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Chapter 1

The summer heat makes sweat trickle down my spine as I grip Angelina's hips tighter, watching her blonde hair cascade down her back as she bends over the lawn chair. Her ass is perfect in front of me—round, tight, and mine for the taking. My cock throbs as I slam into her from behind, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing through my backyard. At eighteen, I'm living every guy's fantasy—star quarterback fucking the hottest MILF in the neighborhood while her husband has no fucking clue.

"Harder, Richard," she moans, her voice muffled as she buries her face into the cushion. "Fuck me like you mean it."

I tighten my grip on her hips, my fingers digging into her flesh as I pull her back onto my cock. Each thrust drives me deeper inside her. The fence beside us offers just enough cover to keep her hidden if anyone looks over, but I don't really give a shit who sees. The risk makes my blood pump faster.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and yanking it back. "The neighborhood MILF getting fucked by the high school quarterback?"

Angelina gasps, her back arching as I pull her hair harder. "God, yes. You're so much better than Jack."

The mention of her husband's name sends a jolt of power through me. Poor bastard thinks I'm just helping his wife stay in shape, training her twice a week while he's at work. If only he knew how I'm really training her—bent over furniture, against walls, on her knees. Fuck, it makes me harder thinking about it.

"Your husband's at work thinking you're doing squats," I taunt, slamming into her pussy with enough force to make the lawn chair creak beneath us. "But instead you're taking my cock like the slut you are."

Her pussy tightens around me at my words. Angelina loves it when I talk dirty to her. For a forty-year-old housewife, she fucks like a porn star. Her body is insane—tits that still stand up without a bra, an ass that bounces with each thrust, and a face that could be on a magazine cover.

I reach around and hook my fingers into her mouth, pulling at the corner while I continue to pound her from behind. She gags slightly, drool running down her chin and onto her tits as I fuck her harder. The way she submits to me makes my cock pulse inside her.

"You're nothing but a fucktoy for me," I snarl, pushing my fingers deeper into her mouth. She moans around them, her tongue swirling between my digits. "A sexy MILF who needs a real man to satisfy her."

I pull my soaked fingers from her mouth and wrap them around her throat, squeezing just enough to make her gasp for air. Her pussy clenches tighter around my cock as I choke her, her body responding to the rough treatment like she's been starving for it.

"Rich—Richard," she stutters, her voice strained against the pressure of my hand. "Oh god, I'm going to cum."

I increase the pressure on her throat, my hips slamming against her ass in a brutal rhythm. The lawn chair beneath us creaks dangerously with each thrust, but I don't slow down. Her body starts to shake, her thighs trembling as she approaches her climax.

"That's it, baby," I growl into her ear. "Cum on my cock. Show me how much you love getting fucked by an eighteen-year-old."

Her whole body tenses, and I feel her pussy contract around me as she cums, her orgasm intense and violent. She tries to scream but my hand on her throat muffles the sound to a strangled moan. Her juices drip down my balls as she squirts, soaking both of us.

I ease up on her throat, allowing her to gasp for air as she comes down from her high. But I don't stop fucking her. If anything, her orgasm just encourages me to go harder. I grab both her wrists and pin them behind her back with one hand, using the other to spank her ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

"We're just getting started." I taunt, spanking her again. The red mark on her ass cheek makes my cock twitch inside her.

Angelina whimpers beneath me, her body still sensitive from her orgasm. "Please, Richard... it's too much."

But her words just fuel me. I know she can take more. She always can. I release her wrists and grab her hair again, pulling her head back so I can see her face—flushed, eyes watering, lips parted in a permanent moan. She looks fucking wrecked, and I'm the one who did it to her.

"Too much?" I laugh, not slowing my pace. "Your pussy's still gripping me like it wants more. You're a greedy slut, aren't you, Mrs. Pitt?"

Using her married name sends another wave of pleasure through me. She nods, unable to form words as I continue to pound into her. Her tits bounce with each thrust, and I reach around to pinch her nipples, making her yelp.

"Say it," I demand, twisting her nipple between my fingers. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm a greedy slut," she gasps, her voice breaking. "Your greedy slut, Richard."

I grin, satisfaction washing over me as I continue to fuck her mercilessly. The sound of my balls slapping against her wet pussy fills the air, mixing with her moans and my grunts. The lawn chair beneath us threatens to collapse, but neither of us cares.

"That's right," I growl, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine. "And don't you forget it."

I grab her hips with both hands again, digging my fingers into her flesh as I pound into her with renewed vigor. She's going to be bruised tomorrow, but that's how she likes it. Marks to remember me by when she's playing the perfect wife to her oblivious husband.

My rhythm doesn't falter as I feel her body responding again, ready for another orgasm. I'm nowhere near done with her yet.

I'm still buried deep in Angelina's pussy when I hear the creak of the gate. Fuck. My head snaps up to see Jack's meek frame appearing on the other side of the fence. My heart pounds in my chest, but I don't pull out. Angelina freezes beneath me, her body tensing around my cock. Jack can't see her from his angle—the lawn chair and fence hide her bent-over body perfectly. His weak eyes squint in my direction as he waves, completely fucking clueless that I'm balls deep in his wife.

"Richard! There you are," Jack calls out, adjusting his glasses as he peers over the fence. "Hope I'm not interrupting your workout."

I bite back a laugh. Workout. Yeah, that's one way to put it. Beneath me, Angelina tries to move, but I grip her hips harder, keeping her still. The danger of being caught only makes me harder inside her.

"Hey, Mr. Pitt," I respond, my voice impressively steady despite the hot, wet pussy clenching around my cock. "Just finishing up some... exercises."

I punctuate my words with a slow, deep thrust that makes Angelina stifle a moan into the cushion. Her nails dig into the lawn chair as she fights to stay quiet.

"Great, great," Jack says, completely oblivious. "You know, I've been meaning to talk to you about something."

I give Angelina's ass a light slap, silently warning her to stay quiet as I continue a subtle rhythm. The thrill of fucking his wife while talking to him sends a surge of adrenaline through my veins.

"What's up?" I ask, shifting my stance to push deeper into Angelina. Her pussy tightens around me, and I know she's getting off on this too—the risk, the wrongness of it all.

Jack leans his arms on the fence, settling in for what looks like a lengthy conversation. Jesus Christ. I slow my pace but don't stop, grinding into Angelina with controlled, circular motions that won't be obvious to her husband standing just feet away.

"Well, Angelina and I are celebrating our anniversary this weekend," he explains, his voice full of pride. "Sixteen years. Can you believe it?"

Sixteen years married to this loser while I'm giving her the fucking she deserves. The irony isn't lost on me. I feel Angelina shudder beneath me, either from humiliation or arousal—probably both.

"Congratulations," I say, giving another deep, slow thrust that makes Angelina bite down on her own hand to keep from moaning. "That's impressive."

"We're heading to our favorite vineyard for the weekend," Jack continues, completely unaware of what's happening right in front of him. "Beautiful place up in wine country. Private villa, incredible views, the works."

I run my hand up Angelina's back, feeling the sweat beading on her skin. The sun beats down on us, and I'm not sure if I'm sweating from the heat or the thrill of this fucked-up situation.

"Sounds nice," I reply, my fingers finding their way into Angelina's hair again, giving it a gentle tug that makes her pussy clench around me.

Jack beams with enthusiasm. "Actually, that's what I wanted to talk to you about. I was wondering if you'd like to join us?"

I nearly lose my rhythm at the invitation, my cock twitching inside Angelina. Is this guy for real? Inviting me to spend the weekend with them while I'm literally fucking his wife?

"Join you?" I echo, trying to sound surprised instead of amused.

"Yes! You've been such a help with Angelina's fitness routine," Jack explains, his voice earnest. "She's never stuck with a trainer this long before. I'd hate for her to miss her workouts on our anniversary weekend."

Beneath me, Angelina's shoulders shake with silent laughter or maybe tears—it's hard to tell. I stroke her lower back soothingly while maintaining eye contact with her clueless husband.

"That's really thoughtful of you, Mr. Pitt," I say, unable to keep the smirk from my face. "I wouldn't want to intrude on your celebration."

"Nonsense!" Jack waves his hand dismissively. "You wouldn't be intruding at all. Angelina would be thrilled. She's always singing your praises, talking about how... what was it she said? 'Intense' your sessions are."

I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing out loud. Intense is one way to put it. My cock throbs inside Angelina at the thought of a whole weekend with her, right under her husband's nose.

"Plus," Jack continues, "the villa has plenty of space. Four bedrooms, beautiful grounds, even an outdoor shower. Perfect for cooling off after your workouts."

The idea of bending Angelina over in every room of that villa while her husband sleeps nearby makes my balls tighten. I increase my pace slightly, feeling my orgasm building.

"Well, when you put it that way," I reply, my voice just a little strained as Angelina's pussy squeezes me. "How could I say no?"

Jack claps his hands together, delighted. "Excellent! We leave tomorrow morning. I'll text you the details."

