heaving with each breath, legs parting in invitation.

"Take me," she purrs. "Fuck me like the slut I am."

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. My cock is throbbing, aching to be inside her. I grab her wrists and pin them above her head with one hand, asserting my dominance. With my free hand, I guide my cock to her entrance, finding her soaking wet.

"Look at how wet you are," I taunt, rubbing the head of my cock through her folds. "Getting your pussy all ready for me while talking to your husband. Such a fucking whore."

"Please," she whimpers, trying to lift her hips to take me in. "I need it."

"Need what?" I ask, still teasing her entrance. "Say it."

"I need your cock," she begs. "Please, Richard. Fuck me."

Without warning, I thrust all the way in, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, wet pussy. We both cry out at the sensation. She's so fucking tight, gripping my cock like a vise.

"Fuck! Yes!" she moans, her back arching off the bed. "God, you feel so big inside me!"

I keep her wrists pinned with one hand while the other grips her hip, holding her in place as I begin to thrust. Each stroke is deep and hard, making her tits bounce with the impact.

"You fucking love it, don't you?" I growl, leaning down to bite her neck.

"Yes! God, yes!" she cries, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper.

The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room as I pound into her. Her pussy makes wet, squelching noises with each thrust, evidence of just how turned on she is.

"Your pussy belongs to me," I hiss into her ear, increasing my pace. "Not his. Mine."

"Yours," she agrees breathlessly. "All yours. Fuck me harder!"

I release her wrists to grip both her hips, angling her pelvis to hit deeper. Her hands immediately fly to my shoulders, nails digging into my skin hard enough to leave marks. The pain only spurs me on, making me thrust harder, faster.

"Is this what you want?" I demand, sweat beading on my forehead with the effort. "Getting your married pussy pounded by young cock?"

"Yes! Fuck! Don't stop!" she moans, her eyes rolling back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot.

I reach down between us, finding her clit with my thumb. I rub circles around the swollen bud while continuing to thrust deep inside her. Her reaction is immediate—her whole body tenses, her pussy clenching around me even tighter.

"Oh god, Richard! I'm going to cum!" she cries out, her voice rising dangerously loud.

I clamp my free hand over her mouth. "Quiet," I command. "Unless you want the whole floor to hear what a slut you are."

Her eyes widen at the degradation, but I can feel her pussy pulsing around me. She likes it. I continue to thrust while rubbing her clit, feeling her body start to shake beneath me.

"That's it," I encourage, removing my hand from her mouth to grab her throat instead. I apply just enough pressure to make her gasp, but not enough to hurt her. "Cum on my cock. Show me what a good little whore you are."

The combination of my cock filling her, my thumb on her clit, and my hand on her throat pushes her over the edge. She comes undone, her whole body convulsing as the orgasm rips through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock rhythmically, milking me as she rides out the waves of pleasure.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she chants, her eyes squeezed shut, face contorted in ecstasy.

The sight of her coming apart beneath me, combined with the incredible feeling of her pussy spasming around my cock, has me racing toward my own climax. My thrusts become more erratic, more desperate.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn, my voice strained. "Gonna fill this married pussy with my cum."

"Do it," she urges, her hands gripping my ass to pull me deeper. "Cum inside me. I want to feel it."

That's all the encouragement I need. With one final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode. My cock pulses as I pump load after load of hot cum deep into her womb. The sensation is so intense I see stars, my entire body shuddering with the force of my orgasm.

"Fuck!" I groan, collapsing on top of her as the last spurts of cum leave my body.

We lie there for a moment, both panting, my cock still twitching inside her as the last waves of pleasure wash over us. I can feel our combined fluids leaking out around my shaft, soaking the sheets beneath us.

"Holy shit," I finally manage, rolling off her to lie on my back beside her. "That was..."

"Amazing," she finishes for me, a satisfied smile on her face. She trails her fingers down my chest, still catching her breath. "The best part? Jack has no idea what just happened."

The thought sends a fresh jolt of excitement through me, despite my spent state. "His wife just got fucked senseless by the neighbor boy," I say with a smirk.

Angelina laughs, a throaty sound that makes my cock stir again despite having just cum. "And he thinks we're just doing fitness training."

She reaches down between her legs, gathering some of my cum on her fingers before bringing them to her mouth and sucking them clean. The sight makes my breath catch.

"Mmm," she hums appreciatively. "You always taste so good."


Chapter 4

After a quick shower to wash away the evidence of our fuck session, I pull on my swim trunks and head down to the resort pool. The afternoon sun beats down on my shoulders as I push through the glass doors to the pool deck. The water sparkles turquoise under the cloudless sky, surrounded by pristine lounge chairs and swaying palm trees. I scan the area, looking for an empty spot, when my eyes land on them—Angelina and Jack, already settled on two loungers near the shallow end. Angelina's wearing a tiny white bikini that barely contains her tits, her skin glistening with tanning oil. Jack sits beside her, nose buried in a magazine, completely oblivious to how every guy around the pool is eye-fucking his wife. Including me.

I grab a towel from the attendant and make my way toward an empty chair a few spots down from them. Angelina spots me first, her eyes lighting up behind her designer sunglasses. She nudges Jack, who looks up from his reading.

"Richard!" he calls out, waving me over like we're old friends. "Come join us! Plenty of room here."

I stroll over, trying to act casual. "Hey, Mr. Pitt. Mrs. Pitt." I nod at each of them, lingering a second longer on Angelina. Just an hour ago, I was balls-deep inside her, and now I'm making small talk with her husband.

"Please, call me Jack," he insists, gesturing to the empty lounger beside Angelina. "How are you enjoying the resort so far?"

I drape my towel over the chair, very aware of Angelina's eyes tracking my movements. "It's pretty amazing. Way nicer than anywhere I've stayed before."

"The perks of being a grown-up," Jack chuckles, completely missing the irony that I'm here to fuck his wife.

I sit down, and Angelina immediately shifts in her lounger, adjusting her position so that her legs are slightly parted toward me. The thin fabric of her white bikini bottom clings to her pussy lips, and I can tell she's still wet from earlier. My cock twitches in my swim trunks at the sight.

"I was just telling Angelina about this couple I met at the bar earlier," Jack continues, oblivious to the silent exchange between his wife and me. "They're here for a marriage retreat. Apparently, they needed to 'reconnect.'" He makes air quotes with his fingers, looking amused. "Can you imagine needing a special retreat just to talk to your spouse?"

Angelina rolls her eyes. "Some people have communication issues, Jack."

"Not us, though," Jack says proudly, patting her leg. "Fifteen years and still going strong. Right, dear?"

"Mmm-hmm," Angelina hums noncommittally, her eyes still fixed on me. She runs her tongue over her bottom lip, a gesture so subtle Jack misses it completely.

I clear my throat. "I think I'm gonna cool off in the pool." I stand up, adjusting my trunks to hide my growing erection.

"Good idea," Angelina says suddenly, sitting up. "I should do some of those aquatic stretches you showed me, Richard. They really help with my... flexibility."

Jack nods encouragingly. "Yes, go ahead, dear. Don't let me stop your fitness routine."

I dive into the pool, the cool water a welcome relief against my heated skin. When I surface, Angelina is entering via the steps, her movements deliberate and sensual. The water makes her white bikini semi-transparent, and I can see the outline of her nipples poking through the fabric.

