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Chapter 1

I slam my cock into Angelina's pussy, watching her eyes roll back in her head. My hands grip her hips hard enough to leave marks as I drive into her again and again. Her tits bounce with each thrust, and I can't help but stare at how fucking hot this 40-year-old MILF looks spread out underneath me, her blonde hair splayed across the pillow, her lips parted in a silent scream of pleasure.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, pushing deeper inside her. "You like getting fucked by an eighteen-year-old quarterback?"

"God, yes, Richard!" she moans, her fingers clawing at my back. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I oblige, pounding into her with all the strength my athletic body can muster. Being the star quarterback has its advantages—stamina, strength, and a line of horny women waiting to fuck me. But none of them compare to Angelina Pitt, my insanely hot neighbor with the body of a college cheerleader and the sexual appetite of a woman half her age.

"Such a dirty fucking MILF," I hiss, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Cheating on your husband with a teenager. What would Jack think if he knew his wife was getting railed by the neighbor kid?"

The mention of her husband makes her walls clench around me. She loves the danger, the thrill of possibly getting caught. As far as her clueless husband knows, I'm just Angelina's personal trainer, helping her stay fit while he's busy with work. If only he knew the kind of "workouts" we're really doing.

"He thinks—" she gasps as I hit a particularly sensitive spot, "—you're just showing me stretches."

I laugh, a harsh sound that fills the bedroom. "Oh, I'm stretching you alright."

My fingers find their way to her mouth. I hook them inside, pulling at the corner of her lips as I continue to fuck her. She gags slightly, but her eyes flash with excitement. Angelina loves it rough, loves being used. That's why we work so well together—a horny teenager with no limits and a neglected housewife who craves the kind of aggressive fucking her meek husband could never give her.

"Such a good little slut," I mutter, pushing my fingers deeper into her mouth, feeling her tongue swirl around them.

My other hand finds her hair, wrapping the blonde strands around my fist before yanking her head back sharply. She yelps, the sound muffled by my fingers, but her pussy grips me tighter. I can feel her getting wetter, her juices coating my cock as I slam into her over and over.

"This what you needed? A young stud to fuck the shit out of you while your husband's at work?" I release her hair only to move my hand to her throat, squeezing just enough to make her gasp for air. "Answer me, you fucking whore."

"Yes!" she chokes out as I ease the pressure slightly. "Needed you, Richard! Needed your big cock!"

I spit on her face, watching the saliva drip down her cheek. Rather than being disgusted, she moans louder, her hips bucking up to meet my thrusts. This is what gets Angelina off—being degraded, treated like nothing but a hole to fuck. And I'm more than happy to give her what she wants.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," she whimpers, her eyes wide and desperate. "Please don't stop, please don't stop, please don't—"

Her words dissolve into a scream as her orgasm hits. Her back arches off the bed, her nails digging into my shoulders hard enough to draw blood. Her pussy spasms around my cock, squeezing and pulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her.

Most guys would slow down, let her enjoy the moment. Not me. I increase my pace, fucking her through her orgasm and beyond, watching as her eyes glaze over from the overstimulation.

"Did I say you could cum?" I growl, tightening my grip on her throat again. "Fucking slut. Taking your pleasure before I'm done with you."

"I'm sorry," she gasps, tears of pleasure streaming down her face. "I couldn't help it."

"Then you'll take your punishment like a good whore," I tell her, flipping her over onto her stomach in one swift movement.

I grab her ass, squeezing the firm flesh between my fingers before delivering a sharp slap. The sound echoes through the room, followed immediately by her moan. I slap her again, harder this time, watching as a red handprint blooms on her pale skin.

My cock finds her entrance again, and I slam back inside her, the new angle allowing me to go even deeper. She buries her face in the pillow to muffle her screams as I set a brutal pace, my balls slapping against her with each thrust.

"Look at you," I taunt, grabbing a fistful of her hair again and yanking her head up. "Fucking pathetic. Getting off on being used by a teenager. What would your friends think if they could see you now?"

"Oh god, Richard, yes!" she moans, ignoring my question. Her words are slurred, her mind too far gone in pleasure to form coherent thoughts.

I release her hair only to wrap both hands around her throat from behind, squeezing as I continue to pound into her. Her pussy grips me like a vice as her oxygen is restricted, her body trembling beneath me.

"This cunt belongs to me," I growl into her ear. "Say it. Tell me who owns this married pussy."

"You do," she chokes out. "You own it, Richard. All yours!"

I spit on the back of her neck, watching as it trails down her spine. My hands move from her throat to her tits, groping and squeezing the soft flesh roughly. I pinch her nipples, twisting them until she cries out in that perfect blend of pain and pleasure.

"Fucking whore," I hiss, feeling my own orgasm building. "Letting an eighteen-year-old use you like this. Bet your husband couldn't make you cum like I do."

"Never," she gasps. "Not like you. Nobody fucks me like you do."

Her words fuel my ego, my pace becoming even more frantic as I chase my release. I'm nowhere near done with Angelina Pitt. This afternoon has just begun, and I plan to use every inch of her body before I'm through.

The sound of the front door opening freezes us both mid-thrust. Angelina's eyes go wide, meeting mine in a moment of panic that quickly shifts to something else—excitement. I feel her pussy clench tighter around my cock as the danger registers. Her husband is home, just one floor below us, while I'm balls deep inside his wife. The thrill of almost being caught sends an electric current through my body, making my cock throb inside her.

"Don't you fucking dare stop," she whispers, her voice barely audible. Her legs wrap tighter around my waist, pulling me deeper.

I cover her mouth with my hand and continue to thrust, slower now but just as deep. The floor creaks beneath us with each movement, and I wonder if Jack can hear it. The thought should terrify me, but instead, it only makes me harder, my teenage hormones feeding off the danger.

"Angelina?" Jack's voice calls up from downstairs. "You home, honey?"

For a split second, I think about pulling out, about diving into the closet or under the bed like in some bad sitcom. But Angelina's eyes lock with mine, challenging me. She reaches up and peels my hand from her mouth.

"Yes, I'm upstairs, Jack!" she calls back, her voice impressively steady despite the fact that I'm still buried inside her. "Richard is here helping me with some new stretches!"

I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing. Stretches. Yeah, I'm stretching her alright—stretching her pussy around my cock while her husband stands just below us. I resume my thrusting, watching as she struggles to maintain her composure.

"That's great!" Jack calls back. The stairs creak as he starts to ascend, and I feel a momentary flash of genuine panic.

"We're in the middle of a set!" Angelina quickly adds, her voice rising an octave. "Don't come up, you'll break my concentration!"

The creaking stops. "Okay, okay," Jack says, sounding slightly confused but not suspicious. "I just wanted to tell you I've been looking at some cruise packages for next month. I thought we could use a vacation."

I slow my thrusts, curious about this development. Angelina, however, seems annoyed by my hesitation and grinds her hips against mine, urging me to continue. I oblige, sliding almost completely out before slamming back in, making her gasp.

"That sounds wonderful," she calls down, her words punctuated by a soft moan that I hope Jack can't hear. "Which cruise line?"

"Ocean Paradise," he replies. "It's that luxury one you were looking at in the brochure last month. Ten days, Caribbean islands."

Angelina's hand grips my ass, pulling me deeper as she formulates her response. "You should book it," she says, her voice strained as I hit that spot deep inside her that makes her see stars. "But make sure you get three tickets."

There's a pause from downstairs. "Three?" Jack asks.

"Yes," she says, looking directly into my eyes with a mischievous grin. "One for Richard too. I don't want to miss my workout routine while we're away."

I can't believe what I'm hearing. Ten days on a cruise with Angelina, fucking her in a tiny cabin while her oblivious husband is just next door? My cock twitches at the thought, and I increase my pace, my hips slapping against hers with renewed enthusiasm.

"Oh," Jack says, sounding surprised but not suspicious. "Well, if that's what you want. I'm sure we can arrange that. I'll book it today."

"Perfect," Angelina replies, then bites her lip to stifle a moan as I thrust particularly deep. "I'm almost done up here. Just a few more... exercises."

"Take your time," Jack calls. "I'll be in my office."

We hear his footsteps retreating, the sound of his office door closing. As soon as we're sure he's gone, Angelina lets out a laugh that turns into a moan.

"You fucking love this, don't you?" I growl, my pace increasing now that we don't have to be quite so quiet. "Getting fucked by me while your husband is right downstairs. You're such a dirty slut."

"Yes," she hisses, her nails digging into my back. "I love it. Love your young cock inside me. Love how you fuck me better than he ever could."

Her words push me closer to the edge. The combination of her tight pussy, the danger of Jack being so close, and the prospect of ten days on a cruise with her has me ready to explode.

"I'm going to fill you with my cum," I warn her, my voice husky with desire. "Right here in your marital bed, with your husband just downstairs. That what you want?"

"Yes," she pleads, her hips matching my rhythm. "Cum inside me, Richard. Pump me full. I need it."

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. I bury myself as deep as possible and let go, feeling my cock pulse as I empty myself inside her. Rope after rope of hot cum shoots into her married pussy, filling her up as she whimpers beneath me. Her walls contract around me, milking every last drop as I continue to make small, circular movements with my hips.

"Fuck," I breathe, collapsing on top of her for a moment before rolling to the side. "That was intense."

Angelina laughs softly, her hand trailing down to feel the mixture of our fluids leaking from between her legs. "Worth the risk," she says, bringing her fingers to her mouth and sucking them clean.

We lie there for a few minutes, catching our breath, before the reality of Jack being downstairs forces us to move. Angelina heads to the bathroom to clean up while I gather my clothes from where they've been strewn across the floor.

"A cruise, huh?" I ask as I pull on my jeans. "Ten days of this?"

She emerges from the bathroom, still gloriously naked, her skin flushed from our activities. "Ten days of much worse than this," she promises with a wink. "I've heard Ocean Paradise is popular with lonely wives and single moms. Lots of opportunity for... entertainment."

My cock stirs again at the thought, but I know I need to leave before Jack gets suspicious. I finish dressing and give Angelina one last deep kiss before heading downstairs.

Jack is in his office as promised, looking up from his computer as I pass by. "All done with today's session?" he asks innocently.

I pause in the doorway, unable to resist the opportunity to fuck with him. "Yeah, gave her a real good workout today," I say with a straight face. "You might want to pick up some painkillers for her, though. She's going to be sore after that last position I put her in."

Jack nods, completely oblivious to the real meaning behind my words. "Will do. Thanks for helping her stay in shape, Richard. It's nice having such a responsible young man in the neighborhood."

I bite back a laugh. "Happy to help, sir," I reply, heading for the door. "Always willing to go above and beyond for Mrs. Pitt."

As I step outside into the afternoon sun, I can't help but smile to myself. Ten days on a cruise with Angelina Pitt. This is going to be fucking epic.


Chapter 2

The Ocean Paradise cruise ship towers above us as we approach the boarding area, a floating palace of debauchery disguised as a family vacation vessel. My cock stirs in my pants at the thought of ten days trapped at sea with Angelina, her oblivious husband just a thin wall away from where I'll be railing his wife every chance we get. The excitement of what's to come has me half-hard already, and we haven't even stepped onboard yet.

"Excited, Richard?" Jack asks, completely missing the way my eyes linger on his wife's ass as she walks ahead of us in a tight white sundress that leaves little to the imagination.

"Definitely, Mr. Pitt," I reply, shifting my gym bag to hide the bulge in my shorts. "Never been on a cruise before. Really appreciate you including me."