I nod, struggling to maintain my composure as Angelina starts to push back against me, clearly eager for me to finish. The movement is subtle, but enough to increase the pressure exactly where I need it.

"That sounds perfect," I manage to say, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. "Looking forward to it."

Jack starts to turn away, then pauses. "Oh, by the way, have you seen Angelina? I've been looking for her. She said she might stop by for a quick session with you this afternoon."

The timing couldn't be more perfect. The question, combined with Angelina's pulsing pussy and the absurdity of the situation, pushes me over the edge. My orgasm builds rapidly, unstoppable now.

"I haven't... seen her," I lie through gritted teeth, my hips pressing forward as the first pulse of cum shoots inside Angelina. "But if I do, I'll tell her... you're looking for her."

Jack nods, completely unaware that his wife is currently being filled with my cum just a few feet away from him. "Thanks, Richard. See you tomorrow!"

As he walks away, I grip Angelina's hips with bruising force, emptying myself into her with several deep, final thrusts. My cum floods her pussy, and I feel it leaking out around my cock, dripping down her thighs.

"Fuck," I groan quietly as Jack disappears from view. "That was close."

Angelina finally lets out the moan she's been holding in, her body trembling as my cum drips out of her. I pull out slowly, watching my seed spill from her well-fucked pussy.

"You're fucking insane," she whispers, looking back at me with a mix of horror and excitement in her eyes. "He was right there."

I grin down at her, slapping her ass one more time. "And now I'm spending your anniversary weekend with you. How's that for a gift, Mrs. Pitt?"

Her eyes darken with lust despite having just been thoroughly fucked. "Jack has no idea what he's in for."

Neither does she.


Chapter 2

The van hums along the highway, with Jack's oblivious ass planted firmly behind the wheel. Angelina and I are tucked away in the third row, far enough back that the rearview mirror can't catch much. She's wearing a tight sundress that rides up her thighs when she sits, giving me the perfect view of smooth, tanned skin. My cock's been half-hard since we left, remembering how I filled her pussy with cum yesterday while her husband stood just feet away. Angelina notices my stare and slides her hand onto my thigh, her red nails digging lightly into my jeans. The glint in her eyes tells me exactly what she's thinking, and my dick immediately responds, straining against my zipper.

"Enjoying the drive?" she whispers, her voice so low that only I can hear it over the radio Jack has cranked up.

"Would enjoy it more if you were sitting on my lap," I whisper back, my eyes darting to Jack, who's completely focused on the road ahead, pointing out some boring landmark to no one in particular.

Angelina's lips curl into that smile that makes my cock throb—predatory, hungry. "I think I can make this drive more... entertaining."

Her hand slides higher up my thigh, her fingers tracing the outline of my erection through my jeans. I inhale sharply as she applies just enough pressure to make my hips buck slightly.

"Right here?" I ask, although it's not really a question. The thrill of possibly getting caught only makes it hotter.

Instead of answering, she leans closer to me, her blonde hair falling like a curtain around her face as she bends down toward my lap. Her fingers find my zipper, pulling it down with agonizing slowness. The sound is barely audible over the music, but to me it's like a thunderclap.

"Angelina," I hiss, half warning, half encouragement.

She looks up at me through her lashes, her blue eyes gleaming with mischief as she slips her hand into my jeans and wraps her fingers around my cock. The warmth of her touch sends electricity shooting up my spine.

"Shhh," she murmurs, pulling my cock free from my boxers. It springs up, already rock hard and leaking precum. "Just enjoy it. That's what you're here for, isn't it? To make sure I stay... fit?"

Her words send a fresh surge of blood to my dick. I glance toward the front of the van. Jack is still rambling about some winery we're going to visit, completely unaware that his wife is about to suck my cock less than ten feet behind him.

Angelina lowers her head, her hot breath ghosting over my sensitive skin before her tongue darts out to lick a drop of precum from my tip. I bite my lip to stifle a groan. She looks up, maintaining eye contact as she slowly circles the head of my cock with her tongue, leaving a wet trail that cools in the air-conditioned van.

"Fuck," I breathe, sinking lower in my seat to give her better access.

Her lips part, taking just the tip of my cock into the wet heat of her mouth. Her lipstick leaves a red ring around my shaft as she begins to take me deeper, inch by torturous inch. The sight of this sophisticated MILF with her mouth stuffed full of my teenage cock is almost enough to make me cum right then.

"You have the most gorgeous cock," she whispers after pulling back, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my shaft. "So much bigger than Jack's."

The comparison to her husband makes me throb harder. She smiles, seeing the effect her words have on me, then dives back down, taking me deeper this time. Her throat relaxes as my cock hits the back of it, causing her to gag slightly. The sound is wet and obscene in the quiet of the van.

"What was that?" Jack asks suddenly, his eyes flicking to the rearview mirror.

I freeze, but Angelina doesn't stop. If anything, she doubles down, sliding her mouth up and down my shaft with increased enthusiasm. The wet sounds of her mouth working my cock seem deafeningly loud to me.

"Nothing," I call back, amazed at how steady my voice sounds while Angelina's hot mouth envelops my cock. "Just, uh, stretching."

Jack nods and returns his attention to the road. Jesus Christ, this woman is going to be the death of me. Angelina looks up at me, her eyes watering slightly as she forces my cock deeper into her throat. The sight of her gagging on me while her husband drives makes my balls tighten.

Unable to resist any longer, I slide my hand into the top of her sundress, finding her breast and squeezing it roughly. Her nipple hardens instantly against my palm. Her tits are fucking perfect—full and firm, defying her age. I pinch her nipple between my fingers, causing her to moan around my cock.

The vibration sends shockwaves of pleasure through my body. I grab a fistful of her hair with my other hand, guiding her head as she bobs up and down on my shaft. Her mouth is sloppy now, drool coating my cock and balls, making everything deliciously wet and slick.

"That's it," I whisper, pushing her head down until my cock is buried to the hilt in her throat. She gags again, her throat constricting around me. "Take all of it."

Angelina's eyes water, mascara starting to run down her cheeks, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she swallows around me, her throat muscles massaging my length. My hand continues to knead her breast, feeling the weight of it in my palm as I roll her nipple between my fingers.

The contrast of her sophisticated appearance—designer sundress, perfectly manicured nails, expensive jewelry—with the sloppy, desperate way she's sucking my cock makes everything more intense. This high-class MILF is on her knees in the back of a van, choking on my dick while her husband chauffeurs us to their anniversary celebration.

I thrust up into her mouth, holding her head in place as I fuck her face with short, sharp movements. She takes it all, her eyes locked on mine, filled with lust and challenge. My other hand slips inside her dress to grab her other breast, squeezing both now as she continues to service me.

Her tits overflow in my hands, soft yet firm. I pull them free from her dress, admiring how they look with my teenage hands groping them. The sight of her—disheveled hair, smeared makeup, tits out, and lips stretched around my cock—is the hottest thing I've ever seen.

"You like sucking my cock where he could catch us any second, don't you?" I whisper, giving her tits a rough squeeze. "Fucking slut."

She moans in response, the vibration sending another jolt of pleasure through me. My balls tighten as I approach my climax, the risk of the situation pushing me closer to the edge. Angelina seems to sense it, her movements becoming more determined as she bobs faster on my cock.

My fingers dig into the soft flesh of her breasts as I fight to keep quiet, my orgasm building with each wet slide of her lips. Jack is still driving, completely unaware of the depravity happening just behind him. The thought makes my cock swell even larger in Angelina's talented mouth.

She pulls back slightly, focusing on the head of my cock, her tongue swirling around it while one hand pumps the shaft and the other massages my balls. The triple assault is almost too much to bear. My breath comes in short, sharp gasps as I struggle to maintain control.

"Fuck," I hiss, my hips jerking upward involuntarily. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

Angelina hums in acknowledgment, the sound sending vibrations through my cock that bring me right to the edge of climax. My hands continue to grope her tits roughly, pinching and tugging at her nipples as she works me with her mouth. The wet, sloppy sounds of her sucking fill the space between us, thankfully masked by the radio.

My entire body tenses as I hover on the brink of orgasm, every muscle tight with anticipation. Angelina's eyes meet mine, knowing exactly what she's doing to me, reveling in her power even as she submits to my grip on her hair and breasts. The contradiction is intoxicating—this powerful, beautiful woman choosing to debase herself for my pleasure while her husband remains oblivious.

I'm so close now, my cock throbbing between her lips, ready to explode.

"What's that gagging sound?" Jack's voice cuts through the music.

Angelina doesn't miss a beat though—her mouth continues working my cock, her throat constricting around my length as she takes me deeper. Her eyes flick up to mine, a mischievous glint visible through tears from gagging. She's not stopping. Holy fuck, she's actually not stopping. My heart pounds in my chest, adrenaline mixing with pleasure as Jack's eyes find us in the rearview mirror.

I make a split-second decision, leaning forward slightly while keeping one hand tangled in Angelina's hair, guiding her movements. "Sorry, Mr. Pitt. I'm giving Mrs. Pitt a special throat massage."

