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Chapter 1

I slam into Angelina with enough force to make the headboard crash against the wall, but neither of us gives a shit about the noise right now. Her legs are wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my lower back as I pound into her with everything I've got. At eighteen, I've got stamina for days, and this forty-year-old MILF beneath me can't get enough of it. Her blonde hair is splayed across the pillow, her perfect tits bouncing with each thrust, and the look in her eyes is pure animal hunger. Jack, her pathetic excuse for a husband, thinks I'm just her personal trainer. If only he knew how thoroughly I'm "training" his wife right now.

"Harder," she gasps, her manicured nails raking down my back hard enough to leave marks. "Fuck me harder, Richard."

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back to expose the smooth column of her throat. Her eyes widen, pupils blown with lust as I lean down to bite at the sensitive skin below her ear. The danger of leaving a mark only makes my cock harder inside her. Jack's been gone all morning at some business meeting, giving us the run of their massive suburban house. We started in the kitchen, then the living room, and now we're destroying their marital bed.

"Is this what you want?" I growl, driving into her with punishing force that makes her whole body jolt. "You want the whole neighborhood to hear you getting fucked by a teenager?"

"God, yes," she moans, her pussy clenching around me at my words. She loves when I remind her of our age difference, the forbidden nature of what we're doing making her wetter, tighter.

Her hands grip my biceps, feeling the muscles flex and strain as I hold myself above her. I watch her face contort with pleasure, her perfect features—those high cheekbones, those full lips—twisting as she fights to keep her screams contained. We might have the house to ourselves, but the walls in this neighborhood are thin, and Angelina has a reputation to maintain.

I slow my pace suddenly, grinding deep inside her rather than thrusting. She whimpers in protest, trying to buck her hips to get me moving again. Instead, I lean down until our faces are inches apart, then slide my fingers along her jaw until I reach her lips. Her eyes lock with mine as I push two fingers into her mouth, hooking them behind her teeth, pulling down slightly.

"Such a pretty mouth," I taunt, feeling her tongue swirl around my invading fingers. "Almost as good as that tight pussy of yours."

Her moan vibrates against my hand, and I start thrusting again, harder and faster than before. My other hand keeps its tight grip in her hair, holding her head exactly where I want it. Drool leaks from the corner of her mouth around my fingers, and the sight of this elegant, sophisticated woman being reduced to this state of primal need because of me—fuck, it's intoxicating.

"You like being used like this, don't you?" I pull my fingers from her mouth, dragging them wet down her chin and throat. "Jack could never fuck you like this. Could never give you what you need."

"No," she pants, her voice raspy and desperate. "Only you. Only you, Richard."

I shift my angle, hitting that spot inside her that makes her whole body tremble. Her eyes roll back, lids fluttering as I maintain a relentless rhythm. I can feel her getting close, her inner walls pulsing around my cock with increasing urgency.

"Don't stop," she begs, her hands clawing at my shoulders, my back, anywhere she can reach. "Please, please don't stop."

I tighten my grip on her hair, pulling until her scalp must be burning, her neck arched at an almost painful angle. With my other hand, I hook my fingers back into her mouth, pressing down on her tongue, claiming every part of her. She's making desperate, muffled noises now, her body tensing beneath me.

"You going to cum for me?" I demand, driving into her with all the strength my athletic body can muster. The headboard is slamming rhythmically against the wall, the mattress springs protesting beneath us. "Going to cum all over this young cock?"

She tries to nod, but my grip on her hair is too tight. Instead, she makes a strangled sound of affirmation around my fingers. I can feel it building in her—the trembling in her thighs, the way her breathing becomes erratic, the increasing tightness of her pussy around me.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice rough with exertion. "Let go. Cum for me, Angelina."

Her body goes rigid, her back arching off the bed as the orgasm rips through her. My fingers in her mouth are all that's keeping her from screaming, and even then, she's making these high-pitched, desperate sounds as she convulses around my cock. Her pussy clenches so tight it almost pushes me out, but I hold my position, grinding deep inside her as she rides the waves of pleasure.

"Fuck," I hiss, fighting my own approaching climax. "So fucking hot when you cum on my cock."

She's still shaking, aftershocks rippling through her body as I resume thrusting, chasing my own release now. Her eyes are glazed, unfocused, her makeup smeared from sweat and tears of pleasure. She looks absolutely wrecked, and knowing that I—an eighteen-year-old high school quarterback—reduced this sophisticated, married woman to this state fills me with savage pride.

"Don't stop," she manages to gasp as my fingers slip from her mouth, her voice barely above a whisper. "Please, Richard. Don't stop."

Even after cumming hard enough to see stars, she still wants more. This insatiable hunger is what keeps me coming back, what makes our affair so fucking exciting. Jack might have married her, might own this house and pay for those designer clothes she loves to wear, but in this moment, Angelina belongs to me completely.

I release her hair to grab her hips, angling her to take me even deeper. She moans at the new position, her hands falling limply to her sides, surrendering entirely to whatever I want to do to her. The power of it is intoxicating, making my cock throb inside her still-pulsing channel.

"Mine," I growl, more to myself than to her. "This pussy is all mine."

She nods weakly, beyond words now as I use her body for my pleasure, the pleasure that only I can give her. No husband twice my age could ever fuck her like this, could ever make her feel this alive, this desired, this thoroughly claimed.

And that's the real high of this affair—not just the sex, not just her gorgeous MILF body, but the knowledge that I can give her something no one else can. Something she craves so desperately she's willing to risk her marriage, her reputation, everything.

For a few moments more, I hold back my own release, savoring the power, the dominance, the absolute control I have over this woman who should, by all societal standards, have all the power over me.

But here, in this bed, there's no question who's really in charge.

I'm getting close to the edge, my thrusts becoming more erratic as I feel the pressure building at the base of my spine. Angelina's body is still sensitive from her orgasm, every thrust making her twitch and gasp beneath me. I'm just about to tell her I'm close when a voice calls up from downstairs, freezing us both mid-thrust.

"Angelina? Are you home, honey?" Jack's voice echoes through the house, and I feel her whole body tense around my cock.

"Shit!" she whispers, panic flashing in her eyes. "He's not supposed to be back until noon!"

I should pull out. I should grab my clothes and hide in the closet or bathroom. That's what any sane person would do. But the surge of adrenaline, the danger of being caught, only makes my cock harder inside her.

"Richard," she hisses, pushing at my chest. "Stop! We have to—"

Instead of stopping, I slam into her hard, bottoming out and making her gasp. I clamp my hand over her mouth, my eyes locking with hers.

"Answer him," I whisper against her ear, my hips still moving in slow, deep thrusts. "Tell him you're up here... exercising."

Her eyes widen, a mixture of fear and arousal darkening her pupils. I feel her pussy clench around me, betraying how much the danger turns her on.

"Angelina?" Jack calls again, more insistent. "Are you upstairs?"

I release her mouth, but keep my face close to hers, challenging her. For a heartbeat, I think she might push me away, might choose safety over pleasure. Instead, she draws a shaky breath.

"Yes, Jack! I'm upstairs!" she calls out, her voice impressively steady given the circumstances. "Just... finishing up my morning workout!"

I bite back a laugh at the double entendre, rewarding her quick thinking with a particularly deep thrust that makes her bite her lip to stifle a moan. The knowledge that her husband is just downstairs, that at any moment he could walk in and see me buried balls-deep in his wife—it's a fucking rush like nothing else.

"Your 'morning workout,' huh?" I whisper, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in, harder than before. "Better make it count, then."

"Richard, we can't—" she starts to protest, but I cut her off with another thrust that hits that perfect spot inside her. Her objection dissolves into a stifled moan.

"We can, and we are," I tell her, setting a new pace, faster and harder than before. The bed creaks beneath us, and I see a flicker of genuine alarm cross her face. I grab the headboard with one hand, steadying it to quiet the noise while maintaining my rhythm.

"I wanted to talk to you about something," Jack calls up. I can hear his footsteps now, moving through the living room below us. "Do you have a minute?"

Angelina's eyes widen in panic. She opens her mouth to respond, but I choose that exact moment to grind against her clit, making her gasp instead. She glares at me, half angry, half desperate with pleasure.

"Y-yes!" she finally manages. "Just... give me five minutes! I'm all sweaty from... exercising!"

I smirk down at her, leaning close to whisper, "You're going to be even sweatier in five minutes."

"You're insane," she whispers back, but her hands are gripping my ass now, pulling me deeper, her body contradicting her words.

"Alright, I'll wait downstairs," Jack responds, and we both hear his footsteps retreating toward the kitchen.

Relief washes over her face, immediately replaced by renewed lust as I increase my pace. The momentary reprieve has only made the danger more exciting. I pull her legs up, hooking them over my shoulders to change the angle, hitting even deeper. Her hands fly up to grip the pillow behind her head, knuckles white from the effort of staying quiet.

"You love this," I accuse, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Love getting fucked while your husband is right downstairs. Love the risk of getting caught with my teenage cock inside you."

"Shut up," she gasps, but her pussy clenches around me at my words. "Just... don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. If anything, the close call has only fueled my determination to make her cum again before I finish. My hands grip her hips, holding her in place as I pound into her with renewed vigor. The slap of skin on skin seems deafeningly loud in the room, and Angelina bites her fist to keep from crying out.

"You think he can hear us?" I taunt, driving into her relentlessly. "Think he can hear his wife getting the fucking of her life from a guy young enough to be her son?"

"Oh god," she whimpers, her free hand clawing at the sheets. "Richard, please..."

I reach between us, finding her clit with my thumb and rubbing firm circles that have her back arching off the bed. Her pussy flutters around my cock, the first signs of another approaching orgasm.

"Cum again," I command, my voice harsh with exertion. "Cum while I fuck you in your marital bed with your husband downstairs."

Her body obeys, her inner walls clamping down on my cock as she bites into her own forearm to muffle her scream. The sight of her coming undone beneath me, combined with the vise-like grip of her pussy, pushes me to the edge of my own climax.

Just then, I hear footsteps on the stairs. Fucking hell—Jack's coming up!

"Angelina?" he calls. "I'm sorry to rush you, but I really need to talk to you about this trip."

I should pull out. I should find somewhere to hide. But I'm too close, and the approaching danger only heightens every sensation. Angelina's eyes fly open, panic and arousal warring in her expression as she realizes what's about to happen.

"I'm coming!" she shouts, and I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing at the accidental truth in her words. Then, more quietly, to me: "Richard, you need to—"

Too late. The combination of her orgasm, the danger, and my own building pressure becomes too much. With one final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and let go, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep inside her. My body shudders with the intensity of it, my vision blurring at the edges as pleasure explodes through my core.

"Oh, fuck," I groan, too quietly for Jack to hear but loud enough for Angelina to give me a warning glare. I can hear him in the hallway now, approaching the bedroom door.

With superhuman effort, I pull out of her, a trail of cum following the head of my cock as it slips free of her well-fucked pussy. There's no time to grab my clothes scattered across the floor. Instead, I slide off the bed and roll beneath it, just as the bedroom door starts to open.

"Just a second, Jack!" Angelina calls, her voice impressively steady as she yanks the comforter up to her chin, hiding her nakedness. I can see her quickly run a hand through her mussed hair, trying to look presentable.

From my hiding place, I see Jack's feet enter the room. Boring brown loafers that match his boring personality. My heart pounds in my chest, a mixture of post-orgasmic bliss and adrenaline making me feel almost high.

"Sorry to interrupt your... workout," Jack says, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. The idiot has no idea I've just filled his wife with my cum. "But I've got exciting news."

"Oh?" Angelina's voice is casual, as if she isn't lying naked in bed with a teenager hiding underneath it, my cum leaking out of her. "What is it?"

"I just got off the phone with Martin from the Geneva office," Jack says, moving further into the room. I tense as his feet approach the bed, but he stops and sits on the edge, thankfully on Angelina's side, not mine. "They've offered us use of the company ski lodge in Switzerland for two weeks! All expenses paid!"

"Switzerland?" Angelina sounds genuinely surprised. "When?"

"That's the crazy part—they want us there this weekend. Private jet leaves Friday morning. I know it's short notice, but I thought it would be the perfect getaway for us."

I can almost hear the gears turning in Angelina's head. Two weeks away with boring Jack? No chance for our daily "training sessions"? I'm equally disappointed at the thought.

"That sounds... wonderful," she says, but I can hear the hesitation in her voice. "But I'm in the middle of this intensive training program with Richard. I'd hate to lose all the progress I've made."

I smile to myself, impressed by her quick thinking. Jack shifts on the bed, his weight making the mattress dip slightly above me.