He claps me on the shoulder with a friendly smile. "Angelina insisted. Says she doesn't want to lose all her progress. Between you and me, she's never stuck with a personal trainer this long before. Whatever you're doing is working."

I bite back a laugh. If only he knew what kind of "workouts" have his wife screaming my name three times a week. "I just know how to give her what she needs," I say, choosing my words carefully.

We make our way through the check-in process, and a perky cruise attendant hands us our room keys and a map of the ship. Angelina takes charge immediately, leading us toward the elevators that will take us to our staterooms.

"I made sure Richard's cabin is right next to ours," she tells Jack as we ride the elevator up. Her hand brushes against mine discreetly, her pinky finger hooking around my index finger for just a second. "That way, if I want an early morning workout, he'll be close by."

The elevator doors open, and we step into a long, carpeted hallway. Angelina leads us down the corridor, stopping at a pair of adjacent doors. "This one is ours," she says, sliding her key card into the lock of room 723. "And Richard, you're right next door in 725."

I unlock my cabin and step inside, taking in the compact but luxurious space. A queen-sized bed dominates the room, and I immediately picture Angelina spread out on it, her legs wrapped around my waist as I pound into her. There's a small bathroom, a desk, and best of all—a connecting door to their suite.

Angelina appears in my doorway, her eyes sweeping over the room. "Let me show you something," she says, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. She crosses to the connecting door and knocks. Jack opens it from the other side, revealing a larger suite with a king-sized bed, a sitting area, and a private balcony.

"The connecting doors will make it easy for Richard to come and go for our sessions," Angelina explains to Jack, who nods without a hint of suspicion.

"Smart thinking," he says, already unpacking his laptop. "I'm afraid I'm going to have to do some work during this trip. That merger isn't going to finalize itself."

Angelina's face shifts into a practiced pout. "Jack, you promised this would be a vacation."

"I know, honey, I know," he sighs, looking genuinely apologetic. "But it's just a few hours each day. You'll barely notice I'm working."

I hover in the doorway between our rooms, watching this domestic exchange with amusement. Poor clueless Jack, about to spend his vacation working while I fuck his wife silly in every corner of this massive ship.

"Well, I've already booked us a couples massage for this afternoon," Angelina says, crossing her arms. "It's at the Sea Breeze Spa at four o'clock."

Jack grimaces, glancing at his laptop. "I'm sorry, but I really need to get on a conference call at three-thirty. It'll probably run for a couple of hours."

Angelina sighs dramatically, but I catch the flash of triumph in her eyes. "Fine," she says. "I guess I'll cancel."

"No, don't do that," Jack says quickly. "Why don't you take Richard? Consider it part of your workout routine. You're always complaining about being sore after your sessions."

I have to turn away to hide my smirk. Yeah, she's sore alright—from being bent into positions her husband couldn't even imagine and fucked until she can barely walk.

"That's a great idea," Angelina says, her voice perfectly innocent. "Richard, would you mind accompanying me to the spa this afternoon?"

"Happy to help, Mrs. Pitt," I reply, matching her formal tone. "Massage therapy is an important part of any fitness regimen."

Jack beams at us, completely oblivious to the sexual tension crackling between his wife and me. "Perfect! I'm glad that's settled. Now, if you'll excuse me, I need to organize these files before my call."

Angelina walks me back to my room, closing the connecting door behind us. As soon as we're alone, her demeanor changes completely. She presses herself against me, her hand sliding down to grip my already hardening cock through my shorts.

"I can't believe he suggested it himself," she whispers, her lips brushing against my ear. "Ten days of this, Richard. Ten days of fucking right under his nose."

I grab her ass, pulling her tighter against me. "Starting with this massage?"

She laughs softly, grinding herself against my erection. "The Sea Breeze Spa is famous on these cruises," she murmurs. "It's where all the lonely wives and single moms go to relax... and maybe find a bit of company."

My cock twitches at her words. "What are you saying?"

Angelina's eyes sparkle with mischief. "I'm saying this cruise line is known in certain circles as a place where married women can have a little... adventure. The staff knows to be discreet, and the husbands are usually too busy at the casino or in business meetings to notice what their wives are up to."

"Sounds like paradise," I growl, squeezing her ass harder.

She pulls away reluctantly, checking her watch. "We need to unpack, and I should get back before Jack wonders where I am. But I'll meet you at the spa at four." She leans in, her lips brushing against mine. "Wear something easy to take off."

As she slips out of my room, I fall back onto the bed, grinning at the ceiling. This cruise is going to be even better than I imagined. Not only do I get to fuck Angelina for ten straight days, but apparently, there's a whole ship full of sexually frustrated MILFs looking for a young stud like me. Being the star quarterback at eighteen definitely has its perks, and I intend to enjoy every single one of them.


Chapter 3

The Sea Breeze Spa is all soft lighting and the scent of essential oils, but all I can focus on is Angelina's ass in her tight yoga pants as she walks ahead of me. We're led to a private massage room and told our masseuse will be with us shortly. The moment the attendant closes the door behind us, Angelina is on me like a predator, her lips crushing against mine, her hands already working to untuck my shirt.

"Couldn't wait, could you?" I growl against her mouth, my own hands sliding down to grip her ass. "Desperate fucking MILF."

"Shut up and kiss me," she demands, biting my lower lip hard enough to make me groan. "We don't have much time before they come back."

I spin her around and push her against the wall, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand while the other slides up under her shirt to find her breast. She's not wearing a bra, and I feel her nipple harden instantly under my touch.

"Such a slut," I whisper in her ear, nipping at her earlobe. "Coming to a massage without a bra. Were you planning this all along?"

"Maybe," she gasps as I pinch her nipple, rolling it between my fingers. "Maybe I've been thinking about you fucking me since we got on this ship."

My cock strains against my shorts, already rock hard at the thought of bending her over the massage table and taking her right here. I grind against her ass, letting her feel exactly what she does to me.

"I'm going to wreck you on this cruise," I promise, my voice husky with desire. "Every chance we get, I'm going to have my cock inside you. You won't be able to walk straight by the time we dock."

Angelina moans, pushing back against my erection. "Yes, please. I need it. Need you."

Our mouths crash together again, tongues battling for dominance. My hand slides from her breast down to the waistband of her yoga pants, dipping inside to find her already soaked.

"Fuck, you're wet," I murmur, circling her clit with my finger. "Were you like this the whole time we were walking through the ship? Dripping for my cock while walking next to your husband?"

"Yes," she admits, her breath catching as I increase the pressure on her sensitive bud. "I've been thinking about you since we boarded."

I'm about to push a finger inside her when the door opens. We spring apart like guilty teenagers, but not fast enough to hide what we were doing. The young woman who enters raises an eyebrow, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

"Mr. and Mrs. Pitt?" she asks, glancing between us.

Angelina smooths down her shirt, her cheeks flushed. "I'm Mrs. Pitt. This is Richard, my... personal trainer."

The masseuse nods, clearly not buying the story but professional enough not to comment. "I'm Hannah, I'll be your massage therapist today."

She's stunning—college-age, with the body of a cheerleader and a face that belongs in magazines. Her cruise uniform does little to hide her impressive curves and generous chest.

"We have you booked for a couples massage," Hannah continues, setting down her supplies. "But I'll be working alone today. My colleague called in sick."

"That's fine," Angelina says, regaining her composure. "We're flexible."

Hannah's eyes flick to the obvious bulge in my shorts before returning to Angelina's face. "I'll need to do one at a time. Why don't I start with Richard? Mrs. Pitt, you can wait in the relaxation room next door. There's water and herbal tea available."

My disappointment at not getting a simultaneous massage with Angelina quickly fades as Hannah leads us through a door into an adjoining room. It's a small, comfortable space with plush chairs, a water dispenser, and magazines. But what catches my attention is the large window between this room and the massage room—a window that allows a clear view of the massage table.

"Some of our clients like to see the techniques being used before their turn," Hannah explains, noticing my gaze. "It helps them know what to expect."

Angelina sits in one of the chairs directly facing the window, crossing her legs with a small smile. "I'm very interested in learning new techniques," she says innocently.

Hannah returns to the massage room, beckoning me to follow. Once we're alone, she hands me a small towel. "Please undress completely and lie face down on the table," she instructs. "You can use this towel for modesty if you wish. I'll give you privacy to change."

She steps out, closing the door behind her. I glance at Angelina through the window, who gives me a wicked grin and makes a gesture suggesting I should hurry up. I strip quickly, my cock springing free as I pull down my shorts. It's still semi-hard from my encounter with Angelina, and significantly larger than average—a fact I'm well aware of from locker room comparisons and the reactions of previous partners.

I consider using the towel but decide against it. Instead, I position myself face down on the table, making sure Angelina has a perfect view of my naked ass. I hear the door open as Hannah returns.

"Oh!" she exclaims, clearly surprised by my complete nudity. "Most clients use the towel."

"Sorry," I reply, not sorry at all. "I thought it would get in the way of the massage."

"It's fine," Hannah says, her voice slightly higher than before. "Let me just adjust the table before we begin."

I feel her hands on the table, but then there's a pause. I turn my head slightly and catch her staring at my exposed body, her eyes wide and lips parted. When she notices me looking, she quickly averts her gaze, a blush spreading across her cheeks.

"I'll just... get the oil," she stammers, moving to her supplies.

I shift slightly on the table, making sure my cock is positioned for maximum visibility when I eventually turn over. Through the window, I see Angelina watching intently, her hand now resting on her thigh, fingers tapping with impatience or anticipation.

Hannah returns with the massage oil, warming it between her palms. "I'll start with your back and shoulders," she says, her professional demeanor returning. "Let me know if the pressure is too much or not enough."

Her hands touch my skin, and I let out an exaggerated groan of pleasure. "That feels amazing," I murmur, making eye contact with Angelina through the window. Her eyes narrow, and I can see the jealousy and arousal battling in her expression.

Hannah works her way down my back, her skilled fingers finding knots I didn't know I had. Despite myself, I find my body responding to her touch, my cock hardening against the massage table. When she reaches my lower back, her fingers dip dangerously close to the top of my ass, lingering perhaps longer than strictly necessary.

"You're very tense," she comments, her voice softer now. "Is this your first massage?"

"Professional one, yeah," I reply, my voice deliberately suggestive. "But I'm enjoying it so far."

"I'm going to need you to turn over now," Hannah says after completing my back. "So I can work on your chest and legs."

This is the moment I've been waiting for. I make a show of turning over slowly, not bothering to hide or adjust my now fully erect cock. It stands proudly against my stomach, thick and long and impossible to ignore.

Hannah's eyes widen, her professional mask slipping for a moment as she stares at my size. "Oh," she breathes, the sound barely audible. She swallows hard, visibly flustered. "I, um, usually clients use the towel for this part."

"Sorry," I say, making no move to cover myself. "I'm just really comfortable with my body. Does it bother you?"

"N-no," she stammers, her eyes repeatedly darting to my erection despite her obvious attempt to maintain eye contact. "It's just... you're very... I mean, it's fine."

Through the window, Angelina's eyes are locked on the scene, her hand now rubbing her thigh more deliberately. The knowledge that she's watching, possibly becoming aroused at seeing another woman's reaction to me, makes my cock twitch visibly.

Hannah notices, and her breathing quickens. She pours more oil into her hands, hesitating before placing them on my chest. As she begins to work on my pectoral muscles, I can feel the change in her touch—it's less clinical now, more sensual. Her fingers brush against my nipples "accidentally," and each time, I flex my abs and make my cock jump in response.