She wades over to me, stopping when the water reaches just below her breasts. We're in the shallow end, close enough to Jack for him to see us, but far enough that he can't hear our conversation over the ambient noise of the pool area.

"Miss me?" she whispers, her voice husky.

"It's been a whole hour," I reply with a smirk. "I was dying."

She laughs, the sound making my cock stiffen further. "Let me show you that special stretch I was talking about."

She turns her back to me, making a show of extending her arms above her head in a stretch. Her ass brushes against my crotch, and I know it's no accident. Under the water, hidden from view, her hand reaches behind to find my hardening cock through my swim trunks.

"I'm going to turn around and you're going to help me with my... flexibility," she murmurs over her shoulder. "Just keep talking to Jack like nothing's happening."

I swallow hard as she turns to face me, placing her hands on my shoulders as if I'm simply supporting her while she stretches. Under the water, my hand slides between her legs, finding the edge of her bikini bottom and pushing it aside. Her pussy is slick and hot, even in the cool water.

"Hey, Richard!" Jack calls from his lounger. "Are you competing in the state championships this fall?"

I insert a finger into Angelina's wet hole as I call back to him, my voice remarkably steady. "Yeah, coach thinks we have a good shot at the title this year."

Angelina bites her lip to stifle a moan as I add a second finger, curling them inside her to hit that spot that makes her crazy. Her hands tighten on my shoulders, nails digging into my skin.

"That's fantastic," Jack responds, flipping a page in his magazine. "I played a bit in high school myself, though I was never starting quarterback material like you."

"It takes... dedication," I reply, pushing my fingers deeper into his wife's cunt. "Lots of... hard work."

"Jack has no idea I've got two fingers inside me right now," Angelina whispers, her voice barely audible. "That his teenage neighbor is fingering his wife right in front of him."

The dirty talk makes me harder, my cock straining against my swim trunks. I start pumping my fingers faster, finding a rhythm that makes her thighs tremble.

"You like that, don't you?" I whisper in her ear. "Getting fingered in public with your husband just a few feet away. Such a dirty fucking slut."

Her breathing quickens, her eyes darting between me and Jack. The danger of being caught only seems to turn her on more.

"What kind of stretch is that, dear?" Jack calls, finally looking up from his magazine.

"It's for her hip flexors," I answer smoothly, never pausing the movement of my fingers. "Really helps with... range of motion."

"Fascinating," Jack says, his attention already drifting back to his reading.

"He's so fucking clueless," I whisper to Angelina. "Doesn't know I've been balls-deep in his wife all weekend. Doesn't know I'm fingering her tight pussy right now, making her wet."

"Oh god," she breathes, her pussy clenching around my fingers. "Keep going."

I add a third finger, stretching her wider as I increase the pace. My thumb finds her clit, rubbing circles around the sensitive bud. Her eyes flutter closed for a moment before she forces them open, aware that Jack might notice.

"Your pussy is so fucking wet," I whisper, my lips brushing against her ear. "I can feel it even underwater. You love this, don't you? Being used right under his nose."

She nods almost imperceptibly, her breath coming in short gasps. "Yes," she hisses. "Faster."

I oblige, fingers pumping into her at a furious pace now. It's a miracle Jack doesn't notice the way her body tenses, the flush spreading across her chest, the slight parting of her lips as pleasure builds.

"I'm going to make you cum right here," I tell her, my voice low and commanding. "With all these people around. With your husband watching. You're going to cum on my fingers like the whore you are."

"Richard," she breathes, her voice strained. "I'm close."

"That's it," I encourage, pressing harder against her clit. "Let go. Show me what a slut you are, cumming in a public pool with strangers all around."

Her nails dig deeper into my shoulders as her pussy begins to contract around my fingers. I can feel the rhythmic pulsing as her orgasm builds.

"Look at your husband while you cum," I command. "Look right at him."

Her eyes find Jack over my shoulder, and that's what pushes her over the edge. Her body tenses, her pussy clamping down hard on my fingers as waves of pleasure wash over her. I cover her mouth with my free hand, muffling the small whimper that escapes her lips.

"That's it," I whisper, working her through the aftershocks. "Good girl."

When her body finally relaxes, I slowly withdraw my fingers, fixing her bikini bottom back in place under the water. She's still breathing hard, her eyes glassy with satisfaction.

"You're incredible," she murmurs, tucking a strand of wet hair behind my ear in a gesture that would look innocent to anyone watching.

I grin, bringing my fingers to my lips and subtly tasting her juices. "Just warming up for later."

She swims back toward the steps, calling out to Jack. "I think I've done enough stretching for now, honey. Richard is an excellent trainer."

Jack looks up and smiles. "I can see that. You're positively glowing, dear."

If only he knew why.

I watch Angelina's ass sway as she moves through the water back toward me, her eyes dark with desire despite having just cum on my fingers. Jack is still engrossed in his magazine, completely unaware of what just happened. The thrill of getting away with it has my cock rock hard, straining against my swim trunks. When she reaches me, her hand dips below the water, fingers brushing against my erection.

"I need more," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the splashing water and poolside chatter. "I need your cock inside me. Right now."

My heart hammers in my chest. "Here? With all these people?"

Her eyes flash with excitement. "Everyone's distracted. No one will know. Just keep our lower halves underwater."

I glance around the pool. There are a few other guests swimming and lounging, but no one's paying particular attention to us. Jack is still buried in his magazine, occasionally sipping from his drink. The water is cloudy enough with chlorine and movement that you can't see clearly below the surface.

"Turn around," I command, my voice low. "Face the edge."

She obeys without hesitation, moving to the side of the pool where a small ledge provides underwater seating. She positions herself as if she's just resting against the pool's edge, her arms folded on the concrete lip. From Jack's vantage point, it looks like she's simply taking a breather.

I move behind her, my body shielding most of her from view. Under the water, I quickly pull my cock out through the opening in my swim trunks. It springs free, hard and ready. Angelina reaches back, guiding my hand to the side tie of her bikini bottom. I tug at the string, and the fabric loosens. She shifts slightly, allowing it to float away from her pussy.

"Someone could see," I warn, even as my cock throbs at the danger.

"That's what makes it hot," she breathes. "Now fuck me before I scream for it."

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock brushing against her slick folds. Even underwater, I can feel how wet she is. With one smooth thrust, I push inside her, burying myself to the hilt.

"Fuck," she gasps, her knuckles turning white as she grips the pool edge.

I begin moving slowly, careful not to create obvious splashing. The sensation is incredible—her pussy grips me tightly, the water adding a different dimension to the feeling. I place my hands on either side of hers on the pool edge, making it look like we're just talking closely.

"Jack's right there," I whisper in her ear, my hips continuing their subtle movements. "Just twenty feet away while his wife takes a young cock in her married pussy."

She bites her lip, suppressing a moan. "Harder," she demands quietly.

I increase my pace slightly, driving deeper with each thrust. The water creates some resistance, but it only makes each stroke more deliberate, more intense. I shift my position to make my movements less obvious, placing one hand on the small of her back as if I'm helping with her form.

"Hey, everything okay over there?" Jack calls, finally looking up from his magazine.