"Can't you take a break for two weeks?" he asks. "It's Switzerland, honey. The Alps!"

"Actually," Angelina says slowly, as if the idea is just occurring to her, "why don't we bring Richard along? The lodge probably has a gym, right? He could continue my training there."

There's a pause, and I hold my breath, waiting for Jack's response.

"Bring your trainer on our vacation?" He sounds dubious, but not outright rejecting the idea. "Won't that be... awkward?"

"Not at all," Angelina insists, her voice taking on that persuasive tone I've heard her use on Jack before. "He can stay in a separate part of the lodge, do his own thing when we want private time. Plus, you're always saying I seem happier, more relaxed since I started working out. Don't you want me to be happy and relaxed on our vacation?"

Another pause. I can practically feel Jack's resistance crumbling. The man is so thoroughly whipped, so desperate to please Angelina, that he'll agree to almost anything.

"Well, when you put it that way..." he says slowly. "I suppose the lodge is plenty big enough. And the company is paying for everything anyway."

"Exactly! It won't cost you a penny," Angelina says, the triumph clear in her voice. "And Richard was just telling me the other day how he's never been skiing before. It would be such a nice opportunity for him."

I bite back a laugh. I've never mentioned skiing to her, but she's building a convincing story. Jack seems to buy it.

"Alright," he agrees finally. "If it means that much to you, we can bring Richard along. As long as he understands that this is primarily a romantic getaway for us."

"Of course, of course," Angelina assures him. "I'll call him right away and let him know. Now, can you give me a few minutes to shower and get dressed? I'm all sweaty from my workout."

"Sure, honey. I'll be downstairs."

Jack's feet retreat, and the door closes behind him. For a moment, neither of us moves or speaks, waiting to make sure he's really gone. Then Angelina leans over the edge of the bed, her face appearing upside down as she peers under at me.

"Switzerland," she whispers, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "Two weeks in a private lodge. Think of all the places we can fuck while Jack's busy skiing."

I grin back at her, already imagining the possibilities. "You're a fucking genius, you know that?"

"I know," she says with a wink. "Now get dressed and sneak out the back. I'll call you later with the details."

As I carefully gather my clothes and prepare to make my exit, I can't help but feel a surge of anticipation. Switzerland. A private lodge. Two weeks of unlimited access to Angelina, all under her clueless husband's nose.

This is going to be epic.


Chapter 2

I adjust my carry-on bag as we approach the sleek private jet on the tarmac, trying not to stare too obviously at Angelina's ass in her tight white jeans. She's dressed for comfort but still manages to look like she just stepped off a magazine cover—designer sunglasses perched on her head, blonde hair falling in perfect waves over her shoulders, and a silk blouse that shows just enough cleavage to make my mouth water. Jack waddles ahead of us, already talking to the pilot about flight times and weather conditions, completely oblivious to the fact that not six hours ago, I had his wife screaming my name while he was at work.

"Impressed?" Angelina whispers, noticing my wide-eyed stare at the luxury aircraft.

"Definitely," I reply, letting my gaze deliberately drop to her ass. "The view is amazing."

She smirks, giving me a subtle hip bump that sends blood rushing to my cock. I've never flown private before—hell, I've barely flown commercial—but I play it cool, like I belong here. At eighteen, I've learned that confidence is everything, whether you're commanding a football field or seducing a married woman twice your age.

We climb the stairs into the jet, and I'm hit with that new-car smell of luxury—leather, expensive cologne, and money. The interior is all cream leather and polished wood, with just eight plush seats divided into two sections. The first four seats are arranged in pairs facing each other, clearly the "first class" section of an already first-class experience. The back four are standard-looking seats, still nicer than anything I've seen on a commercial plane, but obviously less prestigious.

"Richard, you'll be back here," Jack says, gesturing to the rear section without even looking at me. "Angelina and I will be up front."

I nod, swallowing my disappointment. I'd been hoping to sit next to Angelina, to feel her thigh pressed against mine for the nine-hour flight, maybe even sneak a hand between her legs while Jack slept. But of course, the husband would want his wife beside him.

Angelina, however, has other ideas. She turns to Jack with that look I've seen her use before—head slightly tilted, eyes wide and appealing, a perfect combination of innocent and persuasive.

"Honey," she says, laying a hand on his arm. "Would you mind terribly if Richard sat with me instead? I wanted to go over my training regimen for the next two weeks."

Jack blinks, clearly caught off guard. "During the flight? Can't it wait until we get there?"

"It's a nine-hour flight," she points out reasonably. "Perfect time to plan everything out. Plus," she lowers her voice, though not so much that I can't hear, "you know how I get anxious during takeoff. Richard was telling me about some breathing exercises that might help."

I was? News to me, but I nod solemnly when Jack glances my way.

"They're really effective," I add helpfully. "I use them before big games."

Jack hesitates, glancing between us, and for a moment I think he might sense something—might finally see the electric current that seems to arc between his wife and me whenever we're near each other. But then he sighs, adjusting his glasses on his nose in a gesture of defeat.

"I suppose that makes sense," he concedes. "I do have some work I could catch up on anyway. Those quarterly reports aren't going to read themselves."

"You're the best," Angelina gushes, standing on tiptoe to kiss his cheek. Over Jack's shoulder, she winks at me, her eyes gleaming with wicked triumph.

Ten minutes later, we're settled in our seats, the plane taxiing down the runway. Jack is in the back section, already buried in paperwork, while Angelina and I sit across from each other in the luxurious front cabin, a small table between us. The flight attendant brings us champagne in crystal flutes, then discreetly closes the divider between the cabins before heading to her own seat for takeoff.

"To Switzerland," Angelina toasts, clinking her glass against mine, her eyes never leaving my face.

"To 'training sessions,'" I reply with a smirk, taking a sip of the bubbly liquid. It's good—probably expensive as hell, but I pretend I drink stuff like this all the time.

The plane lifts off smoothly, climbing into the blue morning sky. As soon as the seatbelt sign turns off, Angelina unbuckles hers and moves to sit beside me instead of across. Her thigh presses against mine, warm and firm through my jeans.

"Alone at last," she murmurs, her hand landing on my knee, fingers tracing small circles. "Well, almost alone."

"Jack's buried in his reports," I say, glancing toward the closed divider. "He won't be bothering us."

"No, he won't," she agrees, her hand sliding higher up my thigh. "Poor Jack. Always working, never playing."

I spread my legs slightly, giving her better access as her hand creeps toward my crotch. "Unlike you," I observe with a grin. "You're all about the play."

"Speaking of play," she says, her voice dropping to a husky whisper as her fingers finally reach the growing bulge in my jeans. "Do you know what this ski lodge is famous for?"

Her hand presses against my hardening cock, rubbing slowly up and down the length through the denim. My breath hitches, but I try to maintain my composure, taking another sip of champagne before answering.

"The skiing?" I guess, my voice slightly strained as she increases the pressure of her palm against me.

She laughs softly, leaning in so her lips brush against my ear. "Two things, actually. First, couple retreats—lots of rich, bored husbands and wives trying to rekindle their dying marriages."

Her fingers find my zipper, tugging it down with agonizing slowness. I glance toward the divider again, but it remains firmly closed, the hum of the engines likely drowning out any sound we might make.

"And the second thing?" I ask, my cock now fully hard, straining against my boxers.

Angelina slips her hand inside my open jeans, her fingers cool against the thin cotton of my underwear. "Lonely, rich MILFs," she purrs, wrapping her hand around my length through the fabric. "Women whose husbands are too busy skiing or networking to keep them satisfied."

The implication is clear, and my cock twitches in her grip at the thought. Not only will I have unlimited access to Angelina, but potentially other hot older women as well. It's like a fucking buffet of MILF pussy, and I'm starving.

"Sounds like my kind of place," I manage to say as she finally pushes aside the elastic of my boxers, her fingers wrapping around my bare cock. The feeling of her cool hand on my hot flesh makes me groan softly.

"I thought you might like that," she says, beginning to stroke me, up and down, her grip firm and confident. "All those neglected wives, desperate for a young stud like you to remind them what a real man feels like."

My hips buck involuntarily as she swipes her thumb over the sensitive head, spreading the drop of pre-cum that's formed there. "Fuck," I hiss, my head falling back against the seat.

"That's the plan," Angelina whispers, her strokes becoming more deliberate, more focused. "Lots and lots of fucking."

She leans in, capturing my mouth in a hungry kiss that I return with equal fervor. Her tongue pushes past my lips, tangling with mine as her hand continues its maddening rhythm on my cock. I bring my hand up to cup her breast through her blouse, feeling her nipple harden against my palm.

When we finally break the kiss, we're both breathing heavily. Her hand is still in my pants, still working me with an expertise that makes my toes curl in my shoes. Her pupils are dilated with lust, her lips slightly swollen from our kiss.

"I want more," she says, her voice thick with need. "I want to feel you inside me."

"Here?" I glance around the cabin. It's private, but not that private. The flight attendant could come back at any moment, and there's always the risk of Jack deciding his reports are less interesting than his wife after all.

Angelina smiles, a predatory curve of her lips that sends a fresh surge of blood to my already-aching cock. "Follow me to the bathroom in two minutes," she instructs, giving me one final, firm stroke before withdrawing her hand. "Time for your first mile-high experience."

She stands, straightening her blouse with casual grace, as if she hasn't just had her hand down my pants. With a wink that promises wicked delights to come, she walks toward the rear of the cabin, hips swaying hypnotically.

I look down at my open jeans, my cock still hard and now glistening with pre-cum, and grin to myself. Switzerland is already exceeding my expectations, and we haven't even landed yet. Between Angelina's insatiable appetite and the promise of other lonely MILFs at the lodge, this vacation is shaping up to be the adventure of a lifetime.

And it's only just beginning.

***

The private jet touches down with a gentle bump, and I can't help but smirk as Angelina's hand "accidentally" brushes against my crotch while she reaches for her seat belt. Jack doesn't notice a thing, too busy gathering his precious reports into his leather portfolio. Switzerland stretches out beyond the windows, all snow-capped mountains and pristine white landscapes, but the only view I care about is the way Angelina's blouse strains against her perfect tits when she stands up to grab her carry-on.

"Welcome to Geneva," the pilot announces over the intercom, but I'm already hard from our bathroom escapade mid-flight and the promise of what's to come. Angelina catches my eye as we disembark, her tongue darting out to wet her lips before turning back to Jack with practiced innocence.

A sleek black SUV waits on the tarmac, driver holding a sign with "Pitt Party" printed in elegant script. Jack puffs up with importance, talking loudly about company perks and connections while the driver loads our luggage. I hang back, playing the role of respectful trainer, all the while undressing Angelina with my eyes as she bends to enter the vehicle.

The drive up the mountain takes nearly two hours, but I don't mind. Angelina sits in the middle row with Jack, while I'm in the back, giving me the perfect vantage point to watch her slip her shoe off and run her stockinged foot up her husband's calf in a show of affection that makes him beam like he's won the lottery. Poor bastard doesn't know that just hours ago, I had his wife's ankles pinned behind her ears in the plane's tiny bathroom, making her bite down on a washcloth to keep from screaming my name.

When we finally arrive, the chalet complex steals even my breath. It's like something out of a fucking movie—massive timber and stone structures nestled against the mountainside, with floor-to-ceiling windows reflecting the snow and sunlight. Everything screams money, from the heated stone pathways cleared of snow to the staff waiting to take our bags.

"Holy shit," I mutter, forgetting to play it cool for a moment.

"Language, Richard," Jack admonishes with a condescending smile, like he's talking to a child instead of a guy who regularly rails his wife. "This is a classy establishment."

"Sorry, Mr. Pitt," I reply, the picture of contrition while catching Angelina's eye. She bites her lip to suppress a laugh.

"Welcome to Alpenrose Lodge," a female voice says, drawing my attention to the entrance. And fuck me if she isn't the hottest thing I've seen since—well, since Angelina stripped in the plane bathroom.

The woman approaching us has to be in her mid-twenties, with sleek blonde hair pulled back in a tight ponytail that accentuates high cheekbones and the bluest eyes I've ever seen. Her body is athletic but still curvy in all the right places, showcased perfectly in a fitted white blouse and slim black ski pants that hug her ass like they were painted on.

"I'm Elara, the resort manager," she continues, her accent lilting and exotic—Scandinavian, maybe Swedish? I don't really care; I just know it's sexy as hell. "We are delighted to host you at our exclusive property."

Jack steps forward, hand extended, launching into some boring introduction about his company and position. I tune him out, focusing instead on how Elara's eyes slide past him to land on me. Her gaze is direct, professional on the surface, but I recognize that subtle once-over. I've seen it enough times to know when a woman is checking me out.