The tension in the room is thick enough to cut with a knife, and I can tell by the way Hannah keeps glancing at my erection that this massage is about to become much more interesting.

Hannah's hands work lower on my abdomen, her fingers tracing the defined lines of my muscles. Each touch lingers longer than necessary, her breathing becoming shallow as she repeatedly glances at my rock-hard cock. I've gotten enough massages from Angelina to know this isn't standard procedure. The way Hannah's fingers drift closer and closer to my erection tells me exactly where this is headed, and I'm more than happy to let it play out, especially with Angelina's eyes burning into us from the other side of the window.

"You have an amazing physique," Hannah murmurs, her hands sliding to my hips, deliberately avoiding the one part of me clearly begging for attention. "Do you work out a lot?"

"Football," I reply, flexing subtly beneath her touch. "I'm quarterback for my school team."

Her eyebrows rise with interest. "Impressive. You must be very... skilled with your hands."

"Among other things," I say with a smirk. "Though I'm still in high school. Senior year."

I watch her process this information, her eyes widening slightly. "So you're..."

"Eighteen," I confirm, enjoying the way she bites her lip at this revelation. "Legal, but barely."

Her hands move to my thighs, massaging the powerful muscles there. Each upward stroke brings her fingers tantalizingly close to my balls before retreating. I glance toward the window and catch Angelina leaning forward in her chair, completely entranced by what's happening.

"Your girlfriend seems interested in our session," Hannah says, following my gaze.

"Not my girlfriend," I correct her. "Just my... client."

Hannah's hands pause for a moment. "I see," she says, a new understanding in her voice. Her next stroke travels higher up my thigh, her knuckles deliberately brushing against my balls. "And does your client often watch you get massages?"

I groan softly at the contact. "First time," I reply. "But I don't think she minds the show."

Hannah's professional facade crumbles completely. Her hand moves to my cock, fingers wrapping around the base in a tentative grip. "This isn't exactly part of our standard service," she whispers, but makes no move to stop.

"I won't tell if you don't," I say, my eyes fixed on Angelina through the window. Her chest is rising and falling rapidly now, her hand inching higher up her own thigh.

Hannah's grip tightens as she begins to stroke me, slowly at first, her other hand still massaging my thigh as if to maintain some pretense of professionalism. "God, you're big," she murmurs, more to herself than to me. "I've never seen one this size."

Her strokes grow more confident, her hand sliding up and down my length with increasing speed. The massage oil makes her movements slick and frictionless, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I thrust my hips upward, encouraging her to continue.

"Do you like that?" she asks, her voice husky with desire.

"It's a good start," I reply, my cockiness amplified by the knowledge that Angelina is watching every moment. I want to give her a show she won't forget, want her to see exactly what other women are willing to do for me.

Hannah seems both surprised and aroused by my response. Her hand moves faster, twisting slightly at the top of each stroke in a way that makes my toes curl. "What else would you like?" she asks, leaning closer.

Instead of answering, I reach up and place my hand on the back of her head. Our eyes lock, and I apply gentle but firm pressure, guiding her face toward my cock. She resists for only a second before understanding flashes in her eyes.

"I shouldn't," she whispers, but her body tells a different story. She's already lowering herself, her lips parting in anticipation.

"But you want to," I say, my voice commanding. I glance again at Angelina, making sure she has a clear view of what's about to happen. Her hand is now between her legs, rubbing herself through her yoga pants, her eyes wide and hungry.

I turn back to Hannah. "Suck my cock," I demand, my tone leaving no room for refusal.

She hesitates for just a moment more, then lowers her head. Her tongue darts out, licking the sensitive tip, tasting the bead of precum that's formed there. I hiss in pleasure but maintain my grip on her head, not allowing her to retreat.

"More," I command, pushing her head lower.

Hannah opens her mouth wider, taking the head of my cock between her lips. The wet heat of her mouth sends a jolt of pleasure up my spine, but I remain in control, my eyes fixed on Angelina. I want her to see every moment, want her to know that I could have any woman on this ship if I wanted to.

Slowly, Hannah begins to take more of me into her mouth, her eyes closing as she concentrates on the task. Her technique is good—not as skilled as Angelina's, but enthusiastic in a way that makes up for it. Her hand continues to stroke the base of my shaft where her mouth can't reach, creating a perfect rhythm of wet suction and firm pressure.

I force her head lower, making her take more of my length. She gags slightly but doesn't pull away, her determination evident in the way she relaxes her throat to accommodate me. My hips begin to move of their own accord, thrusting gently into her mouth.

"That's it," I growl, keeping my eyes locked with Angelina's. "Take it deeper."

Through the window, I watch as Angelina slips her hand inside her pants, no longer content with external stimulation. Her mouth is open, her breathing visibly ragged as she touches herself while watching another woman service me. The sight of her masturbating to this scene makes my cock throb with excitement.

Hannah moans around my shaft, the vibrations adding another layer of pleasure. Her free hand moves to cup my balls, gently massaging them as she continues to suck. She's getting into it now, her earlier reservations forgotten as she works my cock with growing enthusiasm.

I grip her hair tighter, controlling her movements. "Look at me," I demand.

She opens her eyes, looking up at me with my cock still in her mouth. The sight is intensely erotic—this beautiful young woman's lips stretched around my girth, her eyes wide and submissive.

"You like sucking my cock, don't you?" I ask, my voice rough with desire.

She nods as best she can with her mouth full, her eyes never leaving mine.

"Good girl," I praise her, then deliberately turn my gaze back to Angelina.

Through the window, Angelina's movements have become more frantic. She's fully masturbating now, her hand moving rapidly inside her pants, her other hand gripping the arm of the chair so tightly her knuckles have turned white. Her eyes are glazed with lust as she watches Hannah's head bob up and down on my cock.

The knowledge that I'm being watched, that I'm putting on a show for Angelina, pushes me closer to the edge. I thrust harder into Hannah's mouth, forcing her to take me deeper with each stroke. She gags again but adapts quickly, relaxing her throat to allow me access.

"Fuck, that's good," I groan, loud enough for Angelina to hear through the window.

Hannah responds by sucking harder, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. Her hand speeds up on the base of my shaft, working in perfect tandem with her mouth. It's clear she's determined to make me cum, to prove her skills.

I maintain eye contact with Angelina, watching as she edges closer to her own orgasm. Her face is flushed, her lips parted, her breathing visibly labored. She's getting off on watching me with another woman, on seeing the power I have over Hannah. It's a twisted game of voyeurism and exhibitionism, and we're both winning.

My fingers tighten in Hannah's hair, holding her in place as I take control of the pace. Each thrust of my hips sends my cock deeper into her throat, making her eyes water, but she takes it all, eager to please. The wet, slurping sounds of her mouth on my cock fill the room, creating an obscene soundtrack to our impromptu show.

Angelina's movements become more desperate, her hand working furiously between her legs. I can tell she's close, her body tensing in that familiar way. The thought that she's about to cum from watching me face-fuck another woman is almost enough to push me over the edge, but I hold back. This show isn't over yet.

I thrust harder into Hannah's mouth, watching her mascara begin to run as tears form in the corners of her eyes. Her gagging intensifies as my cock hits the back of her throat repeatedly, but I don't ease up. Instead, I tighten my grip on her hair, forcing her head to stay in place as I pump my hips faster. Through the window, Angelina's eyes are wide with a mixture of shock and arousal, her hand working frantically between her legs. This is no longer about pleasure—it's about power, about showing Angelina exactly what I'm capable of.

"Take it deeper," I growl, shoving Hannah's head down until her nose touches my pelvis. She chokes violently, her throat constricting around the head of my cock, her hands pushing against my thighs in panic. I hold her there for a few seconds longer than comfortable before allowing her to pull back slightly, just enough to gasp a quick breath through her nose.

Before she can fully recover, I thrust forward again, establishing a brutal rhythm that leaves her no time to adjust. Each time my cock disappears into her throat, her eyes bulge, fresh tears streaming down her cheeks. The mascara leaves black trails on her face, giving her a debauched look that only heightens my arousal.

"Is this what you wanted when you saw my cock?" I taunt, my voice loud enough to carry through the window to Angelina. "To be face-fucked? To have your throat used like a pussy?"

Hannah moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through my body. Despite her obvious struggle, there's no denying the arousal in her eyes. She's getting off on this rough treatment, on being used like a sex toy for my pleasure.

I lock eyes with Angelina again, watching as she pushes a second finger inside herself, her movements becoming more desperate. The knowledge that she's getting off on watching me dominate another woman fuels my aggression.

"You're nothing but a dirty little cocksucker," I spit, the words directed at Hannah but my gaze fixed firmly on Angelina. "A fucking slut who gets wet from choking on teenage cock."

Hannah's throat convulses around me as she struggles for air. Her hands grip my thighs, not pushing away anymore but holding on for support as I use her mouth mercilessly. Saliva drips from her chin, pooling on the floor beneath us. The wet, obscene sounds of my cock plunging into her throat fill the room—gagging, slurping, gasping.

I pull back just enough to let her take a single desperate breath before shoving back in, burying myself to the hilt. Her throat bulges visibly with the intrusion, a sight that has Angelina pressing her face against the window, her hand moving at a frantic pace between her legs.

"That's right, take it all," I command, holding Hannah's head firmly in place. "Every. Fucking. Inch."

Hannah's eyes are rolling back, her oxygen-deprived brain sending her into a state of euphoric surrender. Still, I don't relent. I've fucked enough girls to know the line between pleasure-pain and actual distress, and Hannah hasn't crossed it yet. She's exactly where I want her—completely at my mercy, used for my pleasure while Angelina watches with undisguised lust.

"You fucking love this, don't you?" I growl, yanking Hannah's head back by her hair so I can see her face. "Love being treated like the worthless cocksleeve you are?"

She nods frantically, gasping for air in the brief respite. "Yes," she croaks, her voice raspy from the abuse her throat has taken. "Please, more."

I smile cruelly, glancing at Angelina, whose mouth hangs open in shock and arousal. This is what she gets for bringing me to this spa—a show that will make her wet for days to come.

Without warning, I shove Hannah's head back down, forcing my cock past her lips and into her throat in one brutal thrust. She wasn't ready, and the sudden intrusion triggers her gag reflex violently. I feel her throat constrict around me, her body heaving as it tries to reject the invasion, but I hold her firmly in place.

"Take it like the whore you are," I snarl, my hips pistoning forward relentlessly. "This is what you're good for."

Through the window, I see Angelina's movements becoming erratic, her body tensing in that familiar way that tells me she's close to orgasm. Her eyes never leave the scene before her—Hannah on her knees, mascara streaking down her face, lips stretched obscenely around my girth as I fuck her mouth with savage intensity.

Hannah's resistance is fading, her body going slightly limp as oxygen deprivation sets in. Her eyes are glassy, unfocused, her hands no longer gripping my thighs but hanging limply at her sides. Only now do I ease up slightly, allowing her shallow breaths between thrusts. I'm pushing her to her limits, but I know exactly how far I can go.

"Fucking take it," I growl, each word punctuated by a thrust into her throat. "Take. My. Fucking. Cock."

Angelina is trembling now, her whole body shaking as she approaches climax. Her eyes are locked with mine, a silent communication passing between us. She wants me to finish this, to complete the obscene tableau that's bringing her to the edge.

I feel my own orgasm building, the familiar tightening in my balls signaling I'm close. Hannah's throat is raw, her breathing labored, her consciousness clearly slipping. It's time to end this.