"Perfect!" Angelina calls back, her voice remarkably steady considering I'm fully inside her. "Richard's showing me a new technique for lower back pain."

Jack gives a thumbs up and returns to his reading.

"He has no fucking clue," I growl in her ear, thrusting harder now. "No idea that his wife is getting her pussy filled with teenage cock."

I reach around under the water, sliding my hand up her stomach until I reach her bikini top. I slip my fingers underneath, finding her nipple hard and responsive. I pinch it between my fingers, making her gasp.

"You like that?" I whisper. "Being felt up and fucked in public?"

"Yes," she hisses. "God, yes."

I tug her bikini top aside, exposing one perfect breast. We're positioned in such a way that only someone directly in the water in front of us could see. The risk sends a surge of adrenaline through me, making my cock throb inside her. I cup her breast fully, kneading the soft flesh while continuing to thrust from behind.

"If anyone walked by right now, they'd see what a slut you are," I tell her, my voice rough with desire. "Your tit out, taking dick in a public pool."

She pushes back against me, matching my rhythm. "I don't care. Feels too good."

I glance over at Jack, who's now typing something on his phone, completely oblivious to the fact that I'm fucking his wife twenty feet away. The thought makes me thrust harder, my fingers digging into her hip with my other hand.

"Your husband's sitting right there while another man's cock stretches your pussy and plays with your tits," I whisper. "What does that make you?"

"A whore," she breathes, the word coming out as a barely audible moan. "Your whore."

I increase my pace, no longer caring if the water splashes a bit. Everyone around us is engaged in their own conversations, their own worlds. No one suspects what's happening beneath the surface.

"That's right," I confirm, pinching her nipple harder. "My personal MILF slut."

Her pussy clenches around me at the degrading words, growing even wetter. I can tell she's getting close again—her breathing becomes more ragged, her movements more desperate.

"I'm gonna cum," she whimpers. "Make me cum on your cock, Richard."

I drive into her harder, angling my hips to hit that spot inside her that I know drives her wild. With my free hand, I reach around to find her clit under the water, rubbing firm circles over the swollen bud.

"Cum for me," I command. "Cum with your husband watching, not knowing his wife is getting her pussy destroyed by a teenager."

Her body begins to shake, her pussy pulsating around my cock. I can feel her starting to lose control, her moans becoming less restrained. In one swift movement, I cover her mouth with my hand, muffling the sound as her orgasm tears through her.

She bites down on my palm, her body convulsing with pleasure. Her pussy squeezes my cock rhythmically, trying to milk the cum from me, but I hold back. I'm not ready to finish yet—I have other plans for later.

"That's it," I whisper in her ear as her orgasm subsides. "Take it all. Such a good slut."

My cock slides back into Angelina's pussy underwater, picking up where we left off. She gasps softly, disguising it as a reaction to the water temperature. We've repositioned ourselves slightly—she's now with her back against the pool wall, her legs wrapped around my waist beneath the surface. From above, it just looks like we're talking closely in the water. I thrust into her slowly, carefully, savoring the tight, wet heat of her. Her eyes flutter closed momentarily before she forces them open again, aware that we need to maintain appearances. That's when I notice Jack stirring on his lounger, sitting up and looking in our direction with squinted eyes.

"Shit, he's watching," I whisper, not stopping my subtle thrusts.

Angelina glances over my shoulder, her pupils dilated with a mixture of pleasure and panic. "Don't stop," she breathes, her voice barely audible. "The danger makes it better."

I adjust my angle, pushing deeper into her. The water provides perfect cover for our lower bodies while creating just enough resistance to make each thrust more deliberate. Her nails dig into my shoulders as she pulls me closer, making it look like we're just having an intimate conversation.

"Angelina? Richard?" Jack calls out, shading his eyes with his hand. "What exactly are you two doing over there?"

My heart pounds in my chest, but my cock only gets harder. There's something incredibly erotic about fucking this man's wife while he's looking directly at us. I slow my movements but don't stop, keeping myself buried inside her.

"Just working on that special stretch, honey!" Angelina calls back, her voice impressively steady despite the fact that I'm currently inside her. "The one for my hip flexors, remember?"

Jack stands up from his lounger, walking closer to the edge of the pool. I feel Angelina tense around my cock, but rather than pushing me away, she pulls me tighter against her, making it harder for Jack to see what's happening underwater.

"It looks a bit... intimate," Jack says, his tone more curious than suspicious.

"That's because it requires proper alignment," Angelina explains, shifting slightly and causing my cock to slide even deeper. I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning. "Richard needs to hold me in position to get the right stretch."

I turn my head slightly, keeping my lower body pressed against hers. "It's an advanced technique, Mr. Pitt," I add, my voice remarkably calm considering the circumstances. "The resistance of the water helps with mobility."

Jack nods, seemingly satisfied with our explanation. "Well, don't let me interrupt. Carry on with your... stretching."

But instead of returning to his lounger, he sits at the edge of the pool, his feet dangling in the water just a few yards from us. Angelina's eyes widen, but there's a glint of excitement in them that tells me she's not about to stop. She leans closer to my ear, her lips brushing against it as she speaks.

"Keep going," she whispers. "He can't see below the surface."

The thrill of fucking her with her husband so close sends a surge of adrenaline through my body. I resume my subtle thrusts, careful not to create obvious movements in the water. Her pussy tightens around me, the danger clearly turning her on even more.

"So, Richard," Jack calls out casually, "how's the football training going this summer?"

I turn slightly toward him, keeping my hips pressed firmly against Angelina. Her legs tighten around my waist underwater, holding me deep inside her.

"It's going great," I reply, my voice only slightly strained. "Lots of... intensive workouts."

As I speak, I roll my hips in a slow, circular motion that makes Angelina bite her lip to stifle a moan. Her hands grip my shoulders, nails digging into my skin.

"You know," Jack continues, completely oblivious, "I tried to get Angelina to come with me to my meetings this weekend, but she insisted on keeping up with her fitness routine. She's very dedicated."

"Oh yes," I agree, pushing deeper into his wife. "Mrs. Pitt is extremely... committed to her physical needs."

Angelina pinches my side in warning, but I can feel her pussy pulsing around my cock. She's enjoying this dangerous game as much as I am.

"This stretch is really helping with my tension," she says to Jack, her voice only slightly breathless. "Richard knows exactly where to... apply pressure."

I take advantage of Jack's momentary distraction as a server passes by, subtly increasing my pace. The water creates just enough movement to mask what we're doing, but the friction against my cock is incredible. Angelina's pussy is so wet, so tight around me, that it takes all my self-control not to pound into her the way I want to.

"You know, I might try some of these exercises myself," Jack muses, obliviously watching us. "My back has been giving me trouble."

The absurdity of the situation—discussing fitness with a man while fucking his wife—nearly makes me lose it. I grip Angelina's hips under the water, angling her to take me deeper. Her eyes flutter briefly before she regains her composure.

"I think these particular stretches might be too advanced for you, honey," she tells him. "They require a lot of... flexibility."

Jack laughs good-naturedly. "You're probably right. I'll stick to the resort gym."

I lean in close to Angelina's ear, using the position to thrust a bit harder. "Your husband is watching me fuck you," I whisper, my voice barely audible. "And he has no fucking clue."