"And this is our personal trainer, Richard," Jack eventually says, gesturing toward me like I'm an afterthought.

I step forward, extending my hand with a confidence that makes Elara's eyes widen slightly. "Richard Long," I say, holding her gaze a beat longer than necessary. "Thanks for having me."

Her hand is smooth but her grip is firm. "The pleasure is mine, Mr. Long," she replies, her lips curving into a smile that's a shade too warm for mere professional courtesy. "We have many excellent training facilities you might enjoy using during your stay."

"I'm sure Richard will put them to good use," Angelina interjects, moving to stand beside me. There's amusement in her voice as she adds, "He's very... dedicated to physical fitness."

I catch the subtle emphasis and have to suppress a grin. Angelina has noticed Elara's interest in me, and rather than being jealous, she seems entertained by it. Jack, oblivious as ever, is already asking Elara about the ski conditions and restaurant reservations.

"Let me show you to your accommodations," Elara says, leading us inside the main lodge. The interior is just as impressive as the exterior—soaring ceilings with massive wooden beams, a stone fireplace tall enough to stand in, and plush furniture arranged on thick fur rugs.

"The Matterhorn Suite is our finest accommodation," Elara explains as we ascend a curved staircase. "Mr. and Mrs. Pitt, you'll have the entire top floor to yourselves, with your own hot tub on the private deck overlooking the valley."

Jack practically bounces with excitement as Elara unlocks the door to reveal a space that looks like it costs more per night than my mom's monthly mortgage. The suite is all rich woods and creamy leather, with floor-to-ceiling windows framing the snow-covered Alps. A king-sized bed dominates one end, piled high with fluffy duvets and fur throws. A fireplace already crackles in the wall, casting a warm glow over everything.

"This is magnificent!" Jack exclaims, immediately moving to explore the various rooms, opening doors and exclaiming over each new luxury feature he discovers.

Elara turns to me with that same subtle smile. "And for you, Mr. Long, we've prepared the Edelweiss Guesthouse. It's just across the path—private, but very convenient to the main lodge."

"Lead the way," I say, catching Angelina's eye over Elara's shoulder. Angelina gives me a knowing look that promises we'll be making good use of that "convenient" location very soon.

Jack emerges from what must be the bathroom, face flushed with excitement. "Angelina, you have to see this tub! It's bigger than our first apartment!"

"I'll be right there, honey," she calls back, then turns to Elara. "Why don't you show Richard his accommodations? I'll unpack and get settled here."

"Of course, Mrs. Pitt," Elara responds, professional but with that undercurrent of heat when she glances back at me. "This way, Mr. Long."

I follow Elara down the stairs and out a side door onto a heated stone pathway. The cold mountain air hits my face, a sharp contrast to the warmth inside, but I barely notice as my eyes lock onto Elara's ass swaying in front of me.

"Here we are," she says, opening the door to a smaller but equally luxurious cabin just twenty yards from the main building. "The Edelweiss is one of our most private accommodations, but as you can see—" she points to a connecting pathway that leads directly to a side entrance of the main lodge "—you have easy access to the Matterhorn Suite for your... training sessions with Mrs. Pitt."

The emphasis she places on "training sessions" tells me she's not buying the cover story for a second. I step into the guesthouse, impressed despite myself. It's smaller than the suite but no less opulent—a plush king bed, its own fireplace already lit, a deep soaking tub visible through an open bathroom door, and windows that frame the snowy landscape like artwork.

"This should work perfectly," I say, turning to find Elara standing closer than strictly necessary, her blue eyes studying me with undisguised interest.

"I'm sure it will," she replies, her voice dropping slightly. "If you need anything at all during your stay—anything—please don't hesitate to call me directly." She places a business card on the small table by the door, her fingers lingering. "My personal number is on the back."

"I appreciate that," I say, letting my eyes drop to her lips for just a second before meeting her gaze again. "I might take you up on that."

She smiles, a flash of something hungry in her expression before she composes herself. "Please do. Enjoy your stay, Mr. Long."

As she leaves, I can't help but grin. This vacation just keeps getting better. I've got Angelina right next door, eager and accessible, and now this hot Swiss manager is practically offering herself up as dessert. I drop my bag on the bed and walk to the window, looking out at the main lodge where I can see Angelina standing at her window, watching. When she spots me, she touches her lips with two fingers, then presses them to the glass.

I smile and give her a small nod. Tonight can't come soon enough.


Chapter 3

The morning air burns my lungs as I watch Angelina stretch in her skintight ski suit, her perfect ass bent right in front of me while Jack fumbles with his rental equipment. She knows exactly what she's doing, throwing me a quick glance over her shoulder, those bedroom eyes promising what's to come. My cock stirs in my thermal pants, already half-hard from the memory of last night. Today's "training session" is going to be anything but professional.

"Richard, can you help me with these bindings?" Jack calls, his pathetic struggle with basic ski equipment making me smirk. I jog over, fixing his issue in seconds while he adjusts his glasses and thanks me like I've performed brain surgery.

"No problem, Mr. Pitt," I say, playing the respectful trainer. "These can be tricky."

Angelina glides over on her skis, looking every inch the trophy wife in her designer white ski suit that hugs every curve of her body. The bruises on her neck from last night are cleverly hidden beneath a cashmere scarf.

"Jack, honey, don't you have that beginner lesson at 10?" she asks, checking her diamond-studded watch. "It's quarter to."

Jack's eyes widen behind his glasses. "Oh! You're right!" He fumbles with his poles, nearly dropping one. "I don't want to be late. Will you two be alright training on your own?"

"We'll be fine," Angelina assures him, placing a hand on his arm. "Richard has a whole cardio routine planned for me on the intermediate slopes."

"That's right," I confirm with a straight face. "We'll focus on endurance today."

Jack nods, completely oblivious to the double meaning. "Well, have fun! I'll see you for lunch at the lodge." He plants a quick kiss on Angelina's cheek before awkwardly shuffling away toward the ski school meeting point, looking like a newborn deer on his skis.

As soon as he's out of sight, Angelina turns to me, that predatory look in her eyes that makes my cock throb. "So, trainer," she purrs, "where should we start this... endurance workout?"

I lean in, close enough to smell her expensive perfume. "I know a trail that branches off the intermediate slope. Very private." My hand brushes her hip, my fingers digging in just enough to make her breath catch. "Perfect for what I have in mind."

We make a show of doing some stretches in the open, my hands lingering on her thighs, her ass, her waist—all under the guise of proper form. My cock is fully hard now, straining against my thermals, and I catch her eyeing the bulge with hunger.

"Ready?" I ask, grabbing my poles.

"God, yes," she breathes.

We take the chairlift up to the intermediate area, sitting close enough that our thighs press together. I slide my hand between her legs, and even through the layers of her ski pants, I can feel the heat radiating from her core.

"I've been wet since I woke up," she whispers, leaning into my touch. "Thinking about what you're going to do to me."

"I'm going to fuck you against a tree," I tell her bluntly, my voice low but intense. "With our ski clothes still half on. And you're going to scream my name where anyone could hear."

She shudders, not from the cold but from desire. As the lift approaches the top, I reluctantly remove my hand, and we exit smoothly onto the groomed slope.

I lead her down the main run for a few minutes before spotting the side trail I'd noticed yesterday while exploring. It's marked with a simple wooden sign reading "Forest Path" and looks rarely used. Perfect.

"This way," I direct, turning onto the narrow trail that quickly disappears into a dense line of pine trees.

The snow is deeper here, untouched, making our progress slower but ensuring our privacy. The sounds of the main slope fade behind us, replaced by the soft swish of our skis and the occasional fall of snow from branches above. After a few minutes, the trail widens slightly into a small clearing surrounded by massive pines, their branches heavy with fresh snow.

"Here," I decide, coming to a stop.

Angelina glides up beside me, her cheeks flushed from the cold and arousal. Without a word, I remove my skis and help her out of hers. Then I grab her wrist and pull her toward the largest tree at the edge of the clearing.

"Richard," she gasps as I push her against the rough bark, my mouth finding hers in a hungry kiss. She tastes like coffee and mint, her tongue eagerly meeting mine as my hands roam over her body, squeezing her tits through the tight ski jacket.

"Turn around," I command when I break the kiss.

She obeys immediately, facing the tree as I press my chest against her back, my erection grinding against her ass. My hands snake around to unzip her jacket, sliding inside to find her tits straining against a thin thermal shirt. I pinch her nipples hard through the fabric, making her moan.

"Quiet," I warn, though there's no one around to hear us. "Or I'll stop."

"No," she whimpers, pushing her ass back against my cock. "Please don't stop."

I reach down to undo her ski pants, yanking them down just enough to expose her ass and pussy to the cold air. She gasps at the temperature shock, but I don't give her time to adjust. I quickly undo my own pants, freeing my rock-hard cock from its confines.

"No panties?" I observe, finding her bare ass exposed to me. "Fucking slut came prepared."

"Yes," she admits, her voice breathy with need. "I knew you'd want easy access."

I spit into my palm and rub it over my cock, though she's already so wet I can see it glistening on her inner thighs. With one hand, I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, exposed where her hat has been pushed askew. With the other, I guide my cock to her entrance.

"Remember who this pussy belongs to," I growl into her ear, then slam into her in one powerful thrust.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her voice echoing through the trees as I fill her completely. The contrast of the freezing air on our exposed skin and the scorching heat where our bodies join is intoxicating.

I establish a brutal rhythm, pounding into her as she braces herself against the tree trunk. Snow dislodged from above falls around us, dusting her blonde hair and melting on our flushed skin. The wet slap of flesh meeting flesh joins the symphony of her moans and my grunts.

"Louder," I demand, tugging her head back by her hair. "I want to hear how much you love this cock."

"Oh god, Richard," she obliges, her voice rising in volume. "Your cock feels so fucking good! Harder! Fuck me harder!"

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

I thrust deeper into Angelina, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave marks. Her body jolts forward with each impact, her tits bouncing beneath her partially opened ski jacket. The cold air burns my lungs, creating puffs of steam with every grunt as I pound into her married pussy. She's taking me so deep that I swear I can feel her cervix with each thrust, her walls gripping me like a vise as she begs for more.

"Fuck, Richard! Just like that!" she cries out, voice echoing through the snow-covered pines. Her fingers claw at the bark of the tree, seeking purchase as I slam into her repeatedly. "Don't stop! Don't you dare fucking stop!"

I grab her scarf, using it to pull her head back, exposing the column of her throat to the cold air. The bruises from last night peek out, and I lean forward to add fresh ones, biting down on her neck as my hips maintain their relentless rhythm.

"You love this, don't you?" I growl against her skin. "Getting fucked outdoors where anyone could see Jack's perfect wife taking teenage cock."

"God, yes," she moans, pushing back against me to take me deeper. "I love your big cock. Need it. Need it so fucking bad."

A flash of movement catches my eye from the tree line to our right. I slow my thrusts slightly, focusing my gaze without completely stopping. There, partially hidden behind a massive pine about thirty yards away, stands Elara—the resort manager. Her blonde ponytail is unmistakable, and even at this distance, I can see her mouth hanging slightly open, her eyes wide as she watches us.

My cock throbs inside Angelina at the realization we have an audience. Instead of embarrassment, a surge of primal pride rushes through me. Let her see what a real man can do. Let her watch as I claim this MILF right here in the snow.

"Richard?" Angelina questions my change in pace, unaware of our observer.

I respond by slamming into her with renewed vigor, angling my body slightly to give Elara a better view. "Just admiring the way your pussy takes my cock," I tell Angelina, loud enough for my voice to carry. "The way it stretches around me, so fucking tight and wet."

I lock eyes with Elara across the distance. She doesn't move, doesn't try to hide. Her hand rises to her throat, then slides down to rest on her chest, her breathing visibly quickening even from where I stand. I smirk directly at her, making sure she knows that I see her watching us.

Angelina's moans grow louder as I increase the force of my thrusts, performing now for both her pleasure and Elara's wide-eyed observation. I reach around to Angelina's front, finding her clit with my fingers and rubbing it in tight circles that have her knees buckling.

"Oh fuck, I'm close," she pants, unaware of our audience. "Richard, I'm going to cum!"

"That's it," I encourage, still watching Elara from the corner of my eye. "Cum all over my cock. Let me feel that tight pussy squeeze me."

Elara's hand has moved lower now, pressing against the front of her ski pants. Is she touching herself while watching us? The thought makes my balls tighten, bringing me dangerously close to my own release.

I twist Angelina's hair around my fist, yanking her head back as I drive into her harder. "You want my cum?" I demand loudly, putting on a show. "You want me to fill this married pussy with cum while your husband's learning to snowplow?"