With one final, brutal thrust, I bury myself completely in her throat, holding her in place for a long moment as she struggles weakly. Then, just as her eyes begin to flutter closed, I pull out completely, gripping my slick, saliva-coated cock in my hand.

"Open your fucking mouth," I command, stroking myself rapidly. "Show me where you want it."

Hannah complies instantly, her mouth hanging open, her tongue extended in anticipation. She's completely broken, willing to do anything I demand. The sight pushes me over the edge.

With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting across her face. The first blast lands directly in her open mouth, the second across her cheek, the third and fourth painting her forehead and chin. I aim the final spurts at her eyes, watching as she flinches but doesn't move away, accepting her degradation completely.

Through the window, Angelina's body goes rigid, her back arching as her orgasm hits. Her mouth opens in a silent scream, her eyes never leaving mine as she comes undone from watching me defile another woman. The knowledge that I've made her cum without even touching her sends a final wave of pleasure through me, my cock pulsing with a few last drops that fall onto Hannah's heaving chest.

Hannah kneels before me, gasping for air, her face a mess of tears, mascara, and cum. She looks up at me with a mixture of reverence and shock, as if unable to believe what just happened. I run my thumb across her lower lip, collecting a drop of my seed and pushing it into her mouth.

"Swallow," I order, and she does, her throat working as she consumes the last of my offering.

I glance back at Angelina, who's slumped in her chair, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she recovers from her orgasm. Her eyes meet mine, and I see something new there—not just desire or jealousy, but a hint of fear. Fear at the realization of what I'm capable of, of the darkness that lies beneath my confident exterior.

I smile at her, a predator's smile that promises more to come. This cruise has only just begun, and I've barely scratched the surface of what I plan to do with her—and to her—in the days ahead.


Chapter 4

The cool water cascades down my body as I stand under the public shower near the pool deck, washing away the sweat and chlorine from my afternoon swim. The shower area is open-air, with only waist-high dividers offering the barest pretense of privacy. Perfect for what I have in mind. I'm half-hard already, thinking about Hannah's tear-streaked face from earlier and the way Angelina looked when she came just from watching me. The cruise has barely started, and I've already marked it as my personal playground.

I'm running my hands through my hair, rinsing out the shampoo, when I feel a presence behind me. Soft hands slide around my waist, followed by the press of full breasts against my back. I don't need to turn around to know who it is—the expensive perfume and the boldness of the move can only belong to one person.

"Couldn't stay away, could you?" I ask, my voice low and amused.

"Not after that show you put on," Angelina whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "I've been wet ever since."

I turn to face her, taking in her appearance with hungry eyes. She's wearing a tiny white bikini that barely contains her tits, the fabric clinging to her skin from the water spray. Her nipples are clearly visible, hard peaks pushing against the thin material, begging for attention.

"You liked watching me fuck her throat?" I ask, backing her against the shower wall. "Liked seeing another woman choke on my cock?"

"God, yes," she admits, her pupils dilating with desire. "It was the hottest thing I've ever seen."

I crash my lips against hers, kissing her with savage intensity. There's nothing tender about it—it's all teeth and tongue and desperate need. My hands find her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her bikini bottoms as I grind my rapidly hardening cock against her stomach.

Angelina moans into my mouth, her fingers clawing at my back, pulling me closer. Her tongue battles with mine, her teeth nipping at my lower lip hard enough to draw blood. The taste of copper mingles with chlorine and desire, creating an intoxicating blend that sends my arousal skyrocketing.

"Need you inside me," she gasps when we finally break for air. "Right now. Can't wait."

I glance around. The shower area isn't crowded, but it's not empty either. A couple of women are using the showers at the far end, their backs to us. The pool deck beyond is bustling with activity, people walking by just yards away from where we stand.

"Here?" I ask, though I already know the answer. The risk of discovery only adds to the thrill for both of us.

"Yes," Angelina hisses, her hand finding my cock and squeezing. "Fuck me right here. Let them see what a real man looks like."

That's all the encouragement I need. I spin her around and slam her against the tile wall, pinning her there with my body weight. The impact forces a gasp from her lips, a sound that's pure arousal rather than pain. My hands find the strings of her bikini top, yanking them loose so her tits spill free, heavy and perfect in my palms.

"Been thinking about this all day," I growl, attacking her neck with bites and kisses. "Thinking about bending you over and fucking you until you can't walk straight."

"Do it," she moans, arching her back to press her ass against my hardness. "Use me, Richard. Show me what that teenage cock can do."

I reach between us, shoving her bikini bottoms to the side rather than removing them completely. My fingers find her pussy, already soaking wet and ready for me. I plunge two fingers inside her without preamble, feeling her walls clench around them greedily.

"Fuck, you're drenched," I murmur against her ear, curling my fingers to hit her g-spot. "This what watching me with Hannah did to you? Got your married pussy all wet and needy?"

"Yes," she gasps, grinding down on my hand. "Couldn't stop thinking about it. About you."

I withdraw my fingers and bring them to her mouth, forcing them between her lips. "Taste yourself," I command. "Taste how fucking desperate you are for my cock."

Angelina moans around my fingers, sucking them clean with obvious relish. The sight of this elegant, sophisticated woman debasing herself for me sends another rush of blood to my already throbbing erection.

Without warning, I hoist her up, my hands gripping the undersides of her thighs. She wraps her legs around my waist instinctively, her arms looping around my neck for support. The position leaves her completely open to me, her weight pressing her back against the cold tile wall.

"Ready?" I ask, positioning the head of my cock at her entrance.

"God, yes," she breathes, her eyes wild with need. "Fuck me, Richard. Fuck me now."

I thrust upward, burying myself inside her in one smooth stroke. We both cry out at the sensation—her tight heat enveloping me, my thickness stretching her wide. The water continues to cascade over us, adding another layer of sensation to the already overwhelming pleasure.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunt, beginning to move inside her. "So fucking good around my cock."

Angelina can only moan in response, her head thrown back against the wall, exposing the elegant line of her throat. I take advantage, attacking the sensitive skin there with my teeth and tongue, marking her as mine.

The position requires strength, but my athletic body is more than up to the task. I hold her easily, using my grip on her thighs to lift her up and down on my shaft. Each thrust drives me deeper inside her, the angle allowing me to hit spots that have her seeing stars.

"Richard! Oh fuck, Richard!" she cries, her voice echoing in the shower area. She's making no attempt to be quiet, her moans growing louder with each thrust.

I'm vaguely aware that we've drawn attention. The women at the other showers have turned to watch, their expressions a mixture of shock and undisguised interest. A few passengers walking by the pool deck have stopped, pretending to check their phones or adjust their towels while stealing glances at the live porn show happening in the public shower.

"We've got an audience," I murmur in Angelina's ear, increasing the pace of my thrusts. "They're watching me fuck you. Watching you take my cock like the desperate slut you are."

The knowledge only seems to excite her further. She tightens her legs around my waist, grinding herself against me with renewed fervor. "Let them watch," she gasps. "Let them see what a real fucking looks like."

My hips pistoning faster now, the slap of wet skin on skin echoing through the shower area. Angelina's breasts bounce with each thrust, droplets of water flying off her hardened nipples. I lean down to capture one in my mouth, biting down just hard enough to make her squeal.

"Harder!" she demands, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Fuck me harder, Richard! Make me feel it!"

I comply, adjusting my grip to slam into her with even more force. The tile wall rattles with the impact of each thrust, Angelina's back sliding up and down against the slick surface. Her moans have devolved into incoherent cries, punctuated by gasps and profanities.

"Yes! Yes! Fuck! Right there!" she screams as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. "Don't stop! Please don't stop!"

Our audience has grown. More women have gathered, watching with undisguised fascination as this forty-year-old MILF gets pounded against a public shower wall by an eighteen-year-old stud. Some are clearly aroused, their breathing quickened, hands absently touching their own bodies as they watch. Others whisper to each other, their eyes never leaving the spectacle before them.

"Look at them," I growl into Angelina's ear. "Look how they wish they were you. Getting fucked by a real man instead of their limp-dick husbands."

Angelina's eyes flutter open, taking in the crowd with a mixture of embarrassment and pride. Being watched only heightens her pleasure, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock with each thrust.

"They're so jealous," she moans, loud enough for our audience to hear. "So jealous of this young stud fucking me raw."

One woman in particular catches my eye—a redhead in her thirties, her hand discreetly rubbing between her legs as she watches. She doesn't even try to hide it, her eyes locked with mine as she pleasures herself to the sight of us fucking.

"That one's touching herself," I tell Angelina, nodding toward the redhead. "Getting off watching me destroy your married pussy."

"Fuck yes," Angelina hisses, her inner walls spasming around me. "Show them, Richard. Show them what you can do to me."

I redouble my efforts, fucking her with an intensity that borders on violence. My grunts mix with her screams, creating an obscene symphony that echoes across the pool deck. My muscles strain with the effort of holding her up while driving into her, but the adrenaline and lust coursing through my veins make it effortless.

"I'm going to cum," she warns, her voice high and desperate. "Oh god, I'm going to cum so hard!"

"Do it," I command, angling my thrusts to hit her g-spot. "Cum all over my cock. Let everyone see what I do to you."

Her entire body tenses, her back arching away from the wall as her orgasm crashes through her. She screams my name, over and over, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft. The force of her climax is so intense that I feel her squirt, the warm liquid mixing with the shower water running down our bodies.

I don't slow down, continuing to pound into her through her orgasm and beyond. Her body goes slack in my arms, overwhelmed by pleasure, but I hold her firmly against the wall, using her like a fuck doll for my own enjoyment.

"That's it," I growl, feeling my own release approaching. "Take it. Take every inch of this young cock."

Our audience has grown even larger, the noise of Angelina's orgasm drawing more curious onlookers. Women of all ages stand transfixed, watching as I continue to rail this married MILF in full public view. Some look scandalized, others envious, but not a single one walks away.

"They're all wishing they were you," I tell Angelina, whose head lolls against my shoulder, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "Wishing they had a stud like me to fuck them senseless."

"They can look, but they can't touch," she murmurs, a dazed smile on her face. "You're all mine."

I laugh, a harsh sound of masculine triumph. "For now," I reply, thrusting deeper. "But there are plenty of lonely wives on this ship who need a good fucking."

The possessive flash in her eyes tells me exactly what I wanted to know—she might be willing to watch me with other women, but the thought of sharing me still drives her wild with jealousy. Good. I can use that.

I continue my relentless pace, watching as the faces of our audience blur together into a sea of female desire. Every woman watching us right now is imagining herself in Angelina's place, pinned against the wall by a young stud with stamina for days. And I'm more than happy to fuel those fantasies.

"Let's move," I growl into Angelina's ear, my cock still buried deep inside her. "I want to fuck you somewhere everyone can see exactly what I'm doing to you." Without waiting for a response, I pull out of her, setting her feet back on the ground. Her legs tremble, barely able to support her weight after the intensity of her orgasm. I grab her hand and drag her from the shower area toward the nearby railing that overlooks the lower deck, her bikini top still hanging loose, her bottoms askew, leaving little to the imagination of the women watching us leave.

The railing is chrome and glass, offering a perfect view of the ocean and the lower pool area where dozens of passengers lounge in the afternoon sun. More importantly, it provides the perfect height for what I have in mind. I position Angelina in front of me, her back to my chest.

"Bend over," I command, pressing between her shoulder blades until she complies, folding at the waist and gripping the railing for support. Her perfect ass is raised in the air, her bikini bottoms still pushed to one side, her pussy glistening with arousal. The position puts her on display for anyone looking up from the lower deck.