Jack's eyebrows rise in curiosity. "A throat massage? Never heard of that before."

Angelina chooses that exact moment to take me impossibly deeper, her nose pressing against my pelvis as she swallows around my cock. The gagging sound is unmistakable, wet and obscene. Instead of pulling back, she maintains eye contact with her husband in the mirror while her lips stretch around my shaft. The absolute fucking audacity of this woman makes my cock throb harder.

"Yeah," I manage to say, my voice only slightly strained. "It's great for, uh, vocal chord flexibility."

Jack nods thoughtfully, completely buying this bullshit explanation. "That's fascinating! Angelina's always finding new techniques. She's so talented."

You have no idea, I think, as his wife deepthroats my cock inches from where he sits. Angelina pulls back slightly, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my shaft, before diving back down.

"She's incredibly talented," I agree, giving her hair a tug that makes her moan around my cock. "Best I've ever had."

The double meaning is lost on Jack, who beams with pride. "I'm so blessed to have her. Sixteen years together, and she still surprises me every day."

Angelina hollows her cheeks, creating intense suction that nearly makes me groan out loud. Her hand cups my balls, squeezing gently as her tongue works the underside of my shaft. All while maintaining that innocent eye contact with her husband. The contrast between her angelic face in the mirror and the depraved things she's doing to my cock is mind-blowing.

"You're a lucky man," I say, meaning it in ways Jack could never comprehend. My free hand slips back into her dress, finding her breast and pinching her nipple hard enough to make her gasp around my cock.

"I know it," Jack continues, oblivious to his wife's gasp. "And I'm so glad she's found a trainer who understands her needs. The way you work with her is impressive."

I bite back a laugh. If only he knew how thoroughly I'm "working" his wife. My balls tighten as Angelina's throat constricts around my cock again, her gag reflex triggered by another deep thrust.

"We have a special connection," I reply, holding Angelina's gaze in the mirror as I guide her movements with my hand in her hair. "I know exactly what she needs."

Jack nods enthusiastically. "That's exactly what she tells me! 'Richard just gets me,' she says. I can't tell you how happy it makes me to see her so satisfied with her routine."

Each word from his mouth makes this hotter, more forbidden. Angelina seems to feel it too, her movements becoming more enthusiastic, more desperate. Her lipstick is completely smeared now, her mascara running down her cheeks from the tears triggered by her gagging. She looks thoroughly debauched, and it's the hottest thing I've ever seen.

My breathing becomes more labored as I approach my climax. The combination of Angelina's skilled mouth, the risk of being caught, and the sheer depravity of the situation pushes me closer to the edge. My cock swells even larger, stretching her lips as she continues to bob up and down.

"You know," Jack says, completely unaware of my building orgasm, "I was telling Angelina just last night how grateful I am for the changes in her since you started training her. She has so much more energy."

I bet she does, I think, remembering how she came multiple times yesterday with my cock buried inside her. My hips start to thrust upward involuntarily, fucking Angelina's mouth as she takes it all.

"Happy to help," I grunt, my voice strained as the pressure builds. "She's... very dedicated."

Angelina's eyes meet mine in the mirror, full of lust and challenge. She knows I'm close. Her free hand moves to her own breast, squeezing it through her dress as she continues to work my cock with her mouth. The sight of her touching herself while sucking me off is too much.

"Fuck," I whisper, too quiet for Jack to hear. "I'm gonna cum."

She doesn't pull away. Instead, she gives me a slight nod, permission granted. In one smooth motion, she pulls back just as I reach the point of no return. My cock springs free from her mouth, glistening with saliva, as I erupt. The first rope of hot cum lands across her cheek, the second across her parted lips. She sticks out her tongue, catching the third spurt directly as I continue to pulse in her hand.

The sight of Angelina's face covered in my cum while her husband sits feet away is the most erotic thing I've ever experienced. My cum drips down her chin, landing on her exposed breasts as she pumps the last few drops from my cock.

"Almost there?" Jack calls back, checking our progress on the GPS. "Should be about twenty more minutes to the vineyard."

Angelina's eyes never leave mine as she slowly, deliberately licks my cum from her lips. "Mmm," she hums, loud enough for Jack to hear. "That was so good."

"The massage technique?" Jack asks, his voice full of innocent curiosity.

"Yes, honey," she replies, finally looking away from me to meet her husband's eyes in the mirror. Her face is still splattered with my cum. "It's all about proper... release of tension."

I bite my lip to keep from laughing as I tuck my softening cock back into my pants. Angelina makes no move to clean the cum from her face, seemingly enjoying the feeling of it cooling on her skin. She leans forward, pressing a kiss to the tip of my cock through my jeans while her husband's attention returns to the road.

"We'll have to do more of these sessions at the vineyard," she whispers, guiding my hand back to her breast. "Jack's right—I need to maintain my routine."

I squeeze her tit roughly, watching as she bites her lip to stifle a moan. "Count on it, Mrs. Pitt."

She finally wipes some of my cum from her face, sucking it off her fingers with a wink. "I always do."

For the rest of the drive, I keep my hand inside her dress, casually playing with her nipple as Jack rambles on about wine and anniversary traditions. Angelina leans against me, occasionally pressing kisses to my neck, her face still marked with traces of my cum. By the time we reach the vineyard, I'm already hard again.

This weekend is going to be fucking incredible.


Chapter 3

The villa comes into view as Jack steers the van up a winding gravel driveway, and holy shit, this place is unreal. Sprawling stone walls covered in flowering vines, lavender fields stretching into the distance, and what looks like an infinity pool glittering in the afternoon sun. Angelina's hand squeezes my thigh, her eyes meeting mine with a silent promise of what's to come.

As we pull to a stop, I notice another car already parked in the circular drive. A girl about my age is pulling bags from the trunk, her ass perfectly outlined in white shorts so tiny they barely qualify as clothing. My dick, which has barely had time to recover from Angelina's mouth, immediately perks up again at the sight.

"Who's that?" I ask, not bothering to hide my interest as I watch the girl bend over to grab another bag.

Angelina follows my gaze, a knowing smile spreading across her face. "That's Isabella. Family friend. She's in college—a cheerleader, actually. Jack invited her to join us for the weekend."

Jack parks the van and waves enthusiastically at Isabella, who straightens up and turns toward us. Holy fuck. If her ass was impressive, the front view is even better. Her sundress is barely there, thin straps holding up a bodice that's struggling to contain her tits. Her blonde hair cascades over her shoulders, and her face is straight-up model quality—full lips, big blue eyes, and cheekbones that could cut glass.

"Jack! Angelina!" Isabella calls out, her voice bright and cheerful as she bounces—literally bounces, her tits jiggling with each step—toward the van.

I step out of the van, stretching my legs after the long drive, fully aware that my athletic build is on display in my tight t-shirt. Isabella's eyes immediately find me, scanning from my face down to my crotch and back up again. The interest in her gaze is unmistakable.

"And who is this?" she asks, stepping closer to me than strictly necessary. The scent of her perfume—something sweet and tropical—fills my nostrils.

"This is Richard," Angelina says, coming up beside me and placing a hand on my shoulder. "My personal trainer. We couldn't let my routine slip just because we're celebrating, right?"

Isabella's eyes light up. "A personal trainer? No wonder you're in such good shape." Her eyes linger on my chest and arms, not even trying to be subtle.

"Quarterback too," I add with a confident grin. "Just graduated high school."

"Impressive," Isabella purrs, twirling a strand of blonde hair around her finger. "I'm a cheerleader at State. Maybe you could show me some of your... moves later."

Jack, completely oblivious to the charged interaction, claps his hands together. "Let's get settled, shall we? Isabella, have you chosen a room yet?"

"I took the blue room upstairs," she replies, still not taking her eyes off me. "It has the best view of the pool."

"Perfect! Richard, you can take the green room next door," Jack says, grabbing bags from the trunk. "And Angelina and I will be in the master suite on the other end of the hall."

I catch Angelina's subtle smirk at this arrangement. The master suite on the opposite end means plenty of privacy for whatever mischief we decide to get into.

"Need help with those bags?" I ask Isabella, flexing slightly as I reach for her suitcase.

"My hero," she responds, brushing her fingers against mine as I take the bag. The contact is brief but deliberate, sending a clear message.

As we walk toward the villa, I'm treated to the sight of Isabella's ass swaying in front of me. The thin fabric of her sundress does nothing to hide the fact that she's either wearing a thong or nothing at all underneath. Combined with the memory of Angelina's mouth around my cock just an hour ago, I'm starting to think this weekend might be even more interesting than I anticipated.

The inside of the villa is as impressive as the outside—high ceilings, rustic stone walls, and huge windows that frame the vineyard views. Jack gives a quick tour, pointing out the kitchen, living areas, and a path that leads to what he describes as "the best feature of the property."

"Outdoor showers," he explains, gesturing toward stone paths winding through a secluded garden area. "Nothing better than showering under the open sky after a hot day."