"Yes!" Angelina screams, beyond caring who might hear. "Cum inside me! Fill me up! I need it!"

Her body convulses around me as her orgasm hits, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic waves. The sight of her coming undone beneath me, combined with the knowledge that Elara is watching us fuck, pushes me to the edge.

"Take it," I growl, driving in to the hilt and holding there as my release crashes through me. "Take every fucking drop."

My cock pulses inside Angelina, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her core. I keep my eyes on Elara as I climax, letting her see the pleasure contorting my face. She's breathing hard now, her hand definitely moving between her legs as she watches me empty myself into another woman.

As the last waves of my orgasm subside, I see Elara step back, disappearing into the trees. She's seen enough—or perhaps too much. Either way, I know this won't be the last interaction between us.

I stay buried inside Angelina for a moment, both of us catching our breath in the cold mountain air. When I finally pull out, a trickle of my cum follows, dripping onto the pristine snow beneath us. The visual is so fucking hot—my seed marking both her and this forest—that I feel my cock twitch with renewed interest despite having just climaxed.

"Jesus Christ," Angelina pants, leaning heavily against the tree as she pulls her ski pants back up with shaking hands. "That was... intense."

I tuck myself away, adjusting my clothes with a satisfied smirk. "Something about the mountain air," I suggest, deciding not to mention our audience. That's information I'll keep for myself, a secret weapon for whatever comes next with Elara.

"We should get back," Angelina says, still breathless. "Jack will be done with his lesson soon."

I nod, helping her straighten her jacket and fix her hair. There's no hiding the flush on her cheeks or the fresh marks on her neck where her scarf has slipped, but she doesn't seem to care. She looks thoroughly fucked, and the knowledge that she'll sit across from her clueless husband at lunch with my cum still leaking inside her fills me with savage satisfaction.

As we retrieve our skis and prepare to head back to the main slopes, I cast one final glance toward where Elara had been standing. The snow is disturbed there, proof that I didn't imagine her presence.

Switzerland just keeps getting more interesting by the hour.


Chapter 4

Steam rises around me as I stretch out in the private hot tub, my naked body submerged in the bubbling water. The outdoor enclosure is lit only by underwater lights and the glow of stars above, giving the space an intimate vibe that screams sex. I lean my head back against the edge, muscles relaxed after a day of skiing and fucking Angelina against that tree. My cock floats freely in the hot water, already semi-hard at the memory of Elara watching us from the trees.

The sound of female laughter breaks through the night air. I open my eyes to see two women approaching, champagne flutes in hand, both wearing plush resort robes over what I assume are swimsuits. They pause at the edge of the hot tub area when they spot me.

"Oh, sorry," the Asian woman says, her accent slightly American. "We didn't realize someone was already here."

I sit up straighter, making no move to cover myself. "Plenty of room for all of us," I offer with my most charming smile.

The women exchange glances, a silent communication passing between them. The British one—tall with auburn hair and full lips—raises an eyebrow at her friend. Whatever calculation they're making, they seem to reach a decision.

"I suppose it is rather chilly to turn back," the British woman says, her accent posh and refined. "I'm Becca, and this is Ming-Na."

"Richard," I reply simply. "The water's perfect."

They set their champagne glasses on the edge of the tub, then simultaneously drop their robes. My cock immediately responds to the view. Ming-Na is petite but curvy in all the right places, her olive skin glowing in the blue light of the tub. Her black bikini is tiny, barely containing her full breasts. Becca is taller, with the kind of body that speaks of regular yoga and Pilates—toned but still soft, her generous tits straining against a white bikini top that turns slightly transparent as it gets wet.

They slip into the water, sighing with pleasure as the heat envelops them. They take seats opposite me, their legs occasionally brushing against mine in the confined space.

"American?" Ming-Na asks, sipping her champagne.

I nod. "Just here for a couple weeks. You?"

"Business conference," Becca answers. "Terribly boring, I'm afraid. We decided to skip the evening networking session for something more... relaxing."

The way she says "relaxing" carries a hint of something more, her eyes lingering on my bare chest above the waterline. I stretch my arms along the edge of the tub, a move that showcases my athletic build and coincidentally causes the water to swirl, offering glimpses of what's below.

"Networking is overrated," I agree, holding Becca's gaze. "I prefer more direct... connections."

Ming-Na's eyes widen slightly as the water settles and my semi-hard cock becomes visible through the clear water. I make no attempt to hide it, watching her reaction with satisfaction. Her lips part slightly, and she takes a larger sip of her champagne.

"You're quite young," she observes, her voice dropping to a huskier register. "Here with family?"

"Solo trip," I reply with a smirk. "Freedom to do whatever—or whoever—I want."

Becca laughs, a throaty sound that goes straight to my groin. "Bold, aren't you?"

"Just honest," I counter, spreading my legs slightly wider, letting my now fully hard cock rise closer to the water's surface. "Life's too short for games."

The women exchange another glance, something unspoken passing between them again. Ming-Na finishes her champagne in one long swallow, then sets the empty glass aside.

"Speaking of games," she says, reaching behind her back to unfasten her bikini top, "maybe we should play one."

My cock throbs underwater as her top comes off, revealing perfect breasts with dark nipples hardened from the contrast of the cold air and hot water. Becca follows suit, her larger, paler breasts bouncing free as she tosses her top onto the deck.

"Like what you see?" Becca challenges, her British accent making the question sound almost sophisticated despite its crudeness.

"Absolutely," I reply, my voice thick with desire. I stand up slightly, letting my cock break the water's surface, fully erect now and standing proud. "And you?"

Ming-Na's eyes widen further. "My god," she whispers, staring at my size. "Is that even real?"

Instead of answering, I sink back down into the water, spreading my arms in invitation. They don't need to be asked twice. Both women move toward me, sliding through the water until they flank me on either side. Ming-Na's hand finds my thigh underwater, her touch tentative at first, then bolder as she moves up toward my cock. Becca is more direct, her fingers wrapping around my shaft immediately, drawing a hiss of pleasure from my lips.

"So big," Becca murmurs, stroking me slowly underwater. "And so young."

Ming-Na leans in, her lips finding my neck as her hand joins Becca's on my cock. "I bet you could handle both of us, couldn't you?" she whispers against my skin, sending shivers down my spine.

"Easily," I growl, turning my head to capture her mouth in a hungry kiss. Her lips are soft, tasting of champagne and desire as her tongue eagerly meets mine. My hand finds her breast, squeezing the firm flesh and thumbing her nipple, drawing a moan from deep in her throat.

I break the kiss to turn to Becca, who's watching us with hunger in her eyes while continuing to stroke my cock. I grab the back of her head, pulling her into a fierce kiss that she returns with equal passion, her tongue wrestling with mine for dominance. All the while, Ming-Na's lips move along my jaw, down my neck, her hand working in tandem with Becca's on my throbbing length.

My eyes roll back into my head when Ming-Na exhales a hot breath against my ear, causing shivers despite the hot water surrounding us. She grips my cock tightly along with Becca, their fingers wrapping around my base with surprising strength as they stroke up and down in unison, making my breath catch in my throat. Their skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" Ming-Na whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

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

"Trust me," Becca purrs, her eyes locked onto mine as she continues pumping my shaft, "we're just getting started."

I lean back, enjoying the sensation of four hands on my body—two on my cock, while others roam my chest, pinch my nipples, explore my thighs. Ming-Na and Becca exchange a heated look over my body, then lean across me to kiss each other deeply, their breasts pressing against my chest from both sides as they continue to stroke me underwater.

This vacation just keeps getting better and better.

"Let's take this somewhere more private," I suggest, my voice thick with lust as Ming-Na and Becca continue to stroke my cock beneath the bubbling water.

Ming-Na's suite is closest, and within minutes we're stumbling through her door, leaving a trail of wet footprints and discarded towels behind us. I don't bother with niceties or small talk—I grab Ming-Na by the throat and push her against the wall, crushing my mouth against hers while Becca presses against my back, her tits rubbing against my shoulder blades, her hands reaching around to stroke my cock.

"On your knees," I command, breaking the kiss and pushing Ming-Na down by her shoulders. She complies eagerly, dropping to the carpet and looking up at me with hunger in her eyes. I turn to Becca, grabbing a fistful of her auburn hair. "You too."

Becca joins Ming-Na on the floor, both women kneeling before me like worshippers at an altar. My cock stands proudly between them, still wet from the hot tub and their earlier attention. I grab the base, directing it toward Ming-Na's waiting mouth.

"Show me what that pretty mouth can do," I tell her, my voice rough with desire.

She doesn't hesitate, wrapping her lips around the head of my cock and sucking hard, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. I hiss with pleasure as she takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she bobs her head.

"Don't leave Becca out," I direct, pulling Ming-Na off my cock with a wet pop. "Share."

The women exchange a heated glance before Becca leans in, running her tongue along the underside of my shaft while Ming-Na focuses on the head. The dual sensation of their hot mouths working in tandem has me groaning, my hand tangling in Becca's hair to guide her movements.

"That's it," I encourage, my hips rocking slightly to fuck their mouths. "Get it nice and wet for those tight pussies."

They work together seamlessly, trading my cock back and forth, one sucking while the other licks my balls or strokes the base. It's clear they've done this before—their coordination too perfect to be coincidental. The thought of these two MILFs regularly sharing cock makes me even harder.

"Enough," I growl after a few minutes, not wanting to blow my load too soon. "On the bed. Both of you."

They scramble to obey, climbing onto the king-sized bed and lying side by side, legs spread in invitation. I stand at the foot of the bed, drinking in the sight—Ming-Na's olive skin a beautiful contrast to Becca's paler complexion, both women flushed with arousal and breathing heavily in anticipation.

"Who wants it first?" I ask, stroking my cock slowly.

"Me," Ming-Na pleads, her fingers sliding down to spread her pussy lips. "Please."

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. Without preamble, I thrust into her in one smooth motion, burying myself to the hilt. She cries out, her back arching off the mattress as her tight pussy stretches to accommodate my size.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her hands flying up to grip my shoulders. "So big!"

"Too much for you?" I taunt, beginning to move in long, deep strokes that have her whole body shifting up the bed.

"N-no," she stutters, her eyes rolling back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. "Don't stop!"

I establish a punishing rhythm, pounding into her with enough force to make the headboard bang against the wall. Beside us, Becca watches with hungry eyes, her fingers working between her own legs.

"Play with her tits," I command Becca without breaking stride. "Make yourself useful."

Becca immediately complies, rolling onto her side and taking one of Ming-Na's nipples into her mouth while pinching and rolling the other between her fingers. Ming-Na moans louder, overwhelmed by the dual stimulation.

"Oh god," she cries, her pussy clenching around my cock. "I'm going to cum already!"

"Do it," I growl, driving into her harder. "Cum on my cock."

Her body obeys, tensing beneath me as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy convulses around my shaft, trying to milk me, but I'm not ready to finish yet. As her orgasm subsides, I pull out of her abruptly, making her whimper at the sudden emptiness.

"Your turn," I tell Becca, grabbing her legs and flipping her onto her back. I enter her in one powerful thrust, making her gasp in shock and pleasure. "Christ, you're tight," I grunt, setting an immediate brutal pace.

"Yes!" Becca cries, her British accent thickening with lust. "Fuck me harder!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips slapping against her ass with each stroke. Her tits bounce wildly with the impact, her face contorting with pleasure. Ming-Na, recovered from her orgasm, moves to straddle Becca's face, lowering her pussy to the other woman's eager mouth.

"That's it," I encourage, watching Ming-Na ride Becca's face while I continue to pound into her pussy. "Eat her out while I fuck you."

The visual is incredibly erotic—Ming-Na grinding against Becca's mouth, her head thrown back in ecstasy, while I continue to slam into Becca's tight cunt. I reach forward to grab Ming-Na's tits, pinching her nipples roughly and making her cry out.

After several minutes, I pull out of Becca, my cock glistening with her juices. "Switch," I command, slapping Becca's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint.

Ming-Na quickly moves off Becca's face, positioning herself on her hands and knees. I move behind her, grabbing her hips and entering her from behind with a force that drives the breath from her lungs. Becca scrambles to position herself in front of Ming-Na, spreading her legs so Ming-Na's mouth can reach her pussy.

I establish a brutal rhythm, watching as my cock disappears into Ming-Na's tight hole again and again. The sight of her head buried between Becca's thighs while I fuck her from behind is almost too much to bear. I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the pressure building at the base of my spine.

"I'm getting close," I warn, increasing my pace, my fingers digging into Ming-Na's hips hard enough to leave bruises. "Where do you want it?"