"Please," she whimpers, wiggling her hips in invitation. "Need you back inside me."

I lean over her, my chest pressed against her back, my mouth at her ear. "Beg for it. Let everyone hear how badly you need my cock."

"Richard, please," she says, louder now, not caring who might hear. "Fuck me. I need your cock inside me again. Need you to fill me up."

I straighten up, admiring the view of her bent over before me, completely at my mercy. With one hand gripping her hip for leverage, I use the other to guide my still-hard cock back to her entrance. I tease her first, running the head through her soaked folds, making her squirm with frustration.

"Stop teasing," she pleads, pushing back against me. "Just fuck me!"

With a single, powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her again. She cries out, a sound of pure pleasure that echoes across the deck. I establish a brutal pace immediately, slamming into her with enough force to make the railing shake. The slap of my hips against her ass creates an obscene soundtrack that draws attention from passengers on both our deck and the one below.

"Yes!" Angelina screams, all pretense of discretion abandoned. "Fuck me, Richard! Harder!"

I comply, one hand tangling in her hair to pull her head back while the other grips her hip with bruising force. Each thrust drives her forward against the railing, her breasts swinging freely beneath her, visible to anyone looking up from below.

"Look at them watching," I tell her, nodding toward the growing crowd on the lower deck who have noticed the live sex show happening above them. "All those men wishing they were me. All those women wishing they were you."

Angelina moans in response, too far gone in pleasure to form coherent words. Her pussy grips me like a vice, still sensitive from her previous orgasm but hungry for another. I can tell by the way her walls flutter around my cock that she's already climbing toward another peak.

"Richard!"

The male voice cuts through our bubble of lust like a bucket of ice water. Jack's voice, coming from somewhere nearby. Angelina tenses beneath me, her head whipping around to locate the source of her husband's call.

"It's Jack," she hisses, panic in her eyes. "He's looking for me."

Any normal guy might stop, might pull out and help her hide. But I'm not normal, and the threat of discovery only makes my cock harder inside her. Instead of stopping, I increase my pace, fucking her faster, harder, making it impossible for her to move away without causing a scene.

"Richard! Stop!" she whispers urgently. "He'll see us!"

"Let him," I growl, tightening my grip on her hair, forcing her to remain bent over the railing. "Let him see how his wife takes my young cock."

"Angelina? Are you up here?" Jack's voice is closer now, maybe just around the corner of the deck.

I lean forward, my chest against her back, my mouth at her ear. "If you make a sound, he'll find us," I warn her. "But I'm not stopping. You're going to take this cock until I'm finished with you."

She whimpers, caught between fear of discovery and the pleasure still coursing through her body. Her pussy clenches around me involuntarily, her body betraying her even as her mind races with panic.

"Shh," I whisper, slowing my thrusts but not stopping. "Be quiet and he might walk right past."

I maintain a steady, slow rhythm, watching over my shoulder for any sign of Jack. The danger of the situation has my heart pounding, adrenaline mixing with lust to create an intoxicating cocktail. Angelina bites her lip to keep from moaning, her knuckles white where they grip the railing.

"Angelina?" Jack's voice again, definitely on our deck now, but still out of sight around a corner.

I should stop. I should let her go, let her find Jack and make some excuse about where she's been. But the devil in me won't allow it. Instead, I snap my hips forward sharply, driving deep inside her and hitting that spot that makes her see stars.

A moan escapes her lips before she can stop it, not loud enough to carry to Jack but enough to remind her of the precarious position she's in. Her eyes meet mine over her shoulder, a mix of fear and desperate arousal swirling in their depths.

"Please," she mouths silently, though whether she's begging me to stop or to continue, I can't tell.

I answer by maintaining my slow, deep thrusts, each one deliberately angled to hit her g-spot. Her eyelids flutter, her mouth falling open in silent pleasure. She's torn between the fear of being caught and the overwhelming sensations I'm creating within her.

"I thought I heard her voice up here," Jack says, his voice fading slightly as if he's moving away. "Maybe she went back to the cabin."

Relief and disappointment war on Angelina's face as she realizes her husband is leaving. I take advantage of her distraction to speed up again, resuming the hard, punishing pace from before. The danger may be receding, but my need to dominate her, to mark her as mine, remains undiminished.

"He's gone," I growl, straightening up to get better leverage. "Now I can make you scream again."

And scream she does, all restraint abandoned as I pound into her with renewed vigor. Her cries echo across the deck, drawing attention once more from passengers below. They point up at us, some taking out their phones to capture the moment, but Angelina is too far gone in pleasure to care.

"Gonna cum soon," I warn her, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside," she gasps, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "Fill me up, Richard. I need it."

But I have other plans. As my orgasm approaches, I pull out completely, spinning her around to face me. With one hand still gripping her hair, I use the other to stroke my cock rapidly, aiming at her exposed chest.

"No," I tell her, my voice rough with exertion. "I'm going to mark you. Going to cover those perfect tits with my cum."

Her eyes widen, but she doesn't protest. Instead, she arches her back, pushing her breasts forward as if offering them to me. The sight pushes me over the edge, and with a guttural groan, I explode. Thick ropes of cum shoot across her chest, painting her tanned skin with white streaks. The final spurts reach higher, splashing across her chin and lips.

"Fuck," I pant, milking the last drops onto her stomach. "That's a good look for you."

Angelina's tongue darts out, licking my seed from her lips with obvious relish. Without prompting, she drops to her knees before me, taking my softening cock into her mouth to clean it. The sensation is almost too much on my sensitive flesh, but I let her continue, enjoying the sight of this sophisticated woman on her knees in public, servicing me as if it's her only purpose.

"Angelina? Are you out here?"

Jack's voice again, closer this time. In a panic, Angelina pulls her bikini top back into place, trying to cover the evidence of our activities splattered across her chest. I tuck my cock back into my swim trunks just as Jack rounds the corner.

But he doesn't see us. His gaze passes right over the spot where we stand, his attention focused on something in the distance. He continues walking, passing within fifteen feet of us without noticing his cum-covered wife or the teenager who just finished fucking her.

Once he's safely past, Angelina lets out a shaky breath. "That was too close," she whispers, but the flush on her cheeks tells me the near-discovery excited her almost as much as it did me.

I smirk, running a finger through the cum drying on her chest. "Better get cleaned up before he finds you," I suggest. "Unless you want him to know what his wife's been up to."

She nods, adjusting her bikini as best she can to hide the evidence. "Tonight," she says, her voice low and promising. "My cabin, after he falls asleep."

"I'll be waiting," I reply, giving her ass one final squeeze before watching her hurry away, my cum still drying on her skin as she goes in search of a more private place to clean up.

I lean against the railing, surveying the cruise ship that has become my playground. Ten days of this, I think, a satisfied smile spreading across my face. Ten days of fucking Angelina and any other MILF who catches my eye. Being eighteen has never felt so good.


Chapter 5

The sun beats down on my bare shoulders as I stretch out on the pool lounger, not giving a shit who sees my body. Why would I? At eighteen, I'm in the start of my prime with the muscles to prove it. I catch a flash of movement from the corner of my eye. Two smoking hot older women, both MILFs with bodies that make my cock twitch in my gym shorts, are openly staring at me from across the pool deck. I pretend not to notice, flexing my abs a little harder as I adjust my position, giving them a better view of what they're clearly hungry for.

I've been on this cruise for three days now, and the hunting has been good. Bored wives looking for a thrill, away from their husbands and the prying eyes of their communities. I'm more than happy to give them what they need.

These two are different, though. They're together, for one thing. And the way they look at me isn't furtive or shy—it's bold, almost predatory. The blonde one—tall with legs for days and tits that strain against her tiny bikini top—whispers something to her friend, a brunette with an ass that could stop traffic. They both laugh, their eyes never leaving me.

I take a swig from my water bottle, letting some of it dribble down my chest, tracing paths through the light sheen of sweat on my pecs. The blonde nudges her friend, and they start walking toward me. My heart rate kicks up a notch, but I keep my expression cool and indifferent.

"Mind if we join you?" the blonde asks, her voice husky and dripping with sex. Up close, I can see she's probably in her late thirties, but her body is tight and toned.

"Free country," I shrug, moving my legs to make space on the lounger beside me. "Or free ship, I guess."

"I'm Kate," the blonde says, settling her perfect ass right next to my hip, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating off her skin. "And this is Jordan."

Jordan, the brunette, takes up position on my other side, effectively boxing me in. "You looked lonely," she purrs, and I notice her nipples are hard points beneath her bikini.

"Not anymore," I say with a cocky half-smile. "I'm Richard."

"Richard," Kate repeats, drawing out the syllables like she's tasting them. "You look... young."

"Old enough," I counter, holding her gaze steadily. "Old enough for anything you might have in mind."

Jordan laughs, a throaty sound that goes straight to my groin. "Oh, I like him," she says to Kate, not bothering to hide the hunger in her eyes.

"You here with your parents, Richard?" Kate asks, trailing a manicured finger over my bicep, pretending to trace a vein.

"Nah. Graduation present to myself." I flex subtly under her touch. "Freedom to do whatever I want, with whoever I want."

"However you want?" Jordan's hand lands on my thigh, dangerously close to where my cock is starting to swell under my shorts.

"Exactly," I say, my voice dropping lower as I feel the blood rushing south. "No limits."

Kate shifts closer, her breast pressing against my arm. "We were just saying how much we'd love a young, strong man to... help us with a few things in our cabin. Reach the high shelves, move some furniture..."

"I bet there are all kinds of things a guy like you could help us with," Jordan adds, her fingers inching higher on my thigh.

I'm rock hard now, and there's no way they don't notice the tent in my shorts. "I'm very... helpful," I manage, my mouth suddenly dry.

Kate stands up abruptly, grabbing her fruity cocktail from the small table beside us. As she turns, she "stumbles," spilling the cold, sticky drink across my chest and lap. The icy liquid makes me gasp, but the shocked expression on her face is so obviously fake that I almost laugh.

"Oh my god! I'm so clumsy!" she exclaims, her hand covering her mouth in mock horror. "Look what I've done!" Her eyes fixate on how the wet fabric of my shorts clings to the outline of my erection.

"We should help you clean up," Jordan says, standing too. "There's a bathroom right over there."

Kate's hand is already on my arm, pulling me to my feet. "Come on, Richard. We can't let you walk around like that."

"Wouldn't want to cause a scene," I agree, letting them lead me toward a door marked "Unisex" tucked away in a quiet corner of the deck. My cock throbs with each step, anticipation making me dizzy.

Jordan checks that no one's watching, then pushes the door open and pulls me inside. It's a single bathroom, not much bigger than a closet, with a sink, and toilet.

Kate locks the door behind us, the click sounding final and exciting. "Now," she says, her voice dropping to a whisper as her hands find my sticky chest. "Let's get you out of these wet clothes."

"Such a mess," Jordan murmurs, dropping to her knees in front of me, her face level with the bulge in my shorts. "But I think we can clean it up."

Kate's mouth finds my neck, kissing and nipping at the sensitive skin there, while Jordan hooks her fingers into the waistband of my gym shorts. My heart hammers against my ribs, and I'm so hard it hurts.

"Ladies," I manage to say, my voice rough with lust, "you read my mind."

Jordan looks up at me, her lips curved in a wicked smile. "Oh honey, you have no idea what we have in mind."