Isabella's eyes find mine again. "Sounds exhilarating."

After unpacking and settling into my room, I decide to check out these famous outdoor showers. The drive was long, and I still feel the stickiness of Angelina's lipstick and saliva on my cock. A shower sounds perfect.

I follow the stone path Jack pointed out earlier, finding myself in a secluded garden area surrounded by tall hedges. The shower itself is a marvel of design—natural stone walls create a private space open to the sky above, with a massive rainfall showerhead mounted overhead.

Stripping off my clothes, I hang them on a hook and step under the shower. The water is the perfect temperature, cascading down my body in hot rivulets. I close my eyes, tilting my face up to let the water sluice over me. My mind wanders between Angelina's skilled mouth in the van and Isabella's obvious interest. My cock responds to the thoughts, thickening and rising despite having cum barely two hours ago.

The sound of the door latch clicking open breaks my reverie. I turn, water streaming down my naked body, to see Isabella standing in the doorway. Her eyes widen as she takes in my naked form, her gaze dropping immediately to my cock, which is now fully erect.

"Oh!" she gasps, but makes no move to leave. "I didn't know anyone was in here."

I make no attempt to cover myself, instead turning slightly to give her a better view. Her eyes remain fixed on my cock, her lips parting slightly.

"Like what you see?" I ask, unable to keep the smugness from my voice.

Isabella's cheeks flush pink, but her eyes are hungry as they travel up my torso, taking in my athletic build before returning to my erection. "Very impressive," she says, her voice husky. "Quarterback, personal trainer... and clearly gifted in other areas too."

Water continues to cascade down my body as we maintain eye contact. The tension between us is thick enough to cut with a knife.

"I should probably..." she begins, gesturing vaguely toward the door, but her feet remain rooted to the spot.

"Probably," I agree, running a hand down my abs, drawing her attention back to my body.

Isabella bites her lower lip, her chest rising and falling rapidly with quickened breath. "I'll just... let you finish. Enjoy the view."

She backs out slowly, her eyes not leaving my body until the last possible moment. As the door closes behind her, I catch a glimpse of her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

I wrap my hand around my cock, giving it a few strokes as I process what just happened. Between Angelina and now Isabella, this weekend is shaping up to be fucking epic. And it's only just begun.


Chapter 4

The beachside restaurant Jack picks for lunch is upscale as hell—all white linens and sparkling glasses with a view of the ocean that probably doubles the prices on the menu. Not that I give a shit about the view outside when the view across from me is Angelina in a low-cut blouse, giving me occasional glimpses of the tits I was groping in the van. And then there's Isabella, who slides onto the barstool next to mine while Jack and Angelina take a table on the restaurant's deck. She's wearing a sundress so thin I can see the outline of her hard nipples pressing against the fabric, and it rides up her thighs when she sits, exposing miles of tanned, toned leg.

"Hope you don't mind if I join you," Isabella says, leaning close enough that her breast brushes against my arm. "Jack and Angelina probably want some alone time. Anniversary and all that."

I glance over at their table. Angelina catches my eye and gives me a knowing smile before turning her attention back to her husband. The message is clear—she's fine with me entertaining myself with Isabella. Maybe even enjoys the idea.

"I don't mind at all," I reply, letting my eyes roam over Isabella's body without any attempt at subtlety. After the shower incident, there's no point in playing coy. We both know what's happening here.

Isabella orders some fruity cocktail, despite being underage. The bartender doesn't even ask for ID. Perks of looking like she does, I guess. I watch as she crosses her legs, letting her dress ride up even higher.

"So," she says, twirling her straw in her drink, "a quarterback and a personal trainer. What else are you good at, Richard?"

The way she says my name, drawing out each syllable, makes my cock stir in my shorts. "I'm good at a lot of things," I tell her, holding her gaze. "Things that require... stamina, focus, and knowing exactly how to use my hands."

Isabella's cheeks flush, but her eyes darken with desire. "I bet you are," she murmurs, leaning closer. "I saw quite a bit of evidence in the shower earlier."

I take a swig of my beer, setting it down before placing my hand on her bare thigh. Her skin is soft and warm beneath my palm. "What you saw was just the equipment. You haven't seen what I can do with it yet."

Her breath catches as my hand rests on her thigh, not moving yet, just establishing contact. "Is that an offer?" she asks, her voice lower now.

"Depends," I say, letting my thumb trace small circles on her skin. "On whether you're as adventurous as you seem."

Isabella uncrosses her legs, letting them fall slightly open—an invitation if I've ever seen one. "Try me."

That's all the encouragement I need. My hand slides higher up her thigh, pushing the hem of her dress up with it. Her skin is smooth and supple beneath my touch. I maintain eye contact as my fingers creep higher, watching her pupils dilate and her breathing quicken.

"Jack and Angelina are right over there," she whispers, but she makes no move to stop me. If anything, her legs spread a little wider.

"Adds to the thrill, doesn't it?" I reply, my hand now high enough that my pinky brushes against the edge of her panties—a thin strip of lace that barely qualifies as underwear.

Isabella takes a large sip of her cocktail, her free hand gripping the edge of the bar. "You're very sure of yourself," she says, but the slight tremor in her voice betrays her arousal.

"With good reason," I tell her, letting my fingers slip beneath the lace to find her already wet. "Seems like I'm not the only one who enjoyed the view in the shower."

Her eyes flutter closed for a moment as my finger traces her entrance, gathering her wetness before circling her clit. "Fuck," she breathes, barely audible over the restaurant noise.

I glance over at Jack and Angelina's table. They're engaged in conversation, completely oblivious to what's happening at the bar. Angelina laughs at something Jack says, her hand touching his arm in a show of affection. The sight of her playing devoted wife while I finger her young friend under the table makes my cock throb.

"Tell me," I say to Isabella, sliding a finger inside her while my thumb continues to work her clit, "have you been thinking about my cock since you saw it?"

She bites her lip, nodding as her hips make a subtle movement against my hand. "It's bigger than I expected," she admits, her voice breathy. "Much bigger."

I add a second finger, feeling her pussy clench around me. She's tight—tighter than Angelina—and so fucking wet. "And what were you planning to do about it?" I ask, curling my fingers to find that spot that makes her gasp.

"I—" she starts, then cuts herself off with a sharp intake of breath as I press harder. "I was hoping to find out if it feels as good as it looks."

My cock strains against my shorts at her words. "Keep talking like that, and you'll find out very soon," I promise, increasing the pace of my fingers.

Isabella's breathing becomes more ragged, her thighs tensing as I work her toward orgasm right here at the bar. A flush spreads across her chest, creeping up her neck to her cheeks. She's close, I can feel it in the way her pussy tightens around my fingers.

"Richard," she whispers urgently, her hand grabbing my wrist—not to stop me, but to keep me right where I am as she grinds against my palm.

Just as she's about to come, she suddenly jerks in her seat, and her cocktail spills across the bar and onto my shirt. The cold liquid seeps through the fabric, but I don't pull my fingers out of her pussy. If anything, the jolt seems to push her over the edge, and I feel her clench hard around me as she comes silently, her eyes locked on mine.

"Oh my god!" she exclaims, loud enough for nearby tables to hear. "I'm so clumsy! Your shirt is soaked."

I finally withdraw my fingers from between her legs, making sure Jack and Angelina can't see as I bring them to my mouth and suck them clean. Isabella's eyes widen at the gesture, her chest still heaving from her orgasm.

"We need to get you cleaned up," she says, her voice performing shock and concern while her eyes tell a completely different story. She stands, grabbing my arm and pulling me up. "Jack! I accidentally spilled my drink all over Richard's shirt. I'm going to help him clean up."

Jack looks over from their table, waving dismissively. "No problem! There's a bathroom down the hall, or you can head back to the villa if it needs more attention."

Angelina smirks, clearly understanding what's really happening. "Take your time," she calls out. "We're going to have another round of drinks and enjoy the view."

Isabella tugs at my arm, leading me toward the exit. "Come on, let's get you out of that wet shirt," she says, loud enough for Jack to hear.

As we step outside the restaurant, her hand slides down to grab my ass, giving it a firm squeeze. "I think we need to head back to the villa," she whispers. "I want to return the favor... thoroughly."

"Lead the way," I tell Isabella, letting my hand rest on the small of her back as we walk toward the parking lot. "I think my shirt needs very... thorough attention."

Her hand finds mine, guiding it back under her dress as we walk. "So do I," she says, pressing my fingers against her still-wet pussy. "So do I."

***

Isabella's hand is wrapped around mine as she pulls me away from the restaurant, not toward the parking lot like I expected, but down a narrow path leading to a secluded stretch of beach. The sun is starting to lower in the sky, casting long shadows between the trees and brush that line the shore. My pulse quickens as she tugs me behind a large outcropping of rocks, hidden from the main beach but still with a view of the ocean. Before I can say a word, she's on me—her lips crashing against mine, her body pressing me back against the rough stone surface. Her tongue pushes into my mouth, demanding and hungry. This girl isn't playing around.