Ming-Na lifts her face from Becca's pussy long enough to gasp, "Inside! Cum inside me!"

That's all the encouragement I need. With a few final, powerful thrusts, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her willing body. My vision blurs at the edges as pleasure courses through me, each pulse emptying more of my seed into her depths.

When the last wave subsides, I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-fucked hole. Without missing a beat, I grab Becca by the hair and position her face at Ming-Na's dripping pussy.

"Clean her up," I command, my voice leaving no room for argument. "Eat my cum out of her."

Becca moans at the degrading order but complies eagerly, burying her face between Ming-Na's thighs. Ming-Na gasps as Becca's tongue laps at her sensitive flesh, cleaning the mixture of cum and her own juices with obvious relish.

I sit back on my heels, watching the show with a smirk of satisfaction. Becca's tongue works diligently, occasionally pulling back to show us the mouthful of cum she's collected before swallowing it down and diving back in for more.

"That's it," I encourage, stroking my cock back to semi-hardness as I watch. "Get every drop."

Ming-Na's hips begin to rock against Becca's face, chasing a second orgasm. I move beside them, turning Ming-Na's face toward me and capturing her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss. She moans into my mouth as Becca's tongue pushes her over the edge again, her body shuddering with release.

When she finally collapses forward, spent and trembling, I pull Becca up by her hair and kiss her too, tasting my own cum on her lips and tongue. She responds hungrily, her hands coming up to stroke my chest.

"Both of you were amazing," I tell them when I break the kiss, my cock already hardening again at the sight of these two beautiful, thoroughly fucked women. "But I'm not done with either of you yet."

Ming-Na and Becca exchange exhausted but eager glances. It's going to be a long, satisfying night—one of many on this Swiss vacation that keeps exceeding my wildest expectations.


Chapter 5

I watch Angelina's lips wrap around the fork as she takes a bite of her overpriced Swiss chocolate dessert, her eyes meeting mine over the rim of her wine glass with that look that says she's thinking about wrapping those same lips around something else entirely. Jack sits between us, droning on about some business bullshit, completely oblivious to the way his wife's foot is sliding up my calf under the table.

The restaurant is fancy as fuck—all crystal chandeliers and white tablecloths—but all I can focus on is the way Angelina's tongue darts out to catch a bit of chocolate on her lower lip, a preview of what I know is coming.

"The market projections for next quarter are quite promising," Jack says, adjusting his glasses while cutting into his apple strudel. "My presentation to the board tomorrow should go smoothly if I can just nail down those final statistics."

"Fascinating," I reply, my voice steady despite Angelina's toes now pressing against my inner thigh, inching higher with each second. I take a sip of my scotch—Jack insisted on ordering me the good stuff, still playing the generous mentor role even while I fuck his wife every chance I get.

Angelina shifts in her seat, leaning forward to grab her wine glass, giving me a perfect view of her cleavage in that low-cut black dress. Her eyes never leave mine as she takes a deliberate sip, her throat working as she swallows. Jack keeps talking, something about market shares and quarterly reports, but his words wash over me like white noise.

"Don't you think, Richard?" he asks suddenly, pulling my attention back to him.

"Absolutely," I answer smoothly, having no fucking clue what I'm agreeing to. "Your approach makes perfect sense."

He beams, pleased by my apparent interest in his business acumen. Meanwhile, Angelina's foot has reached my crotch, her toes expertly massaging my hardening cock through my dress pants. I maintain my composed expression, but under the table, I spread my legs wider to give her better access.

"Oh!" Angelina suddenly exclaims, her eyes widening in fabricated surprise. "I've dropped my fork. How clumsy of me." She shoots me a quick, knowing glance before ducking under the long tablecloth.

Jack barely notices, too engrossed in cutting another piece of his dessert. "As I was saying, the Geneva office has been particularly impressed with our projections for the Asian markets."

I feel Angelina's hands on my knees under the table, pushing them further apart. My breath catches as her fingers slide up my thighs, reaching for my zipper with practiced efficiency.

"The growth potential is substantial," I manage to say, keeping my voice level as I feel my zipper being lowered tooth by tooth. "Especially considering recent developments."

Jack nods enthusiastically, launching into another boring tangent about investment strategies. Below the table, Angelina's warm hand slips inside my pants, fishing out my already rock-hard cock. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning as her fingers wrap around my shaft, stroking it slowly.

"Richard, you seem to have a good head for business for someone so young," Jack says, completely unaware that his wife has her head in my lap, her hot breath tickling my exposed cock.

"I've always been interested in... positions of power," I reply, my voice only slightly strained as Angelina's wet tongue swirls around the head of my cock. "I believe in seizing opportunities when they... present themselves."

My eyes threaten to roll back as Angelina takes me fully into her warm mouth, her lips forming a tight seal around my shaft. She begins bobbing her head slowly, taking me deep with each downward motion. I grip my fork tightly, stabbing at my dessert to distract myself from the incredible sensation of her skilled tongue working against the underside of my cock.

"That's exactly the kind of attitude that leads to success," Jack says, raising his wine glass in a toast. "To ambition!"

I lift my glass, somehow managing to keep it steady despite Angelina increasing her pace below the table. "To taking what you want," I counter, maintaining eye contact with Jack as his wife deepthroats my cock mere inches from his legs.

The waiter approaches to refill our water glasses, and I have a moment of panic, wondering if he can tell what's happening beneath the tablecloth. But the long, heavy fabric touches the floor on all sides, completely concealing Angelina's lewd activities. Still, the added risk of discovery sends another jolt of pleasure through me as she sucks harder.

"Is Mrs. Pitt alright?" the waiter asks, noticing her empty chair.

"She dropped her fork," Jack explains. "Probably still looking for it."

I feel Angelina's shoulders shake slightly in silent laughter around my cock, her hand now cupping my balls, massaging them gently as her mouth continues its relentless rhythm.

"She's very... thorough," I add, the double entendre causing heat to rush through my body. "Won't stop until she finds what she's looking for."

The waiter nods and moves on, and Jack returns to his monologue about business strategies. I nod at appropriate intervals, making vague sounds of agreement while Angelina works me toward the edge beneath the table. Her technique is flawless—alternating between deep, throat-constricting suction and lighter, teasing licks along my shaft.

My hand drops beneath the table on the pretense of adjusting my napkin, and I thread my fingers through Angelina's silky blonde hair, guiding her movements. She responds by taking me deeper, her throat muscles contracting around my length as she swallows around me.

"The key is maintaining composure under pressure," Jack says, completely oblivious to how his words mirror my current struggle. "Never letting them see you sweat."

"Sound... advice," I manage, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. Angelina must sense my approaching climax because she doubles down on her efforts, her head bobbing faster, her hand squeezing the base of my cock in rhythm with her mouth.

"Are you feeling alright, Richard? You look a bit flushed," Jack observes, peering at me over his glasses.

"Just a bit warm in here," I reply, my voice strained as Angelina hollows her cheeks, creating intense suction. "The food is... quite stimulating."

"Ah, yes, Swiss cuisine can be rather rich," Jack agrees, taking another bite of his strudel.

I'm right on the edge now, every muscle in my body tense as I fight to maintain my composure. Angelina gives my balls a gentle but firm squeeze, and that's all it takes to send me over. My cock pulses in her mouth as I begin to cum, shooting rope after rope of hot seed down her throat. She swallows eagerly, not missing a drop, her throat working around my sensitive head.

"Excellent point about the market diversification," I say to Jack, somehow forming coherent words while experiencing one of the most intense orgasms of my life. My knuckles are white around my fork, and I can feel sweat beading on my forehead, but Jack remains completely unaware of the depraved act happening inches away from him.

Angelina gives my softening cock one final, thorough lick before tucking it back into my pants and carefully zipping me up. I hear the tablecloth rustle as she retrieves her "dropped" fork from the floor.

"Found it!" she announces cheerfully, emerging from under the table with slightly mussed hair and lips a shade redder than before. She slides back into her seat with the grace of a woman who hasn't just sucked off a teenager while her husband discussed business strategies.

"That took a while," Jack comments absently.

"It rolled quite far," Angelina replies, taking a sip of water. Her eyes meet mine across the table, a smug satisfaction in them that matches the feeling in my chest. "But I always get what I'm after."

I raise my glass to my lips to hide my smirk. This vacation just keeps getting better by the minute.


Chapter 6

I drag my tired ass through the door of my chalet, muscles burning from the brutal workout I just put myself through at the resort's gym. Nothing like lifting until failure to keep this quarterback body in peak condition for all the MILFs begging for it.

I kick the door shut behind me, already peeling off my sweat-soaked tank top when I hear it—the unmistakable sound of female giggling coming from my bedroom. I freeze, then a slow grin spreads across my face as I recognize Elara's sultry laugh mixed with another woman's higher-pitched one. This day just got a whole lot more interesting.

I move silently toward my bedroom door, which is cracked open just enough to let a sliver of warm light spill into the hallway. The giggling turns to hushed whispers, then a soft moan that sends blood rushing straight to my cock. I push the door open without warning, and the sight before me makes my mouth go dry.

Elara, the hot blonde resort manager who watched me fuck Angelina in the woods, is sprawled across my bed wearing what can only be described as a pornographic version of a maid's uniform—black satin that barely covers her ass, white lace trim, and thigh-high stockings held up by garters. But she's not alone. Straddling her is another blonde, slightly younger with a rounder face and fuller lips, dressed in an identical slutty maid outfit. Their lipstick is smeared, clear evidence of the heavy makeout session I just interrupted.

"Welcome back, Mr. Long," Elara purrs, her Swiss accent making my name sound exotic. "I hope you don't mind that we let ourselves in. We thought your room could use some... special cleaning service."

The other woman giggles, sliding off Elara to kneel on the bed. "I'm Mia," she says, also with that sexy Swiss accent. "Elara has told me so much about you." She runs her tongue over her upper lip, eyes dropping to the obvious bulge in my gym shorts.

"Has she now?" I ask, crossing my arms over my chest, showcasing my pumped muscles from the workout. "And what exactly did she tell you?"

Elara sits up, the movement causing her tiny uniform to ride up and reveal that she's not wearing any panties. "Only that you gave quite the performance in the forest," she says with a knowing smirk. "And that I thought you might appreciate some company tonight."

"We've been waiting for you," Mia adds, crawling toward the edge of the bed. "Entertaining ourselves until you arrived."

I step fully into the room, kicking the door closed behind me. "Don't let me interrupt," I tell them, leaning against the wall. "Please, continue what you were doing."

The women exchange a glance, some silent communication passing between them before they turn back to each other. Elara's hand slides up to cup Mia's face, pulling her in for a deep, passionate kiss that has both of them moaning. Their tongues dance visibly between their open mouths, putting on a show for my benefit. Mia's hand moves to Elara's breast, squeezing roughly through the satin uniform.

My cock strains against my shorts as I watch them, already fully hard from the erotic display. When Elara's hand disappears under Mia's skirt, causing the younger woman to gasp into her mouth, I decide I've watched enough.

"On your knees," I command, pushing away from the wall. "Both of you."

They break their kiss, eyes glazed with lust, and slide off the bed in perfect synchronization. Within seconds, they're kneeling at my feet, looking up at me with identical expressions of hunger. I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts and slowly push them down, freeing my cock which springs up hard and ready.

"Oh my," Mia whispers, eyes widening at the size of me. "Elara wasn't exaggerating."

"I told you," Elara says, licking her lips. "Biggest I've ever seen."

I smirk down at them, basking in their admiration. "Don't just stare at it," I tell them. "One of you, get over here and put that mouth to better use."

Elara rises first, closing the distance between us. Her hands slide up my thighs, feeling the hard muscle beneath my skin. "Let me taste you first," she says, her breath hot against my cock. "Then we'll switch."

Before I can answer, her lips wrap around the head of my cock, sucking gently as her tongue swirls over the sensitive tip. I hiss through my teeth, one hand automatically moving to tangle in her blonde hair. She takes me deeper, her cheeks hollowing with the force of her suction.

Mia stands too, pressing her body against my side. Her hands roam over my chest and abs, exploring the ridges and planes of muscle. "May I kiss you?" she asks, her accent making the question sound filthier somehow.

In answer, I grab the back of her head and crush my lips against hers. Her mouth opens immediately, her tongue meeting mine in a hungry dance. She tastes like champagne and cherry lip gloss, her eager little moans vibrating against my lips as Elara continues to work my cock with her mouth.

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

"Does that feel good?" Mia whispers against my lips, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into Elara's mouth. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," Elara purrs, pulling back just long enough to speak, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

As Elara's skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Mia's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Our tongues tangle together in a passionate dance, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"Switch," I command after a few minutes, not wanting to blow my load too soon.