Jordan tugs my wet shorts down my legs with eager hands, her eyes widening as my cock springs free, fully hard and throbbing in the confined space of the bathroom. Kate makes a sound somewhere between a gasp and a moan, her fingers digging into my shoulders as she presses her tits against my back.

"Fuck," Jordan whispers, wrapping her hand around the base of my shaft. "Look at this, Kate. The boy is packing."

"Not a boy," I growl, grabbing a fistful of her dark hair. "And you're about to find out just how much."

Kate slides around to join her friend on the floor, both of them on their knees now, faces level with my cock. The sight of these two gorgeous MILFs looking up at me with hunger in their eyes nearly makes me blow my load right there. I grip the edge of the sink with my free hand to steady myself.

"Sharing is caring," Kate purrs, leaning in to run her tongue along the underside of my shaft while Jordan still holds it. The warmth of her tongue sends electric pulses straight to my core.

"So fucking hot," I grunt, tightening my grip on Jordan's hair as Kate continues her teasing licks. "Both of you. Get to work."

They exchange a glance, a silent communication passing between them that tells me they've done this before. Then Jordan leans in and they position themselves on either side of my cock, their lips meeting at the tip in a kiss that includes my sensitive head between them.

"Holy shit," I hiss as they begin to work in tandem, their tongues sliding up and down my length, occasionally meeting in the middle to kiss each other with my cock trapped between their mouths. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen, and the sensation is mind-blowing.

Kate takes the initiative, wrapping her lips around the head and sucking hard while Jordan continues to lick and kiss along the shaft. I watch as my cock disappears into Kate's mouth, her cheeks hollowing with the suction. Her blonde hair falls in front of her face, and I gather it roughly in my fist, holding it back so I can see her working.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice strained. "Take it deeper."

She obliges, taking me further into her mouth until I feel the back of her throat. Then she pulls back, letting my cock slip free with a wet pop.

"My turn," Jordan demands, pushing Kate aside slightly. She opens wide and swallows me down in one smooth motion that makes my knees weak. Unlike Kate's teasing approach, Jordan is aggressive, bobbing her head rapidly and making obscene slurping sounds.

"Fuck, you're good at that," I pant, holding her head in place as I start to thrust into her mouth. She gags slightly but doesn't pull away, her eyes watering as she takes me deeper. "You like it rough, don't you?"

She moans around my cock in response, the vibrations sending shockwaves through me. Kate, not content to wait her turn, begins kissing and nibbling at my thigh, her hand massaging my balls.

I pull Jordan off my cock with a firm tug of her hair, her lips swollen and slick with saliva. Without giving her time to recover, I guide Kate's mouth to replace her, pushing my cock between her parted lips while pulling Jordan up by her arm.

"Come here," I command, crashing my mouth against Jordan's in a fierce kiss. She tastes like mint and desire, her tongue wrestling with mine as I continue to thrust into Kate's eager mouth. I bite Jordan's lower lip, drawing a moan from her that I swallow with another deep kiss.

Kate works diligently below, her technique precise and practiced. She knows exactly how to vary pressure and speed to drive me wild without pushing me over the edge too soon. I release Jordan's mouth to look down at Kate, admiring the sight of my cock sliding in and out between her perfect lips.

"Such a good cocksucker," I praise, tightening my grip in her hair. "Taking it all like a pro."

She hums in agreement, the sound sending vibrations through my shaft that make me groan. Jordan's hand slides around to grab my ass, her nails digging into the flesh as she squeezes.

"My turn again," she whispers against my ear, her breath hot and needy.

I pull Kate off my cock, her saliva stringing from her lips to my glistening head. Without a word, I push Jordan back down to her knees and guide my cock to her waiting mouth. She opens eagerly, and I thrust in hard, making her eyes go wide.

"Take it," I growl, setting a punishing pace as I fuck her mouth. She braces her hands against my thighs, letting me use her however I want. "That's it. Take it all."

Kate rises slightly, pressing her body against my side as she watches me face-fuck her friend. I turn to her, capturing her mouth in a searing kiss, tasting traces of myself on her tongue. She moans into my mouth, her hand finding my nipple and pinching it hard.

The dual sensation of Jordan's hot mouth around my cock and Kate's aggressive kisses is almost too much. I feel pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening. Not yet. I'm not ready to end this yet.

I pull out of Jordan's mouth abruptly, earning a disappointed whimper from her. Her lips are puffy and red, her mascara running slightly from the tears that formed when I hit the back of her throat. She looks absolutely debauched, and it only makes me harder.

"Switch," I command, pushing Kate back down and guiding my slick cock to her mouth. She takes me eagerly, moaning as I push all the way to her throat in one thrust. I grab Jordan by her hair, pulling her up to kiss me as I continue to pump into Kate's mouth.

Jordan kisses like she's trying to consume me, her hands roaming across my chest and abs, nails leaving red trails in their wake. I break the kiss to watch Kate, who's looking up at me with watering eyes as I use her mouth.

"Fuck, you two are going to make me cum," I warn, feeling the pressure mounting again. "Not yet though. I've got plans for both of you."

I pull out of Kate's mouth, my cock standing proud and glistening with their saliva. Both women look up at me expectantly, their lips swollen and their eyes glazed with lust. Kate's hand reaches for my shaft again, but I catch her wrist.

"Oh no," I say with a wicked grin. "We're just getting started. Stand up, both of you."

They obey, rising to their feet in the cramped bathroom. I take a moment to catch my breath, fighting back the urge to explode. Their eager faces and the taste of them on my lips make it clear—this is going to be a cruise to remember.

"Take those fucking swimsuits off," I command, my voice thick with need. "Now."

Neither woman hesitates. Kate reaches behind her back, unhooking her bikini top and letting her full tits spill free. Jordan follows suit, shimmying out of her one-piece with practiced ease. Within seconds, they're both naked in front of me, and I drink in the sight of their mature bodies—curves in all the right places, skin glowing with a light sheen of sweat in the stuffy bathroom.

"Turn around," I order, spinning my finger in the air. "Hands on the counter, asses out."

They exchange a knowing glance, their lips curving into identical smiles before they obey, positioning themselves side by side at the small bathroom sink. They bend forward, arching their backs to present their asses to me, and I have to grip the base of my cock hard to keep from losing it at the sight.

"Perfect," I mutter, stepping closer. I run my hands over both their asses, squeezing and slapping the firm flesh. Kate's ass is rounder, more full, while Jordan's is tighter, more athletic. Both are fucking magnificent.

"Please," Jordan whimpers, pushing back against my hand. "Don't make us wait."

"You'll get what I give you, when I give it to you," I say, but my own patience is wearing thin. My cock throbs painfully, demanding release. I position myself behind Jordan first, running the head of my cock along her wet slit. She's soaking, her pussy glistening with arousal.

"Beg for it," I demand, teasing her entrance.

"Please fuck me," she gasps, wiggling her ass. "Please, Richard, I need your cock inside me."

That's all I need to hear. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt in her tight heat. "Fuck!" I growl, the sensation nearly overwhelming me. She's hot and slick, her walls gripping me like a vise.

"Oh god!" she cries out, her knuckles turning white where she grips the counter. "So big!"

I withdraw slowly, savoring the friction, before slamming back in. The force of it rocks her forward, her tits swinging beneath her. I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of wet flesh meeting flesh fills the small space, mixing with her moans and my grunts.

After several deep strokes, I pull out of Jordan and shift to Kate, who's been watching us in the mirror, her pupils blown wide with lust. She's already pushing her ass back, eager for her turn.

"Desperate for it, aren't you?" I taunt, sliding my cock, wet from Jordan, along Kate's pussy lips. Without warning, I plunge into her, drawing a sharp gasp from her mouth.

Kate is different from Jordan—not as tight, but hotter, wetter, and the way she clenches around me deliberately makes my eyes roll back.

"Fuck, you feel good," I pant, grabbing her hips for leverage as I start to pump into her.

"Kiss her," I command, nodding toward Jordan. "Make out with each other while I fuck you."

The women lean toward each other, their mouths meeting in a hungry kiss. It's sloppy and passionate, their tongues visibly twining as they moan into each other's mouths. The sight of them kissing while I'm buried deep in Kate sends a fresh surge of lust through me.

I pull out of Kate after several thrusts and return to Jordan, who's still quivering from her first experience with me. This time I enter her more forcefully, causing her to break her kiss with Kate and cry out.

"That's it," I encourage, setting a punishing pace. "Take it all."

I reach forward with one hand, tangling my fingers in Jordan's hair and yanking her head back. Her back arches further, changing the angle of my penetration, hitting spots that make her whole body shudder.

"Oh fuck!" she cries out, her voice cracking. "Right there! Don't stop!"

But I do stop, pulling out of her clenching pussy to switch back to Kate. I thrust into her without preamble, my free hand snaking around to grab one of her swinging tits. I squeeze roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers. She hisses in pleasure-pain, pushing back to meet my thrusts.

"Harder," Kate demands, her voice breathless. "Fuck me harder, Richard."

I oblige, increasing my tempo until the counter rattles beneath their hands. I keep a firm grip on Jordan's hair with one hand while my other moves from Kate's breast to her throat. I apply gentle pressure to the sides of her neck, careful not to restrict her airflow but enough to make her gasp and clench tighter around my cock.

The women resume their messy kissing, swallowing each other's moans as I alternate between them. Their hands roam across each other's bodies, squeezing breasts and pinching nipples. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen.

I pull out of Kate and slam back into Jordan, releasing Kate's throat to grab a handful of Jordan's ass. I spread her cheeks wider, watching my cock disappear into her pussy over and over. The visual combined with the sensation is almost too much.

"You like watching me fuck your friend?" I ask Jordan, giving her hair another sharp tug.

"Yes," she moans against Kate's lips. "God, yes."

I withdraw again, this time gripping both women by their hair, one in each fist. "On your knees," I order, pulling them away from the counter and down to the floor. They comply immediately, turning to face me, their lips swollen from kissing and their chests heaving with exertion.

"Open," I command, and they both part their lips. I guide Jordan's mouth to my cock first, letting her taste herself on me before switching to Kate. Back and forth I go, fucking their mouths just as I had their pussies, never staying with one long enough for her to take control.

When I've had enough of their mouths, I pull them back to their feet and bend them over the counter again.

"Spread your legs wider," I instruct, positioning myself behind Kate this time.

I enter her with a single, powerful thrust that makes her yelp.

"Take it," I growl, my hands finding her tits again. I knead them roughly, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock. "Take every fucking inch."

Jordan watches in the mirror, her hand between her own legs, rubbing frantically as she watches her friend get pounded. After a few more thrusts, I switch back to her, making her remove her hand so I can fill her instead.

"No touching yourself unless I say so," I scold, emphasizing each word with a thrust. I reach around and find her clit myself, rubbing it in tight circles that have her keening against the counter.

The pattern continues—fucking Kate until she's a quivering mess, then switching to Jordan until she's on the verge of cumming, then back again. Their kisses grow sloppier, more desperate, as they approach their peaks.

"Please," Kate begs during one exchange. "Please don't stop. I'm so close."

"Me too," Jordan adds, her internal muscles clenching around me as I thrust into her.

But I'm not ready to let them finish yet. I have more plans for these eager MILFs before we're done. I pull out of Jordan, my cock glistening with their combined juices, standing proud and ready for more.

"Not yet, ladies," I say with a wicked grin. "We're just getting to the good part."