"I've wanted to do this since I saw you in the shower," Isabella gasps between kisses, her hands already working at the buttons of my wet shirt. "I can't stop thinking about your cock."

I grab her wrists, spinning us around so she's the one pinned against the rocks. Her breath catches at the sudden movement, her eyes widening with excitement. I press my hardening cock against her stomach, letting her feel what she's doing to me.

"You want this cock?" I growl, nipping at her lower lip. "The one you couldn't take your eyes off of in the shower?"

She nods frantically, her hands breaking free from my grip to tangle in my hair. "Yes, fuck yes," she moans, pulling my mouth back to hers.

The kiss is all teeth and tongue, aggressive and messy. Her perfume fills my nostrils as I trail kisses down her neck, biting hard enough to leave marks. She whimpers, her hips bucking against mine. My hands find her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress, squeezing roughly. Her nipples are hard peaks against my palms.

"These tits," I mutter, pulling down the top of her dress to expose them. "Fucking perfect."

I take one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard while pinching the other between my fingers. Isabella's head falls back against the rock, her eyes closed in pleasure. When I bite down on her sensitive flesh, her eyes fly open with a gasp—and that's when I see it. Over her shoulder, standing on a distant dune, is Angelina.

My cock throbs at the sight of her. She's watching us, one hand resting casually on her hip, making no attempt to hide. Even from this distance, I can see the smile playing on her lips. The knowledge that she's watching sends a rush of adrenaline through my veins.

I lock eyes with Angelina as I roughly grab Isabella's ass, lifting her so she can wrap her legs around my waist. Isabella is oblivious to our audience, her attention focused entirely on grinding against the bulge in my shorts.

"You're so fucking hot," she moans, her hands working frantically to unbutton my shorts. "I need you inside me."

With my eyes still on Angelina, I push Isabella off me. She stumbles, confusion flashing across her face before I shove her to the ground. She lands on the sand with a soft thud, looking up at me with a mix of surprise and arousal.

"On your back," I command, my voice harsher than before. Knowing Angelina is watching makes me want to put on a show—to prove I can dominate this college cheerleader just as thoroughly as I've dominated her.

Isabella complies immediately, her chest heaving with anticipation as she lies back on the sand. I kneel between her legs, grabbing the front of her sundress with both hands and tearing it open. The fabric rips easily, exposing her body to my hungry gaze. Her lace panties are the only thing still covering her.

"Fuck, look at you," I growl, hooking my fingers into her panties and yanking them down her legs. "Spread your legs wider. I want to see that pussy."

She obeys, opening herself to me completely. Her pussy is glistening wet, pink and perfect. I glance up at Angelina again, finding her still watching. Her hand has moved from her hip, and even from this distance, I can tell she's touching herself through her clothes.

The sight drives me wild. I quickly free my cock from my shorts, not bothering to take them off completely. Isabella's eyes widen at the sight of it, even more impressive now that I'm fully erect than when she saw me in the shower.

"You want this?" I ask, stroking my length as I position myself between her legs. "Tell me how badly you want my cock in your tight little pussy."

"Please," she begs, reaching for me. "I need it. I need you inside me."

I slap her hands away. "Keep your hands above your head," I order. "You don't touch unless I say you can touch."

She immediately raises her arms, crossing her wrists above her head in a show of submission that makes my cock twitch. With my eyes on Angelina, I grab Isabella's hips and thrust into her in one hard movement.

"Fuck!" Isabella cries out, her back arching off the sand. She's tight around me, her pussy gripping my cock like a vise.

"That's right," I snarl, not giving her time to adjust before I start pounding into her. "Take that cock. This is what you wanted, isn't it? To get fucked by the biggest cock you've ever seen?"

"Yes!" she gasps, her tits bouncing with each thrust. "God, yes!"

I hook one arm under her knee, lifting it to drive deeper. The new angle makes her scream, her pussy clenching around me. All the while, I keep my eyes on Angelina, watching as she openly rubs herself now, her skirt hitched up to give her access.

"You're just a little slut, aren't you?" I taunt Isabella, slapping her tit hard enough to leave a red mark. "Getting fucked on the beach by a guy you just met. What would your cheerleading squad think if they could see you now?"

The degradation only seems to turn her on more. Her pussy gets wetter, making obscene squelching sounds as I pound into her. Sand sticks to her sweat-slicked back, her hair a wild mess around her head.

"I don't care," she moans. "Just don't stop. Please don't stop fucking me."

I grab her by the throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her airflow. "I'll stop when I'm good and ready," I tell her, increasing the force of my thrusts. "This pussy belongs to me now. Understand?"

She nods frantically, her eyes rolling back as I maintain pressure on her throat. I glance up at Angelina again, finding her skirt now bunched around her waist, her hand working furiously between her legs. The sight pushes me to fuck Isabella even harder.

"Look at you," I growl, releasing her throat to slap her face lightly. "Taking my cock like you were made for it. Is this what you do at college? Seduce guys and let them fuck you senseless?"

"Only the hot ones," she gasps, her body jolting with each thrust. "And none of them have a cock like yours. So. Fucking. Big."

I grab a handful of her hair, yanking her head back to expose her throat. My teeth scrape against her delicate skin as I bite and suck, marking her. All the while, my cock pistons in and out of her tight pussy, the wet sounds of our fucking echoing against the rocks. But my eyes stay locked on Angelina, watching as she pleasures herself to the sight of me dominating this young slut.

"You like being used like this?" I demand, giving Isabella's hair another sharp tug. "Like being my fucktoy while anyone could walk by and see you?"

"Yes!" she cries, her pussy clenching around me with each rough thrust. "Use me, Richard. I don't care who sees!"

If only she knew someone was already seeing—and enjoying—every second of her debasement. I fuck her harder, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of skin on skin, mixed with her desperate moans and the distant crash of waves, creates a primal soundtrack to our rutting.

"I'm going to fill this tight pussy with cum," I tell her, my voice rough with exertion. "Going to mark you as mine."

Isabella's eyes roll back, her body tensing beneath me. "Yes, please," she begs, her voice broken by the force of my thrusts. "Cum inside me. I want to feel it."

My gaze never leaves Angelina as I continue to pound into Isabella, using her body for both our pleasure while putting on a show for the watching MILF. This is better than any fantasy—fucking a hot college cheerleader while the sexy wife who started it all gets off on watching. I'm living every guy's dream, and I intend to make the most of it.

I slam into Isabella with punishing force, her body sliding slightly in the sand with each thrust. Her moans have become higher, almost pained, but her pussy grips me tighter with every stroke.

My focus is split—half on the hot cheerleader beneath me, and half on Angelina standing on the dune, her skirt hiked up around her waist now, fingers working frantically between her legs as she watches me dominate this college slut. The knowledge that she's getting off on this display of raw possession sends me into a frenzy, making me fuck Isabella harder than I've fucked anyone before. I want to show Angelina exactly what I'm capable of—how I can reduce this young, perfect body to a trembling, begging mess.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I growl at Isabella, grabbing her thighs and pushing them back until her knees nearly touch her shoulders. The position exposes her completely, allowing me to drive even deeper into her tight pussy. "Tell me how much you love this cock."

"I love it," she gasps, her words broken by the force of my thrusts. "It's so big... so deep... oh god!"

I glance up at Angelina, who's watching with undisguised hunger. Her hand moves faster between her legs, and even from this distance, I can see her chest heaving with labored breath. Our eyes lock, and she gives me a nod of approval, spurring me to new heights of aggression.

I pull almost completely out of Isabella before slamming back in with enough force to make her scream. My fingers dig into the flesh of her thighs, surely leaving bruises that she'll feel tomorrow. Each thrust drives her body deeper into the sand, her back arching as she takes everything I give her.

"Is this what you wanted when you pulled me down here?" I taunt, punctuating each word with a brutal thrust. "To get fucked so hard you can't walk straight? To have your tight little cheerleader pussy stretched out by my cock?"

"Yes!" she cries, her nails digging into her own palms as she keeps her arms above her head where I ordered them. "Yes, yes, yes!"

I release one of her legs to slap her across the face—not hard enough to hurt, but enough to shock her. Her pussy clenches around me in response, her eyes widening with a mix of surprise and arousal.

"Look at you," I snarl, slapping her tit next, watching it bounce from the impact. "You fucking love being treated like this. Like the slut you are."

Isabella's breathing becomes more erratic, her moans turning into high-pitched whines as I continue my relentless assault on her pussy. I can feel her starting to tighten around me, her orgasm building.

"You going to cum on my cock?" I demand, driving into her with even more force. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes across the empty beach. "Going to cum while I fuck this tight pussy raw?"

"Yes, I'm cumming," she wails, her back arching off the sand. "Oh god, Richard, I'm cumming!"

Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise as her orgasm rips through her. Her entire body shakes beneath me, but I don't slow down. If anything, her climax only encourages me to fuck her harder, driving through the tightness of her contracting muscles.