The women immediately comply, Elara rising to her feet as Mia drops to her knees. They trade places with practiced ease, suggesting this isn't the first time they've shared a man. Elara's mouth replaces Mia's against mine, her kiss more aggressive, more commanding. She tastes like me, the faint saltiness of my pre-cum still on her tongue as it invades my mouth.

Mia's technique is different from Elara's—where Elara was all suction and swirling tongue, Mia focuses on taking me deeper, relaxing her throat to swallow my length until her nose presses against my pubic bone. The feeling of her throat constricting around my cockhead has me groaning into Elara's mouth.

"Ah, Mia," I gasp between kisses, my voice sultry and seductive.

"Mia's very talented with her throat," Elara whispers against my ear, her hand sliding down to cup my balls. "But wait until you feel her pussy. It's even better."

The thought of fucking these two Swiss blondes has me throbbing in Mia's mouth. She responds by sucking harder, her hand joining her mouth to stroke what she can't swallow. Elara's fingers dig into my ass, pulling me forward to force more of my cock down Mia's willing throat.

"Fuck!" I grunt as Mia deepthroats me again, her nose pressing against my stomach. "You two are so fucking hot."

Elara's hand finds mine, guiding it to the zipper at the back of her slutty maid uniform. "Take it off," she commands, her voice dripping with lust. "I want to feel your hands on my skin."

I comply, dragging the zipper down to reveal the smooth expanse of her back, unmarked by tan lines. Meanwhile, Mia pulls back, releasing my cock with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my glistening head.

"My turn to be kissed," she announces, rising to her feet as Elara's uniform falls open. "And Elara's turn to suck this magnificent cock."

As they trade places again, I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror on the closet door—standing between two gorgeous blonde Swiss women, my muscled body gleaming with sweat, my cock harder than it's ever been. The night is just beginning, and I plan to make the most of it.

I grab Elara by the throat and push her back onto the bed, her uniform still hanging open to reveal her perfect tits and smooth, flat stomach. Mia watches with hungry eyes as I position myself between Elara's spread thighs, my cock throbbing with anticipation. I run the head through Elara's slick folds, gathering her wetness, teasing her entrance until she's squirming beneath my grip.

"Beg for it," I command, squeezing her throat just enough to make her gasp.

"Please," Elara moans, her Swiss accent thickening with lust. "Please fuck me, Richard. I've been wanting this since I saw you in the forest."

I smirk, remembering how she watched me fuck Angelina against that tree. "You like watching, don't you? Like seeing me fuck other women?" I press the head of my cock against her entrance, applying just enough pressure to stretch her but not enter. "But you'd rather be the one getting fucked."

"Yes," she admits, her hips bucking upward, trying to capture my cock. "Please, I need it inside me."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. Oh, fuck... she feels incredible. Tight and wet, like nothing I've ever experienced before.

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

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

Mia moves closer, her maid uniform now completely off, revealing her naked body—slightly curvier than Elara's but just as toned. Her hands reach for my chest, fingers tracing the defined muscles of my pecs and abs as I continue to pound into Elara.

"Kiss her," I order Mia, never breaking my rhythm inside Elara. "I want to watch you two make out while I fuck her."

Mia grins wickedly before leaning down, capturing Elara's mouth in a passionate kiss that has both women moaning. Their tongues battle visibly, a show put on for my benefit that only makes me harder inside Elara's tight pussy. My hand slides from Elara's throat to her breast, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her gasp into Mia's mouth.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I ask, increasing both the pace and force of my thrusts. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard starting to tap against the wall with each impact of my hips against Elara's.

Elara breaks her kiss with Mia to look up at me, her eyes dark with lust. "Yes," she admits breathlessly. "Harder. Use me however you want."

I pull out suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. "On your hands and knees," I command. "Mia, lie back against the pillows."

They scramble to obey, Elara positioning herself on all fours while Mia stretches out at the head of the bed, legs spread to reveal her glistening pussy. I move behind Elara, grabbing her hips and slamming back into her with enough force to drive her forward.

"Eat her out," I order, nodding toward Mia's exposed cunt. "Show me what that tongue can do."

Elara doesn't hesitate, dropping to her elbows and burying her face between Mia's thighs. Mia's head falls back, a long moan escaping her lips as Elara's tongue gets to work. The sight of Elara eating pussy while I fuck her from behind is fucking incredible, sending fresh waves of lust through my already overheated body.

I grab a handful of Elara's blonde hair, yanking her head back to create an arch in her spine. "That's it," I growl, watching her tongue dart in and out of Mia's folds. "Make her feel good while I destroy this pussy."

My thrusts become more brutal, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room along with the wet sounds of Elara's mouth on Mia's cunt and the chorus of moans from all three of us. Elara's walls clench around my cock with each hard thrust, her body accepting the rough treatment eagerly.

"Fuck, you're taking it so well," I praise, releasing her hair to grab her throat from behind. My fingers press against the sides of her neck as I pull her up, her back now against my chest as I continue to pound into her. "Such a good little slut."

Mia whines at the loss of Elara's mouth, but quickly recovers, moving to kneel in front of us. Her lips find mine in a hungry kiss while her hands play with Elara's bouncing tits. I maintain my grip on Elara's throat, controlling her completely as I fuck up into her from this new angle.

When I break the kiss with Mia, I turn Elara's face toward me. "Open your mouth," I command. When she obeys, I gather saliva and spit directly into her mouth, watching her eyes widen at the degradation. But instead of disgust, I see only increased arousal as she swallows, then opens her mouth again, silently begging for more.

"Fucking filthy," I growl approvingly, spitting into her mouth once more before shoving her face back between Mia's legs. "Get back to work."

Elara dives back into her task with renewed enthusiasm, her moans vibrating against Mia's pussy as I continue to slam into her from behind. My hand cracks across her ass, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale flesh that makes her yelp against Mia's folds.

"You like that?" I ask, delivering another sharp slap to her other cheek. "Like being spanked while you eat pussy and get fucked?"

She can only moan in response, her body trembling as I rain down more slaps, turning her ass a bright, stinging red. Mia watches with fascination, her hands tangled in Elara's hair to hold her face firmly against her cunt.

"She's getting so wet," Mia tells me, her accent making the dirty talk sound even filthier. "Each time you slap her, she licks me harder."

I chuckle darkly, delivering another harsh spank that echoes through the room. "Is that right? Then I better keep going."

I establish a rhythm—thrust, slap, thrust, slap—that has Elara shaking beneath me. Her pussy grips me like a vise with each impact of my palm against her reddened skin. I can feel her getting close, her walls fluttering around my cock as her moans grow more desperate against Mia's cunt.

"Not yet," I warn, grabbing her hair again and pulling back sharply. "You don't cum until I say so."

Elara whimpers, her body tense with the effort of holding back her orgasm. Mia, however, is under no such restriction. Her thighs begin to tremble as Elara's tongue works frantically over her clit.

"Oh god," Mia gasps, her back arching off the bed. "I'm cumming! Don't stop!"

Her body convulses as the orgasm washes over her, her hands clutching Elara's head to keep her in place. The sight of Mia coming undone pushes me closer to my own edge, my cock swelling even further inside Elara's tight channel.

I release Elara's hair to grab her throat again, pulling her up against my chest as I slow my thrusts to a deep, grinding motion that has her mewling with need. Mia recovers enough to slide beneath us, her mouth finding Elara's clit as I continue to fuck her.

"Oh fuck," Elara gasps, her body caught between my cock and Mia's mouth. "Please... please let me cum."

"Not yet," I repeat, tightening my grip on her throat. I feel her pulse racing beneath my fingers, her body trembling on the edge of release. "Beg me properly."

"Please, Richard," she sobs, desperation clear in her voice. "I need to cum so badly. Please, I'll do anything."

"Anything?" I echo, a wicked grin spreading across my face. "In that case..."

I withdraw from her completely, making both women look up in confusion. But I have other plans for them before this night is through.

I flip Mia onto her hands and knees with one rough movement, positioning her at the edge of the bed. Her round ass is raised invitingly, her pussy already glistening with arousal from watching me fuck Elara and from her own recent orgasm. Elara, still catching her breath, moves to lie on her back in front of Mia, spreading her legs wide to give Mia access to her wet, swollen cunt. I grab Mia's hips, lining up my cock with her entrance, the head already pressing against her tight hole.

"You want this cock?" I ask, rubbing the head up and down her slick folds, coating myself in her juices. "Tell me how badly you want it."

"Please," Mia begs, her Swiss accent thicker with lust, pushing back against me. "I've been waiting all night. Fuck me, Richard. Hard."

I slap her ass sharply, leaving a red handprint on her pale flesh. "Start eating Elara out," I command. "I want to see your tongue working while I fuck you from behind."

Mia immediately lowers her head between Elara's thighs, her tongue darting out to taste the other woman's pussy. Elara moans, her hands coming up to tangle in Mia's blonde hair, guiding her to the most sensitive spots. The sight of them together, so eager and wanton, makes my cock throb with need.

Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in Mia's tight cunt. The sensation is incredible—she's even tighter than Elara, her walls gripping every inch of me like a silken vise.

"Fuck!" I hiss, holding still for a moment to savor the feeling. "So fucking tight."

Mia moans against Elara's pussy, the vibrations making the other woman gasp and arch her back. I grab a fistful of Mia's hair, yanking her head up enough to see her face, slick with Elara's juices.

"Don't stop licking," I growl, pushing her face back down. "Make her cum while I fuck this tight pussy of yours."

I start moving, establishing a brutal rhythm that has Mia's body jolting forward with each thrust. The force drives her face deeper into Elara's cunt, making both women moan in unison. The wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of Mia's drenched pussy joins the symphony of pleasure filling the room.

"That's it," I encourage, watching Mia's tongue work frantically over Elara's clit. "Show me what a good little slut you are."

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency building inside me. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me, impaling her deeper on my shaft with each movement.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, never slowing my pace.

Mia lifts her head just enough to gasp, "So much! Your cock feels amazing. Harder, please!"

I comply, increasing the force of my thrusts until the entire bed is shaking. Elara's hands grip Mia's head, holding her in place as Mia continues to eat her out despite the pounding I'm giving her from behind.

"Look at you," I taunt, reaching around to grab Mia by the throat, pulling her upper body off the bed while continuing to slam into her. "Taking my cock while you eat pussy. Such a dirty girl."

The new angle lets me hit spots inside her that make her whole body tremble. Her inner walls clench around me, signaling her approaching orgasm. I tighten my grip on her throat, careful not to cut off her air completely but enough to make her light-headed, intensifying her pleasure.

"You like being choked while you get fucked?" I ask, already knowing the answer from the way her pussy grips me even tighter. "Like being used from both ends?"

"Yes!" she manages to gasp despite my hold on her throat. "Use me. Please don't stop!"

I release her throat only to grab her hair instead, yanking her head back sharply. The arch in her spine changes the angle of penetration, making her cry out as I hit her g-spot with each thrust. Without breaking rhythm, I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto the back of her neck, watching the liquid trail down her spine.

The degradation only seems to excite her more, her pussy getting impossibly wetter around my pistoning cock. Elara watches with hooded eyes, her hands now playing with her own tits as Mia continues to lick and suck at her clit between gasps and moans.

"Oh god," Elara breathes, her body beginning to tense. "I'm going to cum. Don't stop, Mia!"

I tighten my grip in Mia's hair, holding her firmly in place against Elara's cunt. "Make her cum," I order. "Then I'll let you cum too."

Mia redoubles her efforts, her tongue working furiously over Elara's clit while her own body continues to accept my relentless pounding. I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my own orgasm approaching faster than I'd like. Determined to make both women cum before I finish, I reach around with my free hand to find Mia's clit, rubbing it in tight circles that have her moaning loudly against Elara's pussy.

"Cum for me," I demand, directed at both women. "Fucking cum now."

Elara breaks first, her back arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crash through her. "Yes! Oh fuck, yes!" she cries, her thighs clamping around Mia's head as she rides out her orgasm.

The sight of Elara coming undone combined with my fingers on her clit pushes Mia over the edge too. Her pussy spasms around my cock, milking me with rhythmic contractions that nearly pull my own orgasm from me. I grit my teeth, fighting to maintain control as Mia shudders beneath me.

"Please," she begs when she catches her breath, her face still shiny with Elara's juices. "Cum for us. We want to taste it."

That's all I need to hear. I pull out of Mia's still-pulsing pussy, my cock slick with her arousal and rock hard from the intensity of fucking both these beautiful Swiss blondes. "On your knees," I command, grabbing the base of my cock to hold back my impending release. "Both of you."