I pull my cock out of Kate's dripping pussy with a wet sound that echoes in the cramped bathroom. Her walls cling to me like they don't want to let go, and she whimpers at the sudden emptiness. Both women are flushed and panting, their hair messed up from my rough handling, mascara smudged from tears of pleasure. My cock stands proudly between them, slick with Kate's juices, throbbing with the need for release.

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

They obey instantly, dropping to the floor in front of me, their eyes fixed on my glistening cock. I grab the base, pointing it at their eager faces.

"Clean it," I order. "I want to feel both your tongues on me."

Jordan leans in first, her pink tongue darting out to lick a stripe up the underside of my shaft. Kate joins her, working the opposite side. The sight of these two mature women on their knees, eagerly lapping their own juices off my cock, nearly pushes me over the edge right there.

"Fuck," I hiss as their tongues meet at the tip, swirling together around my sensitive head. "That's it. Get it nice and clean."

Kate takes the initiative, wrapping her lips around the head and sucking hard, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. She pulls back, releasing me with a pop, and Jordan immediately takes her place, taking me deeper into her mouth.

"Goddamn," I groan, tangling my fingers in Jordan's dark hair. "You two really know what you're doing."

They work in perfect tandem, trading my cock back and forth between them, their hands massaging my balls and stroking what their mouths can't reach. It's like they've done this a hundred times before, and maybe they have. The thought of these two MILFs regularly sharing cock makes me even harder.

"I'm getting close," I warn, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. "Who wants my load?"

They both moan eagerly, looking up at me with pleading eyes. Kate has her hand between her legs, fingering herself as she sucks me, while Jordan focuses entirely on my pleasure, her technique flawless.

"Jordan," I decide, guiding my cock toward her waiting mouth. "Open wide."

She parts her lips, her tongue extended, eyes locked on mine. I position the head of my cock on her tongue and start stroking myself rapidly, my free hand gripping her hair to hold her in place.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," I grunt, my hips jerking forward as the first wave hits me. Hot spurts of cum shoot into Jordan's mouth, landing on her tongue and the back of her throat. She moans as she tastes me, but doesn't swallow, keeping her mouth open as rope after rope of my seed fills it.

"Holy shit," I pant as the final pulses of my orgasm subside. Jordan's mouth is full of my cum, a bit dripping from the corner of her lips. "Show Kate."

Jordan turns to Kate, opening her mouth wider to display the pool of white cum on her tongue. Kate's eyes darken with lust, and without prompting, she leans in and presses her mouth to Jordan's.

The sight of them kissing with my cum between them sends a jolt of renewed arousal through me, despite having just climaxed. Their tongues visibly swirl together, passing my seed back and forth. A strand of cum-mixed saliva connects their lips when they part briefly, before they dive back in for another sloppy kiss.

"That's so fucking hot," I encourage, stroking my still-hard cock as I watch the show. "Play with it. Show me how much you love my cum."

Kate pulls back slightly, a mouthful of my cum now transferred to her. She lets some dribble lewdly back into Jordan's waiting mouth, the white fluid stretching between them in obscene strings. Jordan moans, her hand reaching up to squeeze Kate's breast as they continue their erotic display.

"More," I demand, voice thick with renewed desire. "Make it messy."

Kate complies, tilting her head back slightly so Jordan can see the cum pooled on her tongue. Then she closes the distance again, letting the mixture of saliva and seed spill partially from her lips as they kiss, creating a wet, pornographic mess that drips down their chins.

"Jesus Christ," I mutter, hypnotized by their display. My cock is already getting hard again, responding to the visual feast before me.

Jordan breaks the kiss to display a mouthful of the frothy mixture, now more saliva than cum but still distinctly white. She brings her lips to Kate's ear, letting some of it dribble onto her neck before licking it back up in a long, sensual stroke.

Kate shivers at the contact, her hand moving to cup Jordan's face, bringing their mouths together once more. This kiss is deeper, hungrier, their bodies pressing closer as they continue to swap and play with what remains of my load.

They're putting on a show for me now, aware of my rapt attention. Jordan's fingers find Kate's nipple, pinching and rolling it between her fingers as they continue to kiss. Kate moans into Jordan's mouth, her hands sliding down to grip her ass, pulling her closer.

I stroke myself slowly, already building toward another climax just from watching them. The lewdness of their display, the obscene sounds of their wet kisses, the knowledge that my cum is being passed between their hungry mouths—it's almost too much to bear.

Finally, after what seems like an eternity of the most erotic show I've ever witnessed, they break apart, both swallowing audibly. They look at me with matching expressions of satisfaction, their lips swollen and glistening with the remnants of our shared pleasure.

"Fuck," Kate says, her voice rough. "You taste good, Richard."

Jordan nods in agreement, licking her lips to catch the last traces. "Better than any man twice your age."

I reach down, helping them both to their feet. In the cramped bathroom, our bodies press together by necessity, skin against sweaty skin. "That was incredible," I admit, genuinely impressed by their performance. "But I hope you don't think we're done."

Kate glances down at my renewed erection, a sly smile curving her lips. "I certainly hope not," she purrs, her hand wrapping around my shaft. "We've got all day, don't we?"

Jordan presses herself against my back, her hard nipples poking into my shoulder blades as her hands reach around to join Kate's. "And we're just getting started," she whispers in my ear.

I grin, turning my head to capture Jordan's mouth in a fierce kiss, tasting traces of myself on her tongue. These MILFs might have thought they were hunting me, but I'm the one who's caught them—and I have no intention of letting them go anytime soon.


Chapter 6

Later that night, I lie sprawled on my bed, my body still humming from the bathroom encounter with Kate and Jordan. We'd eventually continued in their cabin, fucking for hours until they were both too sore to take any more. Now, as I stare at the ceiling of my own room, I hear muffled voices through the thin wall separating my cabin from the one next door. I recognize them immediately: Angelina and her pathetic husband Jack. My cock stirs at the thought of Angelina.

I roll onto my side, pressing my ear against the wall to listen better. Their voices become clearer—Jack's whiny tone asking for some attention, Angelina's cool dismissal. I smirk, knowing exactly why she's not interested in her husband's advances. Not when she's been getting properly fucked by me since the second day of the cruise.

"Come on, honey," Jack pleads, his voice pathetically desperate. "It's been weeks."

"I'm tired, Jack," Angelina responds, her tone clipped and disinterested. "It's been a long day."

"Just a little... something?" he tries again.

There's a pause, then a defeated sigh from Jack. "Fine. Whatever. I'll just take my sleeping pill and go to bed."

I hear the rattle of a pill bottle, followed by the sound of water being poured from a glass. Perfect. Those pills knock him out cold for at least six hours. I know because Angelina told me. She's been orchestrating these moments since we first fucked her house for the first time weeks ago, making sure her husband is dead to the world when I come calling.

I wait, counting the minutes as I listen to the sounds of Jack getting ready for bed. The creak of mattress springs tells me he's lying down. Ten minutes pass, then fifteen. When I hear the first soft snore through the wall, I slide out of bed. My cock is already half-hard with anticipation as I pull on a pair of shorts—easy access for what's coming.

The hallway is deserted at this hour. I pad silently to their door, using the key card Angelina slipped me yesterday. The mechanism clicks softly as the lock disengages, and I ease the door open just enough to slip inside, careful not to let too much light spill in from the corridor.

The room is bathed in the dim glow of a small night light in the bathroom. Jack's bulky form is sprawled on his back on the far side of the king-sized bed, his mouth hanging open as he snores. And there she is—Angelina, lying on her side facing the door, very much awake. Her lips curve into a knowing smile when she sees me, her eyes gleaming in the low light.

I close the door with barely a sound, then approach the bed like a predator stalking prey. Angelina watches me come, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. She's wearing a silk robe that's fallen open at the top, revealing the creamy swell of her breasts. At forty, she's more beautiful than most women half her age—blonde hair falling in soft waves around her face, high cheekbones, and a body kept tight and toned through rigorous workouts.

"I thought you might not come tonight," she whispers, barely audible over Jack's snoring. "Not after I saw you with those two women at the pool."

I grin, reaching the edge of the bed. "You were watching?"

"Of course. I even watched you with that MILF with the big tits yesterday." Her smile turns wicked. "Did you save any energy for me?"

"Always," I promise, climbing onto the mattress with slow, careful movements. Jack stirs slightly, then settles back into his pill-induced slumber. I hover over Angelina, my weight supported on my arms as I lower my face to hers. "I've been thinking about you all day."

Her breath hitches as I press my lips to hers, claiming her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. She responds immediately, her tongue meeting mine, her hands coming up to grasp my shoulders. I can taste mint toothpaste and something uniquely Angelina—sweet and addictive.

I break the kiss to trail my lips down her neck, nipping at the sensitive skin just below her ear. She gasps, her nails digging into my back. My hand finds her breast through the thin silk of her robe, kneading the soft flesh and feeling her nipple harden against my palm.

"He's out cold," she assures me between quiet moans. "The pills... he won't wake up."

"Good," I growl against her skin, my hand sliding lower to untie the belt of her robe. "Because I'm going to make you scream tonight."

With a swift and calculated movement, I open her robe completely, exposing her naked body to my hungry gaze. The sight takes my breath away, just as it did the first time. Her skin seems to glow in the dim light, perfect breasts rising and falling with her quickened breathing, pink nipples pebbled with arousal. Her stomach is flat, her waist narrow, flaring out to hips that are still as curved and inviting as a woman half her age. Between her thighs, her pussy is completely bare, already glistening with evidence of her desire for me.

"Fuck," I breathe, drinking in the sight of her. "You are so goddamn sexy."

She smiles up at me, confident in her beauty and the power it holds over me. "Show me how much you want me," she challenges, spreading her legs slightly in invitation.

I don't need to be told twice. I slide my shorts down just enough to free my cock, already fully hard and throbbing with need. Angelina's eyes widen slightly at the sight—no matter how many times we've done this, she still looks impressed by what I'm packing.

"Remember the first time?" I ask, positioning myself between her spread legs, the head of my cock nudging against her wet entrance. "In your living room? When you said you'd never had a cock this big before?"

She nods, biting her lower lip as she reaches down to wrap her fingers around my shaft, guiding me toward her heat. "I still can't believe you're only eighteen," she whispers, her voice husky with want. "With a body and a cock like this..."

"Age is just a number," I remind her, lowering my body until we're chest to chest, my hardness pressed against her softness. "And tonight, the only number that matters is how many times I'm going to make you cum."

Her eyes darken with lust as she wraps her legs around my waist, pulling me closer to her wet heat. Next to us, Jack lets out a particularly loud snore, completely oblivious to what's about to happen in his own bed, with his own wife.

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock parting her slick folds. Her breath catches in anticipation, her nails digging into my shoulders as she waits for me to claim her. In this moment, with her husband unconscious beside us, I've never felt more powerful.

I thrust into Angelina with one powerful stroke, burying myself to the hilt inside her. Her back arches off the bed, mouth opening in a silent scream as her body stretches to accommodate my size. I clamp my hand over her mouth, not trusting her to stay quiet even with Jack's pill-induced coma. Her eyes roll back, eyelids fluttering as I hold myself deep inside her, feeling her walls pulse and clench around my intrusion.

"Take it," I growl in her ear, my voice barely above a whisper. "Take all of it."

I pull back slowly until just the head remains inside, then slam forward again. The impact rocks her body, the mattress dipping beneath our combined weight. Jack stirs slightly beside us, mumbling something incoherent before settling back into his drugged sleep. The danger only makes my cock harder, pulsing inside Angelina's tight heat.

"Richard," she gasps as I release her mouth, her voice a desperate plea. "Please..."