"That's right," I growl, maintaining eye contact with Angelina as Isabella convulses beneath me. "Squeeze my cock with that tight pussy."

Angelina's movements become more frantic as she watches Isabella cum. She's pulled her blouse open now, one hand squeezing her breast while the other works between her legs. The sight of her touching herself while watching me fuck this younger woman is intoxicating.

I grab Isabella's throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing as she comes down from her orgasm. Her eyes roll back, her mouth open in a silent gasp as I continue to pound into her over-sensitive pussy.

"We're not done yet," I tell her, maintaining the brutal pace. "I'm going to fuck another orgasm out of you whether you think you can take it or not."

"I can't," she whimpers, tears streaming down her face from the intensity. "It's too much."

I release her throat to slap her face again, harder this time. "You can and you will," I command. "This pussy belongs to me right now, and I'll use it however I want."

The degradation pushes her further into submission. Her body, which had tensed from oversensitivity, gradually relaxes again, accepting the continued assault of my cock. I glance up at Angelina, who's watching with rapt attention, her own pleasure building visibly.

I grab Isabella's hips, lifting them off the sand to change the angle of my thrusts. The new position allows me to hit her g-spot with each stroke, making her cry out with renewed pleasure.

"That's it," I grunt, driving into her with all my strength. "Take it. Take every fucking inch."

Isabella's moans become louder, more desperate. Her pussy is so wet now that each thrust makes an obscene squelching sound. I maintain eye contact with Angelina, putting on a show of dominance that has her working herself more frantically.

"You want my cum?" I ask Isabella, though my eyes never leave Angelina's. "Want me to fill this tight pussy with my load?"

"Yes," Isabella begs, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Cum inside me. Please, Richard, I need it!"

I can see Angelina's movements becoming more erratic, her body tensing as she approaches her own climax. The knowledge that she's getting off watching me fuck Isabella pushes me closer to the edge.

"Going to cum again?" I ask Isabella, feeling her pussy beginning to contract around me once more. "Going to cum on this big cock again?"

"Yes!" she screams, beyond caring who might hear her. "I'm cumming! Oh god, I'm cumming again!"

Her second orgasm is even more intense than the first. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her pussy gripping my cock in rhythmic pulses. Across the beach, I see Angelina's body go rigid, her head thrown back in silent ecstasy as she cums with us, the three of us locked in this twisted moment of shared pleasure.

The sight of Angelina cumming while watching us sends me over the edge. My balls tighten, and with a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt in Isabella's pussy and explode. Rope after rope of hot cum fills her, painting her insides with my seed. I groan through clenched teeth, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave marks as I empty myself inside her.

"Fuck," I grunt, continuing to thrust shallowly as the last pulses of my orgasm subside. "Take it all."

Isabella lies beneath me, completely spent, her body covered in a sheen of sweat and sand. Her chest heaves with each breath, her eyes unfocused and dazed. I pull out slowly, watching my cum leak from her well-fucked pussy.

Without warning, I grab her by the hair and yank her up to a sitting position. She gasps in surprise, still too overwhelmed to resist. I press my still-hard cock against her face, smearing the mixture of her juices and my cum across her cheeks and lips.

"Clean it," I order, pushing the head of my cock against her mouth.

She obediently opens her lips, licking my shaft clean with dull, mechanical movements. Her eyes are glazed, her body still trembling from the intensity of what just happened. When I'm satisfied, I push her back down onto the sand.

"Stay here and think about what just happened," I tell her, tucking my cock back into my shorts. "Maybe I'll come find you later for round two."

I stand up, leaving Isabella lying naked and cum-covered on the beach. Her dress is torn beyond repair, her body marked with handprints and the beginnings of bruises. She looks thoroughly used, exactly as I intended.

I glance toward the dune where Angelina was standing, but she's already gone—probably heading back to the villa or the restaurant. I smile to myself, knowing that this weekend has only just begun.

As I walk away, leaving Isabella to collect herself, I feel a surge of power that goes beyond physical satisfaction. I wipe the sand from my knees and head back toward the path, already thinking about my next encounter with either—or both—of these insatiable women.


Chapter 5

I watch her from the shadows of the villa, my cock hardening instantly at the sight of Angelina in that dress. She floats through the anniversary celebration like a fantasy come to life, her blonde hair catching the evening light, completely unaware of how badly I want to bend her over right here, right now. Jack, that blind fool, stands beside her, clueless about what his wife and I have been doing for weeks. My fingers twitch with anticipation, remembering the feel of her skin, the taste of her mouth, the way she moans when I'm inside her.

The vineyard is packed with guests celebrating their anniversary, all dressed in formal attire, drinking expensive wine. None of that matters. All I see is Angelina. My eyes never leave her as she mingles, laughs, accepts congratulations. Each movement she makes sends a jolt straight to my groin.

Her dress is a work of art—low-cut, revealing the deep valley between her tits. It hugs every curve of her body like it was painted on, the silky material clinging to her ass when she moves. Her legs, toned and smooth, extend forever before ending in fuck-me heels that make her calves flex in a way that has my mouth watering. The dress is cut low enough that I can see the swell of her massive tits each time she leans forward to accept a kiss on the cheek from some guest.

I shift uncomfortably against the wall, adjusting my growing erection. Her nipples are just visible beneath the thin fabric, hardened peaks that beg for my mouth. Her lips are full and glossy, and I know exactly how they feel wrapped around my cock. Her blonde hair falls in waves around her shoulders, and I imagine grabbing fistfuls of it while I pound into her from behind. At forty, Angelina puts every college girl I've fucked to shame. Her body is tight and responsive, a perfect fuck toy with the experience to know exactly how to make me lose control.

She excuses herself from a conversation, glass of champagne in hand, and heads toward the staircase. This is my chance. I slip away from my position and take the back hallway to the second floor. My heart pounds in my chest, not from nervousness but from pure, animal anticipation. I position myself in the master bedroom, the one she and Jack share, and wait in the shadows.

The door opens, and Angelina steps in, her back to me as she closes it. Before she can turn around, I pounce. My hand clamps around her wrist, spinning her around. Her champagne sloshes over the rim of her glass.

"Richard!" she gasps, those perfect lips parting in surprise. "What are you—"

I don't let her finish. With my free hand, I grab the glass and set it on the dresser, then drag her deeper into the room. Her perfume fills my nostrils, expensive and intoxicating. I kick the door shut behind us, the click of the latch sealing us in.

"I've been watching you all night," I growl, pulling her against me. "Teasing me in that fucking dress."

"Richard, we can't. Not here. Jack is—"

"Jack is downstairs, about to give his speech about his perfect wife," I sneer, backing her up until her shoulders hit the wall. "While I'm up here, about to fuck her brains out."

Her protest dies as my mouth crashes against hers. I kiss her hard, possessively, my tongue forcing its way between her lips. She tries to push against my chest, but I grab both her wrists and pin them above her head with one hand. My other hand moves to her throat, not squeezing, just holding her in place, showing her who's in charge.

Through the open window, I hear the tinkling of a spoon against glass. Jack's voice floats up, amplified by a microphone.

"I'd like to thank everyone for joining us on this special day..."

His words fade into background noise as I press my body against Angelina's, letting her feel how hard I am through my pants. My knee pushes between her thighs, spreading them apart. She whimpers into my mouth, a sound caught between protest and desire.

"Your husband is down there," I whisper against her ear, "telling everyone how lucky he is to have you." I bite her earlobe, hard enough to make her gasp. "And he has no idea that his wife is nothing but a slut for my young cock."

Her body shivers against mine. This is our game—her resistance, my domination. We both know she wants it as badly as I do. My hand releases her throat and moves to her breast, roughly squeezing through the thin fabric of her dress. Her nipple hardens against my palm.

"...sixteen wonderful years with the most beautiful woman I've ever known," Jack's voice continues from outside.

I laugh low in my throat, my fingers finding the zipper at the back of her dress. "Sixteen years with that old man, and he still doesn't know how to fuck you properly."

My teeth graze her neck as I tug the zipper down, exposing the smooth skin of her back. She's not wearing a bra. Of course she isn't. My free hand slides inside her dress, around to her front, cupping her bare breast. Her skin is hot to the touch, her nipple a hard pebble against my palm.

"Richard," she breathes, "someone could come up—"

"Then you'd better be quiet," I warn, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her bite her lip to stifle a cry.

Outside, Jack is talking about their first date, their wedding, how much he loves and cherishes Angelina. The irony makes my cock throb painfully against my zipper. I release her wrists to yank her dress down, exposing both of her perfect tits to my hungry gaze. They're large and firm, defying gravity in a way that makes me wonder if they're real. I don't care. They're mine now.

I lower my head and capture one nipple between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her squirm. My hands grip her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh with bruising force. She's panting now, her initial resistance melting away as desire takes over. I know all the right buttons to push with her.

"Tell me you want it," I command, my voice husky with need. "Tell me you want my cock more than his."