Her pussy clenches around me at my words, and I know she's getting close again. Her breathing becomes more rapid, her cheeks flushed—but to Jack, it probably just looks like exertion from the stretching.

"How much longer does this particular stretch take?" Jack asks, checking his watch.

"Not much longer," Angelina replies, her voice tight with building pleasure. "We're getting... close to the end."

"Very close," I agree, feeling my own orgasm building. The combination of her tight pussy and the thrill of doing this right in front of her husband has me right on the edge.

Angelina's fingers dig harder into my shoulders, her thighs trembling around my waist. I can tell she's fighting to maintain her composure as another orgasm approaches.

"Jack, dear," she says suddenly, her voice slightly strained, "could you get me my sunscreen from my bag? I think I'm starting to burn."

"Of course," he replies, standing up. "Be right back."

The moment he turns his back, I thrust harder, faster, taking advantage of our brief privacy. Angelina gasps, her head falling forward onto my shoulder as her body begins to shake with her climax.

"That's it," I encourage quietly, feeling her pussy spasming around my cock. "Cum with your husband just a few feet away."

She bites down on my shoulder to muffle her moans as she rides out her orgasm. The feeling of her pulsing around me pushes me over the edge. My balls tighten, and with a final, deep thrust, I explode inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her pussy.

"Fuck," I groan quietly, burying my face in her neck to hide my expression. My hips jerk with each pulse of my cock, filling her underwater.

We barely have time to recover before Jack returns, sunscreen in hand. I'm still inside her, my cock softening but still twitching with aftershocks.

"Here you go, dear," he says, holding out the bottle.

Angelina slowly unwraps her legs from around my waist underwater, allowing me to slip out of her. I can feel my cum floating out of her pussy, dissipating in the pool water around us.

"Thank you, honey," she says, her voice impressively steady as she takes the sunscreen. "I think we've finished our stretching routine for now."

"Excellent timing," Jack says cheerfully. "I was thinking we could all have lunch together. What do you say, Richard? Care to join us?"

I meet Angelina's eyes, seeing the mixture of satisfaction and mischief in them. My cum is still inside her, leaking out as she stands there talking to her husband.

"I'd love to," I reply with a smile. "I've worked up quite an appetite."

Angelina suppresses a laugh, moving toward the pool steps. "I need to rinse off first. Chlorine isn't good for the skin."

As she climbs out of the pool, I notice a thin trail of white running down her inner thigh before she quickly wraps a towel around herself. Jack, adjusting his glasses, sees nothing.

"I'll join you guys in a bit," I say, needing a moment to compose myself. "I want to swim a few laps first."

"Take your time," Jack says, completely unaware that I just came inside his wife mere feet away from him. "We'll be at the terrace restaurant."

As they walk away, Angelina glances back at me over her shoulder, giving me a wink that promises more to come. I float on my back in the water, a satisfied smile on my face. This weekend is turning out even better than I imagined. And it's only Friday afternoon—we've still got two more days to go.

I watch Angelina's ass sway as she walks beside Jack, knowing that beneath her bikini, my cum is still dripping from her well-fucked pussy. The quarterback and the MILF, hiding in plain sight. Who says high school can't teach you valuable life skills? This is one hell of an education.


Chapter 5

I'm sprawled across my bed, trying not to think about Angelina's perfect tits straining against that bikini top earlier. My cock twitches in my shorts at the memory of her bending over to pick up her sunglasses, ass perfectly rounded in that tiny swimsuit. Fuck, I can't stop the fantasies flooding my brain—her blonde hair wrapped in my fist, those full lips wrapped around my cock, her eyes looking up at me while I—

A knock at the door interrupts my thoughts, and I quickly adjust myself to hide the obvious bulge.

"Just a second," I call out, taking a deep breath to calm down before opening the door.

Standing there like some kind of wet dream come to life is Angelina, with Jack hovering behind her like a shadow. She's changed from her swimsuit into a light sundress that clings to every curve of her MILF body. The neckline dips just low enough to give me a teasing glimpse of cleavage.

"Richard, honey," Angelina purrs, her voice like warm honey. "We're heading down for a little evening snack. You simply must join us."

Jack nods absently, his glasses sliding down his nose. "Yes, yes, come along, Richard."

"I don't want to impose," I say, not meaning a fucking word of it.

"Nonsense," Angelina says, smiling sweetly. But the moment Jack turns to adjust his watch, her expression changes. Those eyes flash with something darker, hungrier. She lets her gaze drop to my shorts for just a split second before looking back up at me, the tip of her tongue darting out to moisten her lips.

My cock jumps in response.

"I insist," she says, her voice normal again as Jack looks back.

"Well, I guess I could eat," I say, my mouth suddenly dry.

The walk to the resort restaurant is torture. Angelina walks between Jack and me, and I swear she's swinging those hips just for me. Every few steps, her arm brushes against mine, sending jolts of electricity straight to my groin. Jack rambles on about the resort's architecture or some shit—I can't focus on a single word when all my blood is rushing south.

The restaurant is dimly lit, intimate. I follow them to a table where another woman is already seated. My eyes nearly pop out of my head when I see her.

"Richard, this is my dear friend Jennifer," Angelina says, her hand lingering on my shoulder. "She's staying at the resort too."

Jennifer is another MILF wet dream—honey-blonde hair, crystal blue eyes, and tits that strain against her silky blouse. She gives me a smile that makes my cock throb.

"Well, hello there," Jennifer says, her eyes traveling slowly down my body. "Angelina's told me all about you."

I swallow hard. "She has?"

"All good things," Jennifer purrs, patting the seat next to her. "Sit by me."

I slide into the chair beside Jennifer, directly across from Angelina. Jack takes the seat at the head of the table, oblivious to the electricity crackling between the three of us.

The waiter brings us drinks—something fruity for the women, beer for Jack, and a soda for me since I'm still only eighteen. Jack launches into some boring-ass story about a business conference he attended last month. I try to nod at appropriate moments, but it's impossible to concentrate because Angelina's foot has found my leg under the table.

At first, I think it's an accident. But then her toes begin a deliberate climb up my calf, and there's no mistaking her intent. My breathing hitches as her foot slides higher, approaching my inner thigh. She maintains perfect composure above the table—nodding, smiling, occasionally adding to Jack's story—while beneath, she's driving me wild.

"Don't you think, Richard?" Jack suddenly asks me.

"Uh, yeah, absolutely," I stammer, having no fucking clue what I'm agreeing to.

That's when I feel another touch—this one coming from my right. Jennifer's hand lands casually on my thigh, and my entire body goes rigid. She squeezes gently, her pinky finger dangerously close to the bulge that's growing by the second in my pants.

Jack continues his story, completely unaware. "So there I was, trying to explain to these investors why the projections were off..."

Jennifer's hand inches higher, her fingers dancing along my inner thigh. I clench my jaw, trying desperately to maintain a neutral expression. Angelina watches from across the table, a knowing smile playing on her lips as her foot continues its torturous path.

"Are you feeling alright, Richard?" Angelina asks innocently. "You look a bit... flushed."

"I'm fine," I manage to croak out. "Just... hot in here."

Jennifer takes this as her cue. Her hand moves directly to my crotch, cupping my erection through my pants. I nearly choke on my soda.

"Poor boy," she whispers, leaning close enough that I can smell her perfume. "Let me help you cool down."