"Please what?" I taunt, establishing a brutal rhythm, driving into her with force that makes her tits bounce with each thrust. "Please fuck you harder? Please make you cum while your pathetic husband sleeps next to us?"

"Yes," she hisses, her nails raking down my back, leaving trails of fire in their wake. "All of that."

I pick up the pace, my hips pistoning against hers, the wet sounds of our coupling barely masked by Jack's snoring. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, the rhythmic slapping an obscene counterpoint to our labored breathing. Angelina bites her lip to keep from crying out, her face contorted in a mask of pleasure and concentration.

"Look at him," I command, grabbing her chin and forcing her to turn her head toward Jack's sleeping form. "Look at your husband while I fuck you better than he ever could."

Her eyes dart to Jack's slack face, then back to me, a flash of guilt quickly overwhelmed by lust. The taboo of it all—me fucking this MILF right next to her unconscious husband—pushes me to new heights of aggression.

I release her chin to grab her tits, squeezing the full mounds roughly, pinching her nipples between my fingers. She whimpers, arching into my touch despite the pain—or perhaps because of it. I've learned that Angelina likes it rough, likes to be used and dominated in ways her meek husband would never dream of.

"These are mine," I grunt, manhandling her breasts as I continue to pound into her. "This pussy is mine. You're mine to fuck whenever I want."

"Yours," she agrees breathlessly, her inner walls clenching around me at the possessive words. "All yours."

I shift my position, grabbing both her wrists in one hand and pinning them above her head. The new angle lets me drive even deeper, hitting spots that make her whole body tremble. With my free hand, I grasp her throat, applying just enough pressure on the sides to make her gasp but not enough to cut off her air completely.

"This is how you should be fucked," I tell her, my voice harsh with exertion. "Hard. Rough. Like the slut you are."

Her eyes glaze over at my words, her pussy getting even wetter around my cock. I can feel her starting to pulse, the first signs of an approaching orgasm. I release her throat only to spit directly onto her face, watching as the saliva lands on her cheek. Far from disgusted, she moans at the degradation, her tongue darting out as if hoping to taste it.

"Filthy bitch," I hiss, leaning down to lick the trail of my own spit from her skin. I follow it with a sharp bite to her neck, just hard enough to leave a mark. "You love this, don't you? Being used like a whore while hubby sleeps."

"Yes," she admits, her voice breaking as I bite her again, this time on her shoulder. "God, yes."

The headboard begins to knock against the wall as I increase my tempo, each thrust more forceful than the last. I don't care about the noise anymore—let the whole ship hear us. Let Jack wake up and see his wife getting the fucking of her life from a man young enough to be her son.

I release her wrists to grab her thighs, pushing them wider, folding her nearly in half as I drive downward into her. The new angle has her gasping, her hands flying to grip the sheets, knuckles white from the force of her grip. My cock reaches depths that make her eyes water, her mouth open in a silent scream.

"Rich—Richard," she stutters, her body beginning to shake. "I'm going to—"

"Cum," I command, grinding my hips against hers, feeling my pubic bone press against her clit. "Cum on this young cock."

That's all it takes. Her back arches impossibly higher, her pussy clamping down on me like a vise as waves of pleasure crash through her. I keep fucking her through it, relentless in my pace, prolonging her orgasm until she's a shuddering, quivering mess beneath me.

"Oh god, oh god," she chants quietly, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes as the intensity overwhelms her. "Too much, too much..."

But I don't stop. If anything, I fuck her harder, spurred on by her oversensitivity. I reach between us to rub her clit directly, making her jerk and twist beneath me, caught between pleasure and pain.

"Another one," I demand, pinching her clit between my fingers. "Cum again for me."

She shakes her head weakly, but her body betrays her. Within moments she's tensing again, her second orgasm ripping through her with even greater force than the first. This time she can't contain her cry, a sharp "Ah!" escaping before she can clap her hand over her mouth.

Jack grunts and shifts in his sleep, rolling to face away from us. We freeze for a moment, my cock still buried deep inside Angelina's pulsating pussy. When Jack's snoring resumes, I grin down at her, a wicked, predatory smile.

"See? Even when you scream, he can't wake up enough to realize his wife's getting fucked senseless right next to him."

I resume my thrusting, slower now but no less intense. Angelina's body is limp beneath me, utterly spent from her multiple orgasms, but still receptive to my continued invasion. Her eyes are half-closed, lips parted as she pants, completely at my mercy.

"Just a fuck toy," I whisper, licking a stripe up her neck to her ear. "My personal MILF slut."

"Yes," she agrees weakly, surrendering completely to the role. "Use me. However you want."

I grip her hair, yanking her head back to expose more of her throat, which I attack with teeth and tongue, marking her pale skin. Mine. The word echoes in my head with each thrust, with each slap of my balls against her ass, with each muffled moan she releases.

Her hands weakly come up to clutch at my back, not to resist but to feel the muscles working as I continue to pound into her. I can feel my own orgasm building, pressure coiling tight at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight. But I'm not ready to finish yet—not when there's still more to take, more to claim.

Angelina's moans grow louder with each thrust, her control slipping as pleasure overwhelms her caution. Her hands clutch desperately at my shoulders, nails leaving crescent-shaped marks in my skin. I pound into her relentlessly, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing in the cabin's close quarters. The headboard bangs against the wall with increasing force, the mattress springs creaking in protest beneath us. It's too much noise—far too much—but I'm too lost in the sensation of her tight pussy gripping my cock to care.

"Richard!" she cries out, forgetting herself entirely. "Oh god, fuck me harder!"

Her voice cuts through the room like a gunshot, and beside us, Jack's snoring stutters to a stop. I freeze mid-thrust, my cock buried deep inside Angelina, as Jack stirs, mumbling incoherently. Angelina's eyes fly open in panic, her body tensing beneath me.

"Wha... what's happening?" Jack slurs, his hand fumbling for his glasses on the nightstand. The sleeping pills have him disoriented, his movements slow and clumsy as he struggles to sit up.

I stay perfectly still, my mind racing. Angelina looks terrified beneath me, but I can feel her pussy clenching around my cock, her arousal actually increasing with the danger. I make a split-second decision, putting on my most casual voice even as I remain buried inside his wife.

"Hey, Mr. Pitt," I say, trying to sound nonchalant while slightly adjusting my position to block his view of where our bodies join. "Sorry if we woke you up. Angelina asked me to help her with some late-night stretches. She's been having trouble sleeping because of muscle tension."

Jack squints at us, his vision blurry without his glasses. He can make out shapes but not details—a fact Angelina had shared with me early in our affair. He sees me hovering over his wife but can't see that I'm naked from the waist down, can't see that my cock is deep inside her.

"Stretches?" he repeats, his voice thick with medication.

"Yeah," I continue smoothly. "I've been showing her some exercises we do for football. To release tension in the lower back and hips. They're kind of intense, that's why she was making noise."

Angelina catches on immediately, finding her voice despite the circumstances. "It's really helping, honey," she tells Jack, her tone impressively steady given the situation. "Go back to sleep. I'll join you soon."

Jack blinks slowly, the pills making it hard for him to process what's happening. "Oh. Okay. That's... that's good," he mumbles, already lying back down. "Don't stay up too late..."

His eyes drift closed again, and within moments, his breathing returns to the deep, even rhythm of sleep. I wait, barely breathing, my cock still throbbing inside Angelina. When I'm sure Jack is fully asleep again, I lean down to whisper in her ear.

"You liked that, didn't you? Almost getting caught?"

She shudders beneath me, her pussy spasming around my shaft in answer. I pull back slowly and then thrust hard into her, making her gasp.

"You filthy slut," I whisper, resuming my rhythm, more measured now but no less intense. "Getting wetter at the thought of your husband watching me fuck you."

"Please," she whimpers, her hips rising to meet mine. "Don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. The close call has only heightened my arousal, made me more determined to claim her completely. I grab her legs, pushing them up and apart, opening her wider to my invasion. The new angle lets me hit her G-spot with every thrust, and I can feel her trembling on the edge of another orgasm.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice a harsh whisper. "Cum with my cock inside you while your husband sleeps right next to us."

Her body obeys, convulsing around me as a powerful orgasm rips through her. She bites down on her own hand to stifle her scream, her eyes rolling back as waves of pleasure crash over her. The sight of her coming undone, combined with the vise-like grip of her pussy around my cock, pushes me dangerously close to my own climax.

"Where do you want it?" I ask, my rhythm faltering as I fight to hold back. "Where do you want my cum?"

"Inside," she gasps between spasms. "Cum inside me. Fill me up."

That's all I need to hear. With a few more powerful thrusts, I bury myself to the hilt and let go, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her welcoming body. I grit my teeth to keep from groaning as pleasure explodes through me, my hips jerking involuntarily as I empty myself into her.

"Fuck," I hiss, feeling her milking every last drop from me. "Taking it all, aren't you? Greedy for my cum."

She nods, her eyes half-closed in blissful satisfaction, her body still quivering with aftershocks. I stay buried inside her for a long moment, enjoying the sensation of her pussy pulsing around my sensitive cock.

When I finally pull out, a trickle of my cum follows, leaking from her well-fucked hole. The sight is so erotic that I feel myself hardening again despite having just climaxed.

"Clean me," I order, moving up her body until my cock is level with her face. "Suck it clean."

Without hesitation, Angelina opens her mouth, taking my semi-hard length between her lips. She moans softly as she tastes our combined fluids—her pussy and my cum mingling on her tongue. I watch as she works her mouth up and down my shaft, her tongue swirling to catch every drop.

"Good girl," I praise, stroking her hair as she services me. "Such a good little cocksucker."

She preens under the degrading praise, sucking harder, her hand coming up to cup my balls. Next to us, Jack snores on, completely oblivious to the depravity unfolding inches away from him.

When I'm clean to my satisfaction, I pull away, my cock slipping from her lips with a wet sound. She looks up at me with a mixture of satisfaction and worship that makes me feel like a god.

"Nobody's ever fucked me like you do," she whispers, her voice raw from suppressed screams. "Nobody's ever made me feel so..."

"Used?" I supply with a smirk. "Dirty? Alive?"

"All of it," she admits, her hand trailing over her own body, fingers dipping to feel where I've filled her with cum. "I never knew I needed to be dominated like this."

I lean down to kiss her, tasting myself on her lips. "Now you know," I murmur against her mouth. "And you'll never go back."

She shakes her head, her eyes wide and sincere. "Never. This is... this is what I need. Every night. Whenever you want me."

I stand up, pulling my shorts back on, admiring the sight of her sprawled on the bed—legs still spread, my cum leaking from her pussy, hair a tangled mess, love bites blooming on her neck and breasts. She looks thoroughly fucked, utterly claimed.

"Leave the door unlocked," I tell her as I prepare to slip out. "I'll be back after midnight."

She nods eagerly, already anticipating our next encounter. "I'll make sure he takes an extra pill," she promises. "So we can be... less careful."

The implication sends a thrill through me—next time, we won't have to be quiet. Next time, I can make her scream properly.

"Good," I say, bending to give her one last kiss. "Because I'm not done showing you exactly what that body of yours is made for."

As I creep out of their room and back to my own, I can't help but smile. This cruise is turning out even better than I'd hoped. Kate and Jordan in the afternoon, Angelina at night—and who knows what other bored, desperate MILFs are waiting to be conquered? With a body built for fucking and a cock that makes women beg for more, I'm living every man’s fantasy.

And the cruise still has six more days to go.
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