They scramble to obey, positioning themselves side by side at the edge of the bed, looking up at me with identical expressions of hunger. Their faces are flushed, lips swollen from kissing and oral sex, eyes dark with lust as they wait for my load.

"Open," I instruct, stroking myself rapidly as I feel the familiar tightening in my balls.

Both women open their mouths, tongues out, ready to receive. The sight of them waiting so eagerly for my cum is enough to push me over the edge. With a guttural groan, I explode, the first rope of hot cum landing across Elara's cheek and lips. I adjust my aim, the next spurt hitting Mia's waiting tongue. Back and forth I go, decorating both their beautiful faces with my seed, marking them as mine.

"Fuck," I grunt as the last pulses of my orgasm subside, my cock still twitching in my hand. "That's it. Good girls."

They look even hotter with my cum dripping down their faces, some of it sliding down to their tits. Elara turns to Mia, leaning in to lick a strand of cum from her chin before kissing her deeply, sharing my seed between them. The sight of them swapping my load is so fucking hot that I feel my cock stirring again despite having just climaxed.

Mia pulls back from the kiss, a string of saliva and cum connecting their lips for a moment before breaking. "Mmm," she hums, licking her lips. "Delicious."

Elara nods in agreement, her finger gathering up a drop of cum from her cheek and sucking it clean. "Worth the wait," she says, her eyes never leaving mine. "Though I hope we don't have to wait long for round two."

I smirk, looking down at my cock which is already half-hard again at the sight of these two cum-covered beauties. "Give me five minutes," I tell them, reaching out to trace my finger through the mess on Mia's face. "Then we're going to see how many more times I can make you both scream tonight."

They exchange excited glances, clearly eager for more. As I watch Elara lean in to clean another streak of cum from Mia's face with her tongue, I know that this Swiss vacation is just getting started—and there are still plenty of women waiting to be conquered before I head home.


Chapter 7

The champagne tastes like piss, but I sip it anyway, scanning the crowded ballroom with bored eyes. Rich assholes in tuxedos and their trophy wives dripping in diamonds—not exactly my scene, but Angelina insisted I come to this "Winter Gala" bullshit. I adjust my rented tux, feeling like a wolf in sheep's clothing among all these corporate types.

Jack is across the room, deep in conversation with some balding executives, completely oblivious to the fact that I fucked his wife twice yesterday and plan to do it again tonight. My cock stirs at the thought, and that's when I spot her—Angelina, radiant in a skintight silver dress that hugs every curve of her MILF body, her blonde hair swept up to expose that long neck I love to bite.

She's laughing at something one of the old men said, her head tilted back just enough to make her diamond earrings catch the light. Even from across the room, I can see the barely-concealed boredom in her eyes. She's playing the part of the perfect corporate wife, but I know what she really is—a desperate, cock-hungry slut who begs for my cum while her husband networks.

I see her lick her bottom lip and dart her eyes toward the terrace doors. The signal. I set my half-empty champagne flute on a passing waiter's tray and casually make my way through the crowd, brushing past designer dresses and expensive cologne. The ballroom is packed with Switzerland's elite and their imported trophy wives, all fake smiles and forced laughter. But Angelina and I have our own private joke—one that involves me balls-deep inside her while Jack discusses profit margins with men.

I catch her eye again as she makes some excuse to the balding fuckers surrounding her, touching Jack's arm briefly before gliding away. Her ass sways hypnotically in that silver dress, the fabric clinging to her curves like it was painted on. Every man in the room watches her go, but only I know what that body looks like writhing beneath me, begging for more. Only I know how those perfectly glossed lips look wrapped around my teenage cock.

I wait two minutes, nursing a fresh drink I've snagged from the bar, before following her path toward the terrace. Instead of heading outside, I spot her slipping down a side corridor, away from the noise and the crowd. My cock hardens immediately, knowing what's coming. The hunt. The capture. The fuck.

The hallway is dimly lit, lined with closed doors and pretentious artwork. I hear the click of Angelina's heels turning a corner and quicken my pace, adrenaline surging through my veins. When I round the bend, I see her trying doorknobs, looking for somewhere private. The fifth door opens, and she glances back at me with that look—part challenge, part hunger—before disappearing inside.

I follow, closing and locking the door behind me. We're in some kind of private library or study, with leather-bound books lining the walls and a massive desk dominating one side of the room. But what catches my attention are the floor-to-ceiling windows that form the entire back wall, offering a breathtaking view of the moonlit Alps, snow glistening like diamonds under the night sky.

"Took you long enough," Angelina purrs, already removing her diamond earrings and placing them on the desk. "I've been wet since you walked into that ballroom."

"I could see it in your eyes," I reply, loosening my bowtie with one hand as I close the distance between us. "The way you kept looking at me while Jack droned on about quarterly reports. You might as well have been begging for my cock in front of everyone."

Her breath hitches at my words, that familiar flush creeping up her neck. I don't give her time to respond. My hand shoots out, grabbing her by the throat and pushing her backward until her spine hits the cold glass of the window. She gasps—part shock from the temperature, part arousal from my dominance.

"Someone might see us," she whispers, eyes darting to the window even as her body arches into mine.

"Let them," I growl, tightening my grip on her neck just enough to make her pupils dilate. "Let them see Jack Pitt's perfect wife getting what she really needs."

I crush my mouth against hers, swallowing her moan as my free hand finds the slit in her dress, pushing the fabric aside to reveal what I already suspected—no panties. Just bare, smooth skin and a pussy already slick with need. My fingers slide between her folds, finding her clit with practiced ease.

"Fuck, Richard," she gasps against my lips, her hands clawing at my rented tuxedo jacket. "I've been thinking about this all day."

"About what?" I demand, circling her clit with my thumb while my other fingers tease her entrance. "Tell me exactly what you've been thinking about."

Her head falls back against the glass, eyes half-closed with pleasure as I continue to tease her. "About you... inside me. Fucking me hard enough to make me scream."

"While your husband is just down the hall?" I ask, pushing two fingers inside her without warning. She's so wet they slide in easily, her inner walls clenching around the sudden intrusion. "Such a fucking slut."

She doesn't deny it. Instead, she grabs the back of my head and pulls me in for another kiss, her tongue invading my mouth with desperate hunger. I pump my fingers in and out of her, my palm grinding against her clit with each thrust. Her breath fogs up the cold window behind her, creating a steamy halo around her blonde head.

The party continues without us, the muffled sounds of classical music and polite laughter filtering through the thick door. But in here, the only sounds are Angelina's increasingly desperate moans and the wet noises of my fingers fucking her tight pussy.

"Please," she whispers against my ear, her hands now fumbling with my belt. "I need you inside me. Now."

I grab both her wrists in one hand, pinning them above her head against the window. With my other hand, I tilt her chin up, forcing her to look me in the eyes. "What if Jack comes looking for you? What if he finds his wife pinned against a window, begging for a teenager's cock?"

Her pupils dilate even further, her breathing shallow as the danger only increases her arousal. "I don't care," she admits, the words tumbling out in a rush. "I need you. Right now."

I release her wrists to grab her ass with both hands, lifting her slightly so her back slides up the glass. Her legs wrap around my waist automatically, her arms looping around my neck for support. Through our clothes, I can feel the heat of her core against my hardened cock.

"Look at you," I taunt, pressing her harder against the window. "So desperate you'd risk everything. Your reputation. Your marriage. All for this."

I grind against her to emphasize my point, the friction making her gasp. Outside, the snowy mountains stand witness to our betrayal, silent and judging. Inside, Angelina Pitt—respected socialite and dutiful wife—clings to me like I'm her lifeline, ready to throw it all away for a few minutes of forbidden pleasure.

And I'm more than happy to give it to her.

I waste no time freeing my cock from my tuxedo pants, the belt buckle clinking as it falls open. Angelina's hands are everywhere—in my hair, on my chest, squeezing my biceps through the expensive rental jacket. Her silver dress has ridden up around her waist, exposing her completely to me and anyone who might look up at the lodge windows from the snowy grounds below.

"Hurry," she urges, her voice thick with need as she grinds against me. "Someone might come looking for us."

"Let them," I growl, positioning the head of my cock at her entrance. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, making her cry out. The sound echoes in the empty room, mixing with my own groan of pleasure. Fuck, she feels amazing—hot, wet, and tight around me, her body immediately adjusting to my size.

Her head falls back against the glass with a soft thud, her mouth open in a silent scream as I begin to move. I establish a brutal rhythm, each thrust driving her up the window, her ass squeaking against the cold surface with every movement. Her legs tighten around my waist, heels digging into my lower back, pulling me deeper with each stroke.

"Is this what you were thinking about all day?" I taunt, grabbing her throat with one hand while the other supports her ass. "Getting fucked against a window while your husband schmoozes with his bosses?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice strained from my grip on her neck. "Fuck, yes. Just like this."

I increase my pace, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room as I pound into her relentlessly. Her tits bounce with each impact, still contained within her dress but threatening to spill out. I release her throat to grab the neckline, yanking it down with enough force to make something tear. Her perfect breasts spring free, nipples hard and begging for attention. I lower my head, taking one between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her gasp.

"Richard!" she cries, her inner walls clenching around my cock as the first tremors of orgasm ripple through her. "Oh god, right there. Don't stop!"

I slam into her harder, hitting that spot inside her that makes her whole body shake. "Cum for me," I command against her breast, my breath hot on her skin. "Cum all over my cock while anyone could walk in and see you."

That's all it takes to push her over the edge. She convulses around me, her pussy gripping my shaft like a vise as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her nails dig into my shoulders, leaving marks I'll find later, evidence of her desperation. I fuck her through it, never slowing my pace even as she trembles and gasps.

"Good girl," I praise when her orgasm subsides, my cock still rock-hard inside her. "But I'm not done with you yet."

I withdraw suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. Before she can recover, I spin her around, pushing her face-first against the window. Her breath immediately fogs the glass, her palms splaying against the cold surface for support. I kick her feet further apart, positioning her ass at the perfect height.

"Beg for it," I demand, rubbing the head of my cock through her soaked folds but not entering.

"Please," she whimpers, pushing back against me, her ass grinding against my hard cock. "I need you inside me again. Please fuck me, Richard." Her voice breaks on my name, desperation making her forget herself completely. The proud, sophisticated wife of Jack Pitt, reduced to begging a high school quarterback to fuck her against a window where anyone could see. The power of it surges through me like electricity, making my cock throb against her wet entrance.

"Since you asked so nicely," I growl, positioning myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging at her soaked pussy. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself inside her, making her cry out as her palms slap against the glass window for support. The cold surface fogs up around her splayed fingers as her hot breath comes in desperate pants.

"Fuck!" she gasps as I begin pounding into her, each thrust slamming her body against the window. "Oh god, Richard, yes!"

I grab her hips, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I establish a punishing rhythm. Her silver dress is bunched around her waist, her ass completely exposed to me, her back arched as she takes every inch I give her. The contrast of her elegant appearance—diamond jewelry and designer dress—with the raw, animal way I'm fucking her from behind makes my cock even harder inside her.

"Look out there," I command, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and yanking her head back. "Anyone could look up and see Jack Pitt's perfect wife getting fucked like a whore. What would they think?"

"I don't care," she moans, her voice ragged with pleasure as I continue slamming into her. "God, I don't care. Don't stop!"

The moonlight streaming through the window illuminates her body, casting our joined shadows against the bookshelves behind us. The wet sounds of my cock plunging into her pussy mix with our heavy breathing and the occasional creak of the window as she's forced against it repeatedly. I reach around to grab her breast, squeezing roughly as I continue my relentless pace.

"Whose pussy is this?" I demand, slowing my thrusts to grind deep inside her, hitting that spot that makes her whole body tremble.

"Yours," she gasps, pushing back against me desperately. "It's yours, Richard. All yours!"

That's what I want to hear. I reward her by reaching around to find her clit, rubbing firm circles around the sensitive bud while I pound into her harder than before. Her inner walls clench around me as her second orgasm of the night approaches.

"That's it," I encourage, never slowing my pace. "Cum on my cock again. Show me how much you love it."

Her body obeys, tensing beneath my hands as waves of pleasure crash through her. She bites down on her own forearm to stifle her scream, her pussy convulsing around my shaft in rhythmic pulses. I fuck her through it, relishing the way her inner walls grip me like a vise as she comes apart.

When her tremors subside, I pull out and spin her around, roughly bending her over the massive desk that dominates one side of the room. Books and papers scatter to the floor as I position her, ass up and face down. Her cheek presses against the polished wood, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss.