Before I can process what's happening, her nimble fingers are undoing my zipper, carefully, silently. My eyes dart to Jack, but he's busy gesturing wildly as he reaches the climax of his boring fucking story.

Jennifer slips her hand inside my pants and wraps her fingers around my cock. My eyes roll back in my head as she pulls it free under the tablecloth, her grip firm but gentle. She begins to stroke, up and down, her thumb occasionally circling the head where pre-cum is already gathering.

"This is quite impressive," she whispers, so low only I can hear.

Across the table, Angelina's foot finds my balls, rubbing them through my underwear while Jennifer works my shaft. The dual sensation is almost too much to bear. I'm trapped between these two gorgeous MILFs, being pleasured in plain sight, with Jack fucking oblivious.

"So what do you think of the resort so far, Richard?" Jack asks suddenly.

Jennifer's hand speeds up, her grip tightening.

"It's... incredible," I gasp, meaning something entirely different. "Never experienced anything like it."

Angelina shoots me a wicked smile, her foot applying more pressure. "The best is yet to come," she says, the double meaning clear as day.

Jennifer turns to look at me, her blue eyes heavy-lidded and hungry. She licks her lips as she strokes my cock faster, her breath hot against my ear. "Angelina wasn't exaggerating about you," she murmurs.

I grip the edge of the table, knuckles turning white. I'm close, so fucking close...

My dick throbs in Jennifer's hand as she strokes me under the table, her movements getting faster and more deliberate. Angelina's foot presses against my balls, adding a whole new layer of pleasure that has me biting my lip to keep from moaning out loud. I'm so close to the edge I can taste it—my muscles tensing, my breathing ragged. Jack keeps talking about some bullshit spreadsheet while his wife and her friend are seconds away from making me explode right here at the fucking dinner table.

"Fuck," I whisper under my breath as Jennifer's thumb circles the sensitive head of my cock. Pre-cum leaks out, making her movements slicker, wetter. The sound would be obscene if it weren't drowned out by the ambient restaurant noise.

Angelina's toes curl against my balls, applying just the right amount of pressure. She sips her wine, eyes locked with mine over the rim of her glass. The corner of her mouth twitches up in a knowing smirk.

"Almost there?" she mouths silently.

I give a barely perceptible nod, my hips involuntarily bucking up into Jennifer's skilled hand. My orgasm builds, coiling tight in my groin, ready to explode—

And then, nothing. Jennifer's hand withdraws. Angelina's foot retreats. I'm left hanging on the edge, my cock painfully hard and exposed under the tablecloth, my body screaming for release.

"What the fuck?" I hiss, quiet enough that Jack doesn't hear.

Jennifer dabs the corner of her mouth with her napkin, the picture of innocence. "Patience," she whispers, her fingers brushing against my thigh as she helps me tuck my still-throbbing erection back into my pants. "Good things come to those who wait."

I struggle to zip up without drawing attention, my hands shaking with frustrated desire. Jack finishes his story, oblivious to my state of near-torture. I shift uncomfortably in my seat, trying to find relief from the pressure in my groin.

"That reminds me," Jennifer says casually, as if she hadn't just been jerking me off under the table. "Has anyone tried the resort's sauna yet? I heard it's fantastic. Especially in the evening when it's less crowded."

Angelina's eyes light up, her gaze flicking briefly to the bulge in my pants. "That sounds absolutely divine. I've been wanting to try it."

"I hear the facilities are top-notch," Jennifer continues, her fingertips tracing small circles on my thigh. "Very private. Perfect for... unwinding."

Jack yawns, checking his watch. "You ladies go ahead. I'm exhausted from all that sun today. Think I'll turn in early."

I can hardly believe my luck. My cock twitches in anticipation as Angelina pouts playfully at her husband.

"Are you sure, darling? You'll miss out on all the fun." Her emphasis on "fun" makes my mouth go dry.

"I need my beauty sleep," Jack says, already standing. "Richard, you should join them. Young man like you probably has energy to spare."

"Yeah, I think I'll check it out," I say, trying to sound casual while my heart hammers against my ribs.

Jack kisses Angelina on the cheek. "Don't stay out too late, honey."

"Don't wait up," she replies with a smile that's anything but innocent.


Chapter 6

As soon as Jack disappears, the energy at the table shifts. Both women lean forward, their eyes hungry.

"Shall we?" Jennifer purrs.

We exit the restaurant, my erection still painfully obvious in my pants. Angelina leads the way, her ass swaying hypnotically in that tight dress. Jennifer walks beside me, occasionally letting her hand brush against mine.

"Angelina's been telling me all about you," Jennifer whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "She said you're quite... gifted."

I glance at Angelina, who's a few steps ahead. "She talked about me?"

"Oh yes," Jennifer confirms. "In great detail."

Angelina slows down, falling into step with us. "I hope you don't mind," she says, her hand finding the small of my back. "Jennifer and I share everything."

"Including men," Jennifer adds with a wink.

My cock strains against my zipper at their words. We walk through the resort's winding pathways, the anticipation making every step feel like a mile. Finally, Angelina pushes open a wooden door marked "Sauna."

"I didn't just invite Jennifer here for a friendly visit," Angelina confesses as we enter a small changing area. "I may have bragged about the size of your cock."

Jennifer licks her lips. "And I simply had to see if she was exaggerating."

"She wasn't," I say, confidence surging through me. "If anything, she undersold it."

"Cocky," Angelina laughs. "I like that."

The sauna itself is dimly lit, with wooden benches lining the walls. Steam rises from hot stones in the corner, creating a misty, intimate atmosphere. The best part? It's completely empty.

"Perfect," Jennifer murmurs, locking the door behind us. "We don't want any interruptions."

I stand in the center of the sauna, watching as both women begin to undress. Angelina pulls her sundress over her head in one fluid motion, revealing a lacy black bra and matching thong. Her body is even more incredible than I'd imagined—toned stomach, full breasts, curves in all the right places.

Jennifer unbuttons her blouse slowly, teasingly. Underneath, she wears a red bra that barely contains her impressive tits. Her skirt slides down her legs, pooling at her feet to reveal a tiny red thong.

"Your turn," Angelina says, stepping closer. Her fingers find the hem of my shirt, tugging it upward. I raise my arms, letting her pull it off.

"Mmm," Jennifer hums appreciatively as she eyes my quarterback physique. "Very nice."

I don't waste another second. I grab Angelina by the waist and pull her against me, crashing my lips into hers. She moans into my mouth, her tongue darting out to meet mine. Her hands explore my chest, nails lightly scratching down my abs.

I break the kiss to turn to Jennifer, who's watching with hooded eyes. I yank her to me, one hand tangling in her honey-blonde hair as I devour her mouth. She tastes like wine and desire, her soft lips yielding under mine.

Angelina presses against my back, her hands reaching around to unbuckle my belt. "I want to see that big cock again," she whispers against my neck, her teeth grazing my skin.

Jennifer's hands join Angelina's, both working to free me from my pants. I groan as my erection springs free, harder than it's ever been.

"Fuck, look at that," Jennifer breathes, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. "You weren't kidding."

Angelina's hand slides down to cup my balls. "Told you."