Her eyes dart to the door, then back to me. There's fear there, but it's overpowered by the lust I see burning in her gaze. "I want it," she whispers. "I want you."

My hand slides up her thigh, pushing the hem of her dress higher until my fingers find the lace edge of her panties. They're already wet. I smirk, rubbing my fingertips against the damp fabric.

"You're such a fucking whore," I murmur against her breast. "Getting wet while your husband talks about how much he loves you."

I pull the crotch of her panties aside and thrust two fingers inside her without warning. She's soaking, her pussy welcoming me in with a hungry clench. I curl my fingers, finding that spot inside her that makes her knees buckle.

"...and I promise to love you for the rest of our lives," Jack's voice floats through the window, accompanied by applause.

"Hear that?" I taunt, pumping my fingers in and out of her dripping cunt. "He loves you. What would he think if he knew you were up here, getting fingered by a teenager while he gives his speech?"

Her only response is a muffled moan as I cover her mouth with my free hand, my fingers working inside her with increasing speed. Her body trembles against the wall, trapped between the hard surface and my harder body. I own her in this moment, control her pleasure, command her desire. And there's nothing that gets me hotter than that.

I grab Angelina by the waist, lifting her off her feet like she weighs nothing. Her eyes widen as I carry her to the king-sized bed and throw her down onto the mattress. She bounces, her tits jiggling with the movement, her dress bunched around her waist. The look on her face, that perfect mixture of fear and desire, makes my cock throb with need. I'm going to fuck her right here while her pathetic husband gives his speech about their perfect life together.

I grab the front of her dress and yank. The expensive fabric tears easily in my hands, the sound of ripping cloth drowning out her gasp. I tear it open all the way down, exposing her body to my hungry eyes. Her panties are the only thing left besides those fuck-me heels she's wearing.

"These stay on," I growl, running my hand along the sleek stiletto heel. Then I hook my fingers into her lace panties and rip those off too, the delicate material giving way with a satisfying tear.

Now she's spread out before me like a feast, completely naked except for those heels. Her blonde hair fans out across the pillows, her chest heaving with each breath. Her tits are perfect—large, round, with hard pink nipples pointing straight up. Her stomach is flat, toned from hours at the gym. Between her legs, her pussy is waxed completely bare, glistening with her arousal.

"Look at you," I say, my voice thick with lust. "All dolled up for your anniversary, and here you are, naked and wet for an eighteen-year-old's cock."

Through the window, I can still hear Jack droning on about their perfect marriage. The sound of his voice makes my cock even harder. I unbuckle my belt, the metal clinking as I unzip my pants and pull out my throbbing erection. Angelina's eyes fix on it, her lips parting slightly.

"This is what you want, isn't it?" I stroke myself slowly, showing off my size. "This is what keeps you coming back."

"Yes," she whispers, her resistance completely gone now. Her thighs part wider in invitation.

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her legs. My cock brushes against her entrance, feeling the heat and wetness there. I don't ease into her—that's not what she needs from me. Instead, I grab her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh, and thrust into her with one hard stroke.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her back arching off the bed.

"Shut up," I hiss, slapping my hand over her mouth. "Unless you want your husband to hear what a slut you are."

Her eyes roll back as I start to move, my hips driving forward with relentless force. Each thrust sends a jolt through her body, making her tits bounce. The wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of her fills the room, along with my grunts and her muffled moans.

"...and through all the challenges we've faced," Jack's voice floats through the window, "Angelina has always been my rock, my support..."

I laugh, removing my hand from her mouth so I can grab her hair instead. "Hear that? You're his rock." I pull her hair hard, forcing her head back, exposing the smooth column of her throat. "What would he think if he saw his rock now, with my cock buried inside her?"

"Please," she gasps, her nails digging into my forearms. "Harder."

I give her what she begs for, driving into her with punishing force. The headboard starts to bang against the wall with each thrust, the bed creaking beneath us. My balls slap against her ass with each stroke, a rhythm that drowns out Jack's speech in my ears.

Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and tight and slick. It's better than any girl my age—Angelina knows how to use her body, how to clench around me in a way that nearly makes me lose control. But I won't. Not yet. Not until I've made her come apart.

I shift my angle, hitting that spot inside her that makes her whole body shudder. Her legs wrap around my waist, those heels digging into my back, pulling me deeper. My hands find her tits, squeezing them roughly, pinching her nipples between my fingers until she gasps in that mixture of pain and pleasure I know drives her wild.

"You love this, don't you?" I taunt, my voice husky with exertion. "Getting fucked by a teenager while your husband talks about how much he loves you."

Her only response is a choked moan as I thrust particularly hard, making her whole body jerk. I can feel her getting closer, her walls fluttering around my cock. My hands grip her tits harder, using them as leverage to pull her into each thrust.

"That's it," I growl, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Take it. Take all of it."

Sweat drips down my chest as I pound into her without mercy. The slap of skin on skin grows louder, faster, more urgent. Her eyes are unfocused now, glazed over with lust. Her lips move soundlessly, forming words she can't speak.

"You gonna come?" I demand, slowing my pace to torment her, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. "You gonna come on my cock while he's down there talking about your marriage?"

"Yes," she whimpers, her voice breaking. "Yes, please, Richard, please..."

"Then do it," I command, resuming my punishing rhythm. "Come for me. Now."

As if on cue, her body goes rigid beneath me. Her back arches off the bed, her pussy clenching around my cock in rhythmic pulses. Her mouth opens in a silent scream, her eyes rolling back. I slam my hand over her mouth just in time to muffle the cry that tears from her throat as she comes harder than Jack has probably ever made her come in their fifteen years of marriage.

I don't slow down. I fuck her through her orgasm, prolonging it, intensifying it, watching her face contort with pleasure so intense it borders on pain. Her whole body shakes, her legs trembling around my waist, her fingers clutching desperately at the sheets.

"That's right," I hiss, "give it all to me."

When her orgasm finally subsides, leaving her limp and panting beneath me, I still don't stop. I keep fucking her with the same relentless pace, chasing my own pleasure now. My teeth find the soft skin where her neck meets her shoulder, and I bite down, hard enough to leave a mark. She gasps, her oversensitive body jerking beneath me.

I run my tongue along the column of her throat, tasting the salt of her sweat. Then I capture her mouth in a bruising kiss, my tongue invading just like my cock. When I pull back, I hover over her face, letting a string of saliva fall from my mouth to hers. She opens obediently, accepting it, her eyes locked on mine in a mixture of submission and defiance that makes my cock throb inside her.

"You're mine," I growl, punctuating each word with a hard thrust. "Not his. Mine."

And as Jack's speech outside reaches its emotional climax, met with applause and cheers, I continue to fuck his wife senseless, marking her as mine in every way I can.

I pull my cock out of her soaking pussy with a wet sound that makes me smirk. She's still trembling from her orgasm, her chest heaving with each ragged breath. But I'm nowhere near done with her. Without warning, I grab her hips and flip her over onto her stomach. She tries to push herself up, but I press my hand between her shoulder blades, forcing her face down into the pillow.

"Richard, what are you—" Her question cuts off in a gasp as I yank her hips up, positioning her ass in the air. Those heels lift her perfectly, presenting her to me like the fuck toy she is.

"You know what I want," I growl, running my hand over the smooth curve of her ass. Her skin is flushed and hot under my palm. I give her a sharp slap, watching the flesh jiggle and redden instantly.

"Not that," she whispers, turning her head to look at me with wide eyes. "Not here, Richard. Jack will be up soon—"

"Jack's too busy basking in the applause," I say, spitting into my palm and slicking it over my cock. I'm still rock hard, glistening with her pussy juices. "Besides, you love it when I fuck your ass."

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her tight hole. She tenses, her fingers gripping the sheets in anticipation of what's coming. I lean forward, my chest against her back, my lips against her ear.

"Relax," I command, even as I start to push forward with relentless pressure.

She tries—I can feel her body struggling to obey—but when the head of my cock breaches her tight ring, she can't help the cry that escapes her lips. I clamp my hand over her mouth again, muffling the sound as I continue to push deeper.

"Fuck, you're tight," I hiss through clenched teeth. The resistance of her body only makes it better, the way she squeezes around me like she's trying to push me out. But I won't be denied. Inch by inch, I force my cock into her ass, feeling her body trembling beneath mine.

Tears leak from the corners of her eyes, but I know she can take it. She always does. And beneath the pain, I know there's pleasure—the kind of twisted, forbidden pleasure that keeps her coming back to me instead of staying faithful to her doting husband.

When I'm buried to the hilt, my balls pressed against her pussy, I pause for a moment. Not out of mercy, but to savor the sensation of her body gripping me so tightly it's almost painful. Then I start to move.

I don't go slow. I don't give her time to adjust. I pull back and slam forward, setting a brutal pace from the beginning. Each thrust makes her whole body jerk, her face pressed into the pillow, muffling her cries. Her hands fist in the sheets so tightly her knuckles turn white.