"I'm not done with you yet," I tell her, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. She yelps, the sound quickly morphing into a moan as I thrust back inside her still-sensitive pussy. "Not even close."

I grab a handful of her blonde hair, wrapping it around my fist and pulling back sharply, forcing her to arch her spine as I drive into her with renewed vigor. My other hand finds her throat from behind, squeezing just enough to restrict her air but not cut it off completely. The pressure makes her eyes roll back, her mouth falling open in silent ecstasy.

"You fucking love this, don't you?" I taunt, my voice harsh with exertion. "Love being treated like the dirty slut you are while your husband sips champagne and makes small talk."

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible as I maintain my grip on her throat. "God, yes! Harder!"

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

I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more. I tighten my grip on her hair, yanking harder until her neck is exposed in a vulnerable arch. My other hand slides from her hip to her throat, fingers pressing against the sides of her neck as I lean over her trembling body, never breaking my punishing rhythm.

"You like it when I choke you, don't you?" I growl into her ear, feeling her pussy tighten around my cock in response. "Love being treated like the worthless slut you are."

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely audible as my fingers restrict her airflow. "Harder, Richard. Use me."

I comply, squeezing her throat more firmly while driving into her with enough force to make the heavy desk slide slightly across the polished floor. Her eyes roll back, her mouth falling open in silent ecstasy as the oxygen restriction intensifies every sensation. I can feel her pussy getting wetter, gripping me tighter with each thrust.

"This is what you need," I taunt, releasing her throat just enough to let her draw a desperate breath. "Not that pathetic excuse for a husband. You need a real man to fuck you properly."

She nods frantically, beyond words now as I pound into her mercilessly. Her body jerks with each impact, her tits bouncing against the desk, diamonds glittering at her ears and throat as she's reduced to a moaning, desperate animal. I slap her ass hard, watching the red handprint bloom on her pale skin.

I pull almost completely out, the head of my cock teasing her entrance. "Beg for it."

"Please," she sobs, desperation making her voice crack. "Please fuck me. I need your cock so badly. Please, please, please!"

I slam back in with enough force to make her scream, my hand quickly coming around to cover her mouth, muffling the sound. "Quiet," I warn, though the danger of discovery only heightens my arousal. "Unless you want Jack to find you bent over and stuffed full of teenage cock."

She shakes her head frantically, but her pussy clenches around me at the mention of her husband, betraying how much the risk excites her. I maintain my brutal pace, feeling her body begin to tense beneath me, the telltale signs of another approaching orgasm. My fingers find her clit, rubbing firm circles that make her whole body jerk.

"Cum for me again," I command, my voice harsh with exertion. "Show me how much you love being my slut."

Her body obeys, convulsing beneath me as her third orgasm rips through her. Her pussy spasms around my cock, her thighs trembling, a high-pitched keen escaping her throat despite my hand over her mouth. I fuck her through it, relentless, prolonging her pleasure until she's practically sobbing.

When her tremors subside, I pull out abruptly and flip her over. She lands on the cold floor, the expensive silk of her silver dress bunched around her waist, her bare ass against the polished hardwood. I drop to my knees between her spread legs, grabbing her ankles and pushing them back toward her shoulders, opening her completely to my invasion.

"I'm going to ruin you," I promise, positioning myself at her entrance again. "After tonight, you'll never look at that boring husband the same way."

With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt, making her back arch off the floor. In this position, I can watch her face contort with pleasure, can see her tits bounce with each impact, can look into her eyes as I claim her completely. I plant one hand beside her head for leverage, the other wrapping around her throat again, squeezing just enough to make her gasp.

"You love this, don't you?" I taunt, maintaining eye contact as I pound into her. "Love being fucked on the floor like a cheap whore while your husband mingles with the elite."

She can only nod, words beyond her now as I drive into her with relentless force. I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto her face, watching it land on her cheek before sliding down. Instead of disgust, I see her pupils dilate with arousal, her mouth opening to catch the next one as I spit again.

"Filthy fucking slut," I growl appreciatively, leaning down to kiss her roughly, our tongues battling as I continue to thrust into her. I taste my own saliva mixed with her expensive lipstick, a perverted cocktail that only makes me harder inside her. My hand tightens around her throat, cutting off her air completely for a few seconds before releasing.

She gasps when I let her breathe, her eyes wide, her pussy clenching around me in response to the brief asphyxiation. "Again," she begs, her voice a hoarse whisper. "Choke me harder."

I comply, my fingers pressing into the sides of her neck as I continue my relentless assault on her cunt. The cold floor beneath her must be uncomfortable, but she doesn't seem to care, lost in the degradation and pleasure. Her hands grip my forearms, not to pull my hands away from her throat, but to encourage me, her nails digging into my skin.

"You're going to cum for me one more time," I tell her when I release her throat, my voice leaving no room for argument. "You're going to cum with my cock buried inside you and my hand around your neck while your husband is just down the hall."

The mention of Jack sends another shudder through her, her walls fluttering around my shaft. I slide my hand from her throat up to her mouth, pushing two fingers past her lips. She sucks them immediately, her tongue swirling around the digits like she's tasting something delicious.

I withdraw my fingers, glistening with her saliva, and reach between our bodies to find her clit again. Her eyes widen as I begin to rub tight circles, the dual stimulation of my cock and fingers quickly pushing her toward the edge.

"Fuck, Richard," she moans, her head thrashing from side to side. "I'm going to cum again. Don't stop, don't stop!"

"That's it," I encourage, increasing both the pace of my thrusts and the pressure on her clit. "One more. Give me one more, Angelina."

Her entire body tenses beneath me, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as her fourth orgasm of the night crashes through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, rippling and pulsing around me in waves that nearly trigger my own release. But I'm not done yet. I hold back, gritting my teeth against the incredible sensation of her climax, determined to maintain control.

"Good girl," I praise as her body continues to shudder beneath mine. "Taking it so well."

I'm still pumping into her, my cock harder than steel as her body trembles from the aftershocks of her orgasm, when we both freeze at the sound of Jack's voice echoing down the hallway. "Angelina? Are you down here?" His footsteps grow louder, coming closer to our hidden sanctuary. For a split second, I think about pulling out, about scrambling for clothes and hiding, but then I see the look in Angelina's eyes—fear mixed with something darker, more primal. Instead of stopping, I thrust deeper, causing her to gasp, and quickly cover her mouth with my hand.

"Shhh," I whisper, a wicked grin spreading across my face as I maintain my position deep inside her. Her eyes widen in panic, but her pussy clenches around my cock, betraying her arousal at the danger. "Don't make a sound."

"Angelina?" Jack calls again, his voice closer now. "The chairman's wife wants to meet you. Where did you go?"

I slowly withdraw almost completely, then drive back in with deliberate force, watching Angelina's eyes roll back despite her fear. Her fingers dig into my shoulders, either trying to push me away or pull me closer—I can't tell, and I don't care. The thrill of fucking her with her clueless husband just outside the door has my cock throbbing inside her, harder than ever.

"You want me to stop?" I whisper, knowing full well what her answer will be. She shakes her head frantically beneath my palm, her inner walls squeezing around me in desperate pulses. "Didn't think so."

I remove my hand from her mouth, replacing it with two fingers that push past her lips. She sucks them immediately, her tongue swirling around the digits as I resume thrusting into her, slower now but just as deep. I can feel her heart pounding through her chest, matching the racing of my own—both of us high on adrenaline and lust.

The footsteps stop right outside our door. "Angelina? Are you in there?" Jack's voice is followed by the metallic sound of the doorknob turning, then rattling as he finds it locked.

My body covers hers completely, my hips never stopping their measured, deliberate strokes. If that door were to open right now, he'd see his wife pinned beneath me, my cock buried inside her, her legs wrapped around my waist in complete surrender.

Angelina's eyes are wide with terror and arousal, her mouth working around my fingers to stay silent. I lean down to whisper in her ear, "He's right there, Angelina. Your husband is right outside while my cock's inside you. How does that feel?"

Her pussy responds with a spasm so strong it nearly pushes me out. I drive back in with enough force to make her bite down on my fingers, stifling what would have been a moan loud enough for Jack to hear. The doorknob rattles again, more insistent this time.

"Angelina, are you in there? Why is this door locked?" Jack's voice has an edge of confusion, maybe even suspicion. "Is everything alright?"

I continue my slow, torturous thrusts, watching Angelina's face contort with the effort of staying silent. Her eyes plead with me—for what, I'm not sure. To stop? To go harder? To save her from this situation she's created? I respond by fucking her deeper, grinding against that spot inside her that I know drives her crazy.

"Answer him," I mouth silently, removing my fingers from her mouth.

She draws a shaky breath, and I'm impressed by how steady she manages to keep her voice when she calls out, "I'll be out in a minute, Jack! Just... just fixing my makeup." Her voice only hitches slightly when I circle my hips, pressing against her clit.

"In the library?" Jack sounds puzzled. "There are bathrooms for that. Do you need help? Is something wrong?"

I press my palm against her mouth again as I increase my pace, no longer concerned with stealth. The wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of her fills the room, and I wonder if Jack can hear it through the door. The thought makes me even harder, my balls tightening with approaching release.

"I'm fine!" Angelina manages to call out between my thrusts, her voice higher than normal. "Just needed some quiet. Go back to the ballroom—I'll find you in five minutes."

There's a pause, and for a moment I think he's going to insist on coming in. My hips don't stop moving, my cock drilling into Angelina's pussy as we both wait for Jack's response. Finally, his voice comes again, defeated and a bit confused.

"Alright, don't be too long. The chairman is asking for you." His footsteps retreat down the hallway, fading gradually until we can no longer hear them.

The moment he's gone, I remove my hand from Angelina's mouth and crush my lips against hers in a bruising kiss. She responds with equal fervor, her tongue battling mine as her legs tighten around my waist. The danger has passed, but the adrenaline remains, supercharging every sensation.

"That was so close," she gasps when we break for air, her eyes wild with the thrill of our narrow escape. "He almost caught us."

"Would have been worth it," I growl, resuming my punishing pace, my cock driving into her with renewed vigor. "The look on his face when he saw me balls-deep in his wife."

She moans at my crude words, her back arching off the cold floor. "I'm close again," she admits, her voice breaking with each thrust. "Fuck, Richard, you're going to make me cum again."

"Do it," I command, feeling my own release building at the base of my spine. "Cum with me this time. Right now."

I reach between us to rub her clit, my fingers working in tight circles as I pound into her relentlessly. Her walls begin to flutter around my shaft, the familiar rippling that signals her approaching climax. My own control is slipping, the combined effect of her tight pussy and the dangerous situation pushing me toward the edge.

"Now," I grunt, my rhythm becoming erratic as my orgasm builds. "Fuck, Angelina, now!"

She comes apart beneath me, her entire body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash through her. The sight of her completely undone, combined with the vise-like grip of her pussy around my cock, triggers my own release. I drive in to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep inside her. My vision blurs at the edges as pleasure courses through me, each pulse emptying more of my seed into her married pussy.

We collapse together in a sweaty heap, both of us gasping for breath. For several long moments, neither of us speaks, the only sound in the room our gradually slowing heartbeats and the distant music from the ballroom. I finally roll to the side, my softening cock slipping from her with a wet sound that makes her whimper.

"Jesus Christ," she breathes, staring up at the ceiling, her chest still heaving. "That was..."

"Fucking incredible," I finish for her, a smug smile tugging at my lips. I prop myself up on one elbow, looking down at her thoroughly fucked appearance—hair a mess, makeup smeared, dress bunched around her waist, cum leaking from her well-used pussy. "Look at you. How are you going to explain this to Jack?"

She laughs, a low, satisfied sound that fills me with pride. "I'll think of something. I always do." She turns her head to meet my gaze, something dangerous and thrilling passing between us. "Worth it, though."

"Always is," I agree, reaching out to brush a strand of blonde hair from her flushed face. There's something deeper in this moment, a connection that goes beyond the physical act we've just shared. We're co-conspirators now, bound by our secret betrayals and the intoxicating danger of what we're doing.

"I should go," she says reluctantly, making no move to get up. "He's waiting."

"Let him wait," I reply, my fingers tracing the line of her jaw, feeling the rapid pulse at her throat. "He's been waiting his whole life without knowing what he's missing."

Her eyes meet mine, a silent understanding passing between us. What we have is more than just sex—it's a rebellion, an addiction, a game that neither of us is willing to stop playing despite the risks. And as I help her to her feet, watching her attempt to put herself back together before facing her husband, I know with absolute certainty that we'll be doing this again, seeking out dark corners and locked rooms to lose ourselves in each other.

No matter the consequences.
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