I reach behind Angelina to unhook her bra, letting her perfect tits spill free. My mouth waters at the sight of her hard nipples. I bend down to take one in my mouth, sucking and flicking it with my tongue while my hands roughly squeeze her ass.

Jennifer unclasps her own bra, her full breasts bouncing free. I pull away from Angelina to grab Jennifer's tits, kneading them roughly as I crash my lips back against hers. The heat in the sauna is nothing compared to the fire burning through my veins.

"I need to taste both of you," I growl, my cock throbbing between us. "Right fucking now."

Angelina breaks away from our kiss, her eyes wild with lust. She turns around, bending over the wooden bench, presenting her perfect ass to me. The sight of her—this forty-year-old MILF goddess on all fours, looking back at me with hunger in her eyes—makes my cock throb painfully. She reaches for a bottle of lotion from her discarded purse, squeezing a generous amount onto her fingers. My breath catches as she reaches back and begins to work the lotion around her tightest hole, her fingers circling and dipping inside while she maintains eye contact with me.

"I want you here," she purrs, pushing a finger deep into her ass. "I want to feel that big young cock stretching my tight little asshole."

"Fuck," I groan, stroking myself as I watch her prepare herself for me. Jennifer moves behind me, her hands sliding around to pinch my nipples as she presses her tits against my back.

"Give her what she wants," Jennifer whispers in my ear. "She's been fantasizing about this since she first saw you."

I step forward, positioning the head of my cock against Angelina's lubed asshole. She pushes back against me, eager and impatient.

"Do it," she hisses. "Fuck my ass, Richard. Stretch me open."

I grip her hips and press forward, the tight ring of muscle resisting at first before giving way. The head of my cock pops inside, and Angelina gasps, her back arching sharply.

"Holy fuck," I grunt, feeling her body clench around me. "So fucking tight."

Inch by inch, I work my way deeper into her ass, savoring every millimeter of her tight heat enveloping me. Sweat beads on my forehead from the effort of controlling myself, of not slamming all the way in at once.

"More," Angelina demands, her voice strained but determined. "Give me all of it."

I push forward until I'm buried to the hilt, my balls pressed against her pussy. The feeling is unreal—tighter than anything I've ever felt, gripping my cock like a vise. I hold still for a moment, letting her adjust to my size, watching her face contort with the mix of pain and pleasure.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, pulling back slightly before thrusting forward again. "You like having this young cock in your tight MILF ass?"

"Yes," she moans, her fingers digging into the wooden bench. "God, yes."

I start a steady rhythm, my hips smacking against her ass with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin echoes off the sauna walls, mixing with Angelina's increasingly vocal moans.

Jennifer moves in front of Angelina, sitting on the bench and spreading her legs wide. Her pussy is glistening wet, pink and swollen with arousal.

"Eat me while he fucks you," Jennifer commands, tangling her fingers in Angelina's blonde hair and guiding her face between her thighs.

Angelina eagerly buries her face in Jennifer's pussy, her tongue darting out to taste her. The sight of Jack's wife eating out another woman while I pound her ass sends a fresh surge of lust through me. I grip Angelina's hair with one hand, yanking her head back roughly.

"That's it, you fucking slut," I snarl, my hips slamming forward harder now. "Take my cock in your ass while you eat that pussy. You fucking love this, don't you?"

"Mmm," Angelina moans into Jennifer's cunt, the vibrations making Jennifer throw her head back in pleasure.

I slap Angelina's ass hard, leaving a red handprint on her pale skin. She yelps, then pushes back against me even harder.

"Again," she gasps, briefly lifting her face from between Jennifer's thighs. "Spank me again. Harder."

I comply, bringing my palm down on her other cheek with enough force to make a loud crack. Angelina cries out, her asshole clenching around my cock in response.

"You fucking whore," I growl, getting rougher with each thrust. "Jack has no idea what a nasty slut his wife is, does he? Getting ass-fucked by a teenager while eating her friend's cunt."

Jennifer leans forward, capturing Angelina's face between her hands and kissing her deeply, tasting herself on Angelina's lips. Their tongues battle visibly, wet and obscene, as Jennifer's hands move down to squeeze Angelina's swinging tits.

"She's such a good little slut," Jennifer purrs, pinching Angelina's nipples hard. "Aren't you, baby? You love being used like this."

Angelina can only moan in response, her body shuddering between us as I continue to drive into her ass. I wrap my hand around her throat, applying pressure to the sides as I pull her upper body up against my chest. Her back arches dramatically, changing the angle of my penetration and making her cry out.

"Fuck! Right there," she gasps, her hands reaching back to grab my thighs. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Jennifer slides off the bench onto her knees, crawling beneath Angelina to suck on her hanging tits. Her tongue swirls around one nipple before she bites down, making Angelina jerk and tighten around my cock.

"You're such a dirty fucking bitch," I hiss in Angelina's ear, my grip on her throat tightening slightly. "Taking it up the ass like a fucking porn star. This what you wanted since you first saw me?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice ragged. "Wanted you... the moment I saw you..."

I feel her body start to tremble, her ass clenching rhythmically around me as she approaches orgasm. Her moans grow higher, more desperate. Jennifer's hand appears between Angelina's legs, rubbing her clit furiously.

"Come for us," Jennifer commands. "Come with this big young cock in your ass."

Angelina's entire body goes rigid, and then she's screaming, thrashing between us as her orgasm tears through her. Her asshole spasms around my shaft, nearly pushing me over the edge too, but I grit my teeth and hold back.

I pull out of her ass with a lewd pop, my cock slick and throbbing. "On your back," I order Jennifer, who quickly complies, lying on the wooden bench with her head hanging off the edge.

"Open wide," I command, positioning myself at her mouth. My cock is still covered in the remnants of Angelina's ass, but Jennifer doesn't hesitate. She opens her mouth eagerly as I grip her hair.

I push my cock between her lips, watching her eyes widen as she tastes Angelina on me. I don't give her time to adjust, thrusting deep into her throat in one smooth motion. She gags around me, her throat constricting deliciously.

"That's it, take it all," I growl, establishing a relentless pace. "Taste that ass on my cock, you filthy slut."

Angelina recovers enough to join us, kneeling beside Jennifer's head and kissing me deeply while I face-fuck her friend. Her hand wraps around the base of my shaft, feeling it slide in and out of Jennifer's stretched lips.

"Isn't she good?" Angelina whispers against my mouth. "Look at how she takes that big cock down her throat."

Jennifer's mascara runs down her face as tears form in her eyes, but she never breaks eye contact with me. Her throat opens for me, taking me deeper with each thrust. My balls slap against her forehead, the wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging filling the sauna.

"Fuck, your mouth feels amazing," I groan, my fingers tightening in her hair. "Such a good little cocksucker."

Angelina moves down to kiss Jennifer's exposed neck, her hand sliding between Jennifer's legs. "She loves it rough," Angelina tells me. "Don't hold back."

Taking her at her word, I increase my pace, fucking Jennifer's face with abandon. Spit runs down her face and neck, pooling on the bench beneath her head. The sight of my cock disappearing between her lips over and over, the mascara streaks down her cheeks, her glazed eyes still locked on mine—it's the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"You're nothing but a fucking hole for my cock," I snarl, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. I'm getting close, but I'm not ready to finish yet. I want more of these two insatiable MILFs.