"This is what you need," I pant, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. "This is what that old man can't give you."

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back sharply. Her back arches, forcing her to take me even deeper. The sight of her like this—her face contorted with that perfect mixture of pain and pleasure, her body bent to my will—sends a surge of power through me that's almost as intoxicating as the physical sensation.

"Tell me you love it," I demand, pulling her hair harder, using it like reins to control her movements.

"I—I love it," she gasps, her voice broken and strained.

"Louder," I growl, punctuating the command with a particularly brutal thrust.

"I love it!" she cries out, loudly enough that for a moment I worry someone might hear. But the music and chatter from the party below drown out her voice.

I release her hair and move my hand to her throat, wrapping my fingers around it and squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her pulse races beneath my palm, her life literally in my hands as I continue to pound into her ass.

"Whose are you?" I demand, my voice husky with exertion. "Tell me who you belong to."

"You," she chokes out, the word barely audible through my grip on her throat. "I'm yours, Richard."

"That's right," I growl, increasing the pressure slightly. "Not his. Mine to fuck however I want."

Her body responds to my words, to my control, her ass clenching around me even tighter. I can feel her pushing back against me now, meeting my thrusts, her body betraying her desire despite the pain. That's what I love about Angelina—the way she surrenders completely to the pleasure, even when it hurts.

I release her throat, allowing her to gulp in air. My hand slides down her sweat-slicked back, feeling the bumps of her spine, the trembling of her muscles as I continue to drive into her relentlessly. My other hand reaches around to find her clit, still swollen and sensitive from her earlier orgasm.

"No, I can't—" she tries to protest, but her words dissolve into a moan when my fingers make contact with her sensitive bud.

"You can, and you will," I tell her, rubbing her clit in time with my thrusts. "You're going to come with my cock in your ass."

Her whole body shudders at my words. I lean down, my chest pressed against her back, my lips at her ear.

"You're such a fucking slut," I whisper, my voice low and cruel. "Getting your ass fucked by a teenager while your husband's anniversary party goes on downstairs."

She moans, the sound muffled by the pillow. My fingers move faster on her clit as my hips maintain their punishing rhythm. The dual stimulation is too much for her—I can feel her body starting to tense, building toward another release.

"That's it," I encourage, my breath hot against her ear. "Take it. Take every inch. Show me what a whore you are for my cock."

Her breathing grows more erratic, her body trembling beneath mine. I know she's close. I fuck her harder, each thrust making the headboard slam against the wall, the bed creaking in protest. In this moment, I don't care if anyone hears. Let them hear. Let them all know what's happening in this room.

"Richard," she gasps, my name a broken plea on her lips. "Richard, please..."

"Please what?" I taunt, though I know exactly what she needs.

"Don't stop," she begs. "Don't stop fucking me."

And I don't. I continue to pound into her ass, my fingers working her clit, my other hand returning to her hair to pull her head back, forcing her to arch her spine at an almost painful angle. The sight of her like this, completely at my mercy, completely mine, fuels my relentless pace.

I rip my cock out of her ass with a grunt, leaving her gaping and trembling on the bed. My dick is slick and filthy, covered in her juices and more. The sight of her like this—ass in the air, face pressed into the pillow, her whole body quivering—makes me throb with a new kind of hunger. I want to see her on her knees now, want to watch her take me in her mouth, want to feel those perfect lips stretched around my girth.

"Get up," I command, grabbing her arm and yanking her off the bed. Her legs are unsteady, those heels clicking against the hardwood floor as she struggles to find her balance. I don't give her time to recover, pushing her down to her knees in front of me. "Open your mouth."

Her eyes widen when she sees what I expect from her—my cock, still dirty from her ass, hovering inches from her face. She hesitates, just for a second, and I tangle my fingers in her blonde hair, gripping tightly.

"I said: open your mouth," I repeat, my voice low and dangerous.

She complies, her lips parting reluctantly. I don't ease into it—there's no gentleness in me now. I thrust forward, burying my cock in her mouth in one hard stroke. She gags instantly, her throat constricting around my head, her hands flying up to push against my thighs. I ignore her resistance, holding her head in place as I start to fuck her face with the same relentless rhythm I used on her ass.

"That's it," I groan, watching my length disappear between her stretched lips. "Take it all."

Tears spring to her eyes as she struggles to breathe around my intrusion. Her makeup is running, mascara leaving dark tracks down her cheeks. Spit dribbles from the corners of her mouth, adding to the mess on my cock. The wet, choking sounds she makes as I hit the back of her throat over and over send jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, my hands controlling her movement completely. Sometimes I hold her still, buried to the hilt until she's struggling for air, her nails digging into my thighs in desperation. Then I'll pull back just enough to let her gasp before pushing in again.

"Look at me," I command. When her watery eyes meet mine, I feel a surge of power that's almost as good as the physical sensation. "This is what you are. A fucktoy. My fucktoy."

Her throat convulses around my cock as she gags again, but she doesn't look away. There's something in her eyes—humiliation, desire, surrender—that pushes me closer to the edge. I increase my pace, my hips snapping forward with brutal force, using her mouth like I used her other holes.

"Fuck," I hiss through clenched teeth, feeling my orgasm building. "I'm gonna cum all over that pretty face. Show your husband what you really are."

Her eyes widen at my words, a fresh tear spilling down her cheek. I can feel my balls tightening, the pressure building at the base of my spine. With a growl, I yank my cock from her mouth, still holding her hair tightly to keep her in place.

"Open," I command, stroking myself rapidly with my free hand. She obeys, her lips parting, her tongue extending slightly as if in offering.

My orgasm hits like a freight train, my whole body tensing as the first rope of cum shoots across her face, landing in a thick stripe from her forehead to her chin. I continue stroking, aiming deliberately, covering her face in my seed—her cheeks, her nose, her open mouth, her eyelids. She flinches with each splash but doesn't pull away, accepting her marking with the submission I've trained into her over our months together.

When the last drop has been wrung from me, I step back to admire my handiwork. She looks absolutely debauched—her perfectly styled hair now a tangled mess, her expensive makeup ruined, her face glazed with my cum. It drips from her chin onto her bare breasts, runs down her neck in rivulets. Her eyes, when she finally opens them, are red-rimmed and dazed.

"Fucking perfect," I mutter, reaching for her hair. I grab a handful of those blonde locks and use them to wipe my cock clean, smearing the remaining filth from our activities into her once-pristine hairstyle. She winces but doesn't protest, remaining on her knees before me.

I'm just tucking myself back into my pants when the door handle turns. We both freeze, eyes locked on the door as it swings open to reveal Jack standing in the doorway, a glass of champagne in each hand.

"Angelina, honey, I was wondering where you—" His words cut off abruptly as he takes in the scene before him. His wife, naked on her knees, face covered in cum, hair a tangled mess. Me, standing over her, still in the process of zipping up my pants. The room reeks of sex, the sheets rumpled and stained.

For a long moment, nobody moves. Jack's eyes are wide behind his glasses, his mouth hanging open in shock. The champagne glasses tremble in his hands, liquid sloshing dangerously close to the rim. Angelina makes a small, choked sound, her hands rising instinctively to cover herself.

I'm the first to break the silence, my voice casual, almost bored.

"Hey, Mr. Pitt. Great speech."

He blinks rapidly, as if trying to make sense of what he's seeing. "What... what is..." He can't even form a complete sentence.

I see Angelina's panic, the way her body tenses as if preparing for the explosion. But I've always been quick on my feet, especially in tight situations. I step forward, putting myself between her and Jack.

"Angelina wasn't feeling well," I explain smoothly. "Said her back was killing her. I offered to help her with a massage?" I flex my fingers as if demonstrating. "Then she got sick. All over herself. I was just helping her clean up."

It's the most ridiculous lie, completely contradicted by the evidence in front of him. But Jack is a meek man, and denial is a powerful force. I watch the conflict play across his face—what he's seeing versus what he wants to believe.

"Is... is that true, Angelina?" he asks, his voice small and uncertain.

I glance back at her, a warning in my eyes. She swallows hard, then nods, not trusting herself to speak. A glob of my cum chooses that moment to drip from her chin onto her breast. Jack's eyes follow it, then quickly dart away.

"Well, she's feeling better now," I continue, buttoning my shirt as if nothing unusual is happening. "Just needed to... get it all out of her system."

I pat Jack on the shoulder as I pass him, feeling him flinch under my touch. At the doorway, I pause and turn back, unable to resist one final twist of the knife.

"Happy anniversary, by the way," I say with a grin. "Sixteen years, huh? That's impressive. Angelina was just telling me how... satisfied she is."

Jack's face is ashen, his knuckles white around the champagne glasses. Angelina remains on her knees, silent and still, her eyes downcast. I give Jack a wink and slip out of the room, leaving them to deal with the aftermath of my visit. As I head back down to the party, straightening my tie, I can't help the smug smile that spreads across my face.

She's his wife, but she's my slut. And now, on some level, he knows it too.

.
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