I pull out of Jennifer's mouth with a wet pop, leaving her gasping for air, her lips swollen and red. Strings of saliva connect her mouth to my cock for a moment before breaking.

"Get up," I order, my voice rough with lust. "We're just getting started."

I grab Jennifer's hair in both hands, holding her head steady as I thrust back into her mouth. This time I'm even rougher, pushing past any resistance until I feel the tight squeeze of her throat around the head of my cock. Her eyes water, mascara streaming down her cheeks, but the hungry look in them tells me she loves every second of this treatment. I slam my hips forward, feeling her gag and choke around my length, her throat convulsing in a way that sends pleasure shooting up my spine.

"Take it all, you fucking slut," I growl, my fingers tightening in her honey-blonde hair. "Open that throat for me."

Jennifer moans around my cock, the vibrations adding another layer of sensation. Her hands grip my thighs, not pushing me away but pulling me deeper. I establish a brutal rhythm, my balls slapping against her forehead with each thrust.

"Angelina," I command, not breaking my stride, "get down there and eat her pussy. Make her cum while I fuck her face."

Angelina's eyes light up at the order. She slides down Jennifer's body, positioning herself between her friend's spread legs. Without hesitation, she dives in, her tongue finding Jennifer's swollen clit.

The effect is immediate. Jennifer's body jerks, her moan muffled by my cock stretching her lips. The dual assault—my thick shaft plunging into her throat while Angelina's skilled tongue works between her legs—has her writhing on the bench.

"That's right, take it like the whore you are," I snarl, watching Jennifer's eyes roll back as pleasure and pain mingle in her expression. "This what you two MILFs wanted? To be used by a teenage cock?"

Angelina looks up from between Jennifer's thighs, her mouth glistening with Jennifer's juices. "God, yes," she purrs. "We've been planning this since we first saw you at the pool."

The confession sends a fresh surge of lust through me. I pull out of Jennifer's mouth, leaving her gasping and coughing, strands of saliva connecting her lips to my cock.

"Both of you, on your backs," I order, my voice rough with desire. "Next to each other. Now."

They scramble to comply, lying side by side on the wider bench, their heads turned toward each other. The sight of these two gorgeous MILFs, spread out before me like a buffet, makes my cock throb painfully. Their bodies glisten with sweat in the sauna's heat, nipples hard, pussies wet and open.

I position myself between Jennifer's legs first, lining up my cock with her entrance. She's soaking wet from Angelina's attention, making it easy to slide all the way in with one hard thrust.

"Fuck!" Jennifer cries out, her back arching off the bench. "Oh god, yes!"

I pound into her with savage intensity, my hands wrapping around her throat. I apply pressure to the sides, careful not to cut off her airway completely but enough to make her light-headed. Her eyes widen, pupils dilating as I choke her.

"This pussy belongs to me now," I growl, my hips slapping against hers. "Say it."

"My pussy... belongs to you," she gasps out between thrusts, her voice strained from the pressure on her throat.

After a dozen brutal thrusts, I pull out of Jennifer and immediately position myself between Angelina's legs. Without warning, I slam into her, making her scream with pleasure.

"Yes! Fuck me, Richard!" she wails, her legs wrapping around my waist.

I grab her throat too, squeezing as I establish the same punishing rhythm. "You like watching me fuck your friend, don't you, you dirty bitch?"

"Yes," Angelina chokes out, her eyes rolling back. "So hot... watching you... destroy her..."

The two women turn their heads toward each other, their lips meeting in a sloppy, desperate kiss. They moan into each other's mouths as I alternate between them—a few hard thrusts into Angelina, then pulling out to drive back into Jennifer, back and forth, keeping them both on the edge.

Each time I switch, I slap their tits hard, making them yelp into their kisses. My hands find their throats, their hair, their asses—grabbing, squeezing, spanking. I'm lost in a haze of dominance and pleasure, using these beautiful women however I want.

"You're both my fucking sluts now," I declare, driving into Jennifer again. Her pussy clenches around me, signaling her approaching orgasm. "This young cock owns both of you."

"Yes," they moan in unison, their hands finding each other's bodies, pinching nipples and rubbing clits.

I feel Jennifer starting to quiver beneath me, her internal muscles fluttering around my shaft. Her moans grow higher, more desperate.

"You going to cum, slut?" I demand, releasing her throat to slap her face lightly. "Cum all over this young cock."

"I'm cumming!" Jennifer screams, her body convulsing beneath me. "Fuck! Yes! Don't stop!"

I ride her through her orgasm, maintaining my brutal pace even as her pussy spasms around me. The moment her climax begins to subside, I pull out and thrust back into Angelina, who's already on the edge from watching her friend come undone.

"Your turn," I growl, wrapping my hand back around her throat. "Cum for me, you fucking whore."

Angelina doesn't need much more encouragement. Within seconds, she's crying out, her nails digging into my back as her orgasm crashes through her. I feel her pussy clamping down on my cock, trying to milk me, but I'm not ready to finish yet.

"Did I say you could cum?" I snarl, not slowing my thrusts at all. "I didn't give you permission, bitch."

"I'm sorry," she gasps, her body still trembling. "Couldn't... help it..."

"Now you have to be punished," I say, pulling out of her and flipping her over onto her stomach. I deliver five sharp slaps to her ass, turning it bright red, before plunging back into her pussy from behind.

The new angle lets me go even deeper, and Angelina buries her face in the bench to muffle her screams. Jennifer watches us with hooded eyes, her fingers lazily circling her own clit as she recovers from her orgasm.

"Get over here," I order Jennifer, who quickly complies, positioning herself so that Angelina can reach her pussy. "Make her eat you out while I fuck her."

Jennifer straddles Angelina's face. The sight of Angelina's tongue darting out to lick Jennifer's swollen pussy while I pound her from behind nearly pushes me over the edge. I grit my teeth, determined to last longer.

I grab Angelina's hair, yanking her head back from Jennifer's pussy. "You like the taste of her cum, don't you? Fucking slut."

"Yes," Angelina moans, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "Love it... love your cock too..."

I release her hair, allowing her to dive back between Jennifer's thighs. My thrusts become even more brutal, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing off the sauna walls. Sweat pours down my body, partially from the sauna's heat but mostly from the exertion.

Jennifer starts grinding against Angelina's face, chasing another orgasm. Her hands cup her own tits, pinching and pulling at her nipples as she watches me ravage her friend.

"Fuck her harder," Jennifer encourages, her voice husky with renewed arousal. "Make this bitch cum again on your big cock."

I comply, grabbing Angelina's hips with both hands and using them as leverage to slam into her even harder. My balls slap against her clit with each thrust, adding to her stimulation.

"Oh god!" Angelina cries out, momentarily abandoning Jennifer's pussy as another orgasm starts to build. "I'm going to cum again! Please, may I cum this time?"

"Beg for it," I demand, slowing my pace to torturous, deep strokes. "Let me hear how badly you want it."

"Please," Angelina sobs, desperation clear in her voice. "Please let me cum, Richard. I need it so badly. Your cock feels so fucking good. Please, please, please..."

"Cum," I command, resuming my punishing rhythm. "Both of you, cum for me now."

Angelina screams as her second orgasm tears through her, even more powerful than the first. Her entire body convulses, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vice. Above her, Jennifer also reaches her peak, grinding frantically against Angelina's face as she throws her head back in ecstasy.

The sight of both these beautiful women cumming simultaneously because of me fills me with primal satisfaction. Yet despite the incredible tightness of Angelina's pussy milking my shaft, I still manage to hold back my own release.

I pull out of Angelina's soaking wet pussy, my cock glistening with her juices, still rock hard and throbbing with my own unreleased pleasure. Both women lie before me, panting and flushed from their multiple orgasms, their bodies slick with sweat. I stand at the edge of the bench, stroking my length slowly as I survey my handywork—two completely satisfied MILFs, their makeup smeared, hair disheveled, bodies bearing the marks of my rough treatment. I'm not finished yet, though. Not until I've used every part of them.

"Both of you," I command, my voice hoarse from exertion. "On your knees. Clean my cock with your tongues."

They exchange a look of excitement before sliding off the bench to kneel before me. Jennifer reaches me first, her tongue darting out to lick a streak of Angelina's juices from the underside of my shaft. Angelina joins her, working the other side. The sight of these two gorgeous women on their knees, eagerly lapping at my cock, nearly pushes me over the edge right then.

"That's it," I groan, tangling one hand in Jennifer's honey-blonde hair and the other in Angelina's golden locks. "Taste yourselves on me. Show me how good you are with those slutty mouths."

Their tongues work in tandem, swirling around my length, occasionally meeting at the tip where they engage in a brief, sloppy kiss before returning to their task. Angelina takes the initiative to suck one of my balls into her mouth, gently rolling it with her tongue while Jennifer focuses on the head of my cock, her lips wrapping around it and sucking hard.

"Fuck," I hiss, tightening my grip on their hair. "You two are such good little cocksucker sluts."

Jennifer pulls back, letting my cock slip from her lips with a wet pop. "We've had plenty of practice," she purrs, looking up at me through mascara-smudged lashes. "Haven't we, Angie?"

Angelina hums in agreement, releasing my ball to lick a long, slow stripe up the underside of my shaft. "But none as big as yours," she adds, her lips brushing against the sensitive head as she speaks. "Or as delicious."

I'm reaching my limit, the sight and sensation of these two experienced women worshipping my cock becoming too much to bear. I guide Angelina's mouth to the tip of my dick, pressing the head against her full lips.

"Open," I order. "I'm going to cum in your mouth, and you're going to show it to me before you swallow."

Angelina's eyes darken with lust as she parts her lips. I slide halfway into her mouth, still allowing Jennifer access to lick and suck at the base and my balls. With both women stimulating me, the pressure builds rapidly in my groin.

"Fuck, I'm close," I warn, my hips beginning to thrust shallowly into Angelina's eager mouth. "Get ready for it, bitch. Going to fill that pretty mouth with my load."

Jennifer intensifies her efforts, her tongue swirling around my balls while her hand reaches up to massage the base of my shaft. Angelina hollows her cheeks, sucking harder, her tongue pressing against the sensitive underside of my cock head.

The combination is too much. With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting into Angelina's waiting mouth. She moans around my cock, her eyes locked on mine as I empty myself onto her tongue. I can feel her swallowing reflexively, but she manages to keep most of it in her mouth as I instructed.

When the last pulse subsides, I pull out slowly. "Show me," I command.

Angelina obediently opens her mouth, revealing my white cum pooled on her tongue. The sight sends another jolt of pleasure through my spent cock.

"Now share it with Jennifer," I order, my voice rough with satisfaction. "Kiss her. Let me see my cum in both your mouths."

Without hesitation, Angelina turns to Jennifer, who eagerly leans in. Their lips meet in a sloppy, open-mouthed kiss, my cum passing between them as their tongues battle visibly. Some of it drips down their chins, but they don't break the kiss, moaning into each other's mouths as they swap my seed back and forth.

It's the most erotic thing I've ever witnessed—Jack's wife and her friend kissing passionately, sharing my cum between them. They pull apart slightly, a strand of cum-laced saliva connecting their lips before breaking. Both open their mouths to show me my cum mixed with their saliva, now divided between them.

Jennifer leans in again, this time pushing some of the mixture back into Angelina's mouth with her tongue before pulling away. Angelina swallows audibly, her throat working as she holds my gaze. Then she leans forward and spits the remaining cum back into Jennifer's open mouth, the white fluid landing on her tongue with obscene precision.

Jennifer plays with it for a moment, swirling it around her mouth before tilting her head back and letting it slide down her throat in one long, deliberate swallow.

"Delicious," she purrs, licking her lips. "Better than I imagined."

The three of us collapse onto the bench, our bodies spent and satisfied. I'm sandwiched between them, their soft curves pressed against either side of my sweat-slick body. We stay like that for several minutes, catching our breath, occasionally exchanging lazy kisses.

The moment of peaceful afterglow shatters when we hear the handle of the sauna door turning. All three of us freeze, panic shooting through my veins. Before we can move, the door swings open.

Jack stands in the doorway, blinking owlishly through his glasses. His hair is tousled from sleep, and he's wearing a resort bathrobe. "Angelina?" he says, confusion evident in his voice. "I woke up and you weren't there. What's going on?"

For a terrible moment, I think we're caught. But Angelina, quick-thinking even in crisis, smoothly rises to her feet, casually positioning herself to block Jack's view of our naked bodies.

"Oh, darling," she says, her voice impressively steady. "Jennifer was having trouble with her breathing—the altitude, you know. I was just showing her and Richard this breathing exercise I learned in my yoga class."

Jennifer nods quickly, forcing a cough. "It's really helping," she says. "Angelina's been a lifesaver."

I sit still, pulse hammering in my chest, acutely aware of how close we are to being discovered. Jack stares at us, and for a second, I think he sees through the obvious lie. His eyes narrow slightly as he takes in the scene—the discarded clothes, our flushed faces, the heavy scent of sex that permeates the sauna despite the steam.

"Right," he says slowly. "Breathing exercises."

"I'll be up soon, honey," Angelina promises, her tone softening. "Why don't you go back to bed? You need your rest."

Jack hesitates, still looking suspicious, but ultimately nods. "Don't stay too long," he says. "The heat can be dehydrating." With one last glance at us, he backs out of the doorway, pulling the sauna door closed behind him.

The moment he's gone, all three of us exhale in relief. Jennifer starts giggling nervously, and soon we're all laughing quietly, the tension breaking.

"That was close," I whisper, already feeling my cock stirring again at the thought of nearly being caught.

Angelina's eyes sparkle with mischief. "Worth it, though." She leans in to give me a quick kiss before standing to collect her clothes. "I should go up before he gets suspicious."

As we dress hastily, Angelina touches my arm. "I'll be meeting you tomorrow morning for an early workout," she says, loud enough for the statement to sound innocent should Jack still be lingering outside, but her eyes communicate something entirely different. "Say around six? At the gym?"

"I'll be there," I promise, understanding the hidden invitation.

Jennifer adjusts her blouse, leaning in to whisper in my ear. "And I might join you both," she adds with a wink. "If you're up for round two."

As we leave the sauna one by one, careful to maintain the appearance of innocence, I can't help but grin to myself. This vacation just went from boring to fucking incredible, and I know this affair with Angelina—and now Jennifer—is far from over. Tomorrow can't come soon enough.
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