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Chapter 1

The TV flickers with the football game—same plays I've been running all season as Westlake High's star quarterback. At eighteen, I should be celebrating our recent win with my teammates, but my attention keeps drifting to Angelina. She moves around the chalet in those tight yoga pants that hug every curve of her toned, nearly forty-year-old body. Her blonde hair falls in waves past her shoulders, catching the firelight as she bends to adjust something, giving me a perfect view of her ass.

I've been fucking this gorgeous MILF behind her husband's back for weeks, but the sight of her still makes my mouth go dry. My cock stirs at the memory of pressing her against the window, her red lips parted in a silent scream as my teenage stamina overwhelmed her. Now, as she saunters toward me with those bedroom eyes, I know the night's entertainment is far from over.

"Enjoying the game?" she purrs, sliding onto the couch beside me. She's changed out of that silver dress into one of her husband's button-up shirts, the fabric hanging loose on her frame, revealing flashes of her perfect tits when she moves. Her hair is still slightly mussed from my hands, and my cum has barely dried inside her.

"It just got a lot more interesting," I reply, spreading my legs wider as she runs her hand up my thigh.

"Poor baby," she coos, her fingers inching higher. "Sitting here all alone while I cleaned up. Let me make it up to you."

Before I can respond, she's sliding off the couch onto her knees, positioning herself between my legs. My cock immediately responds, hardening against the confines of my sweatpants. She looks up at me through those long eyelashes, her lips curving into a knowing smile as she tugs at my waistband.

"Lift," she commands, and I raise my hips, letting her pull my sweats down to my ankles. My cock springs free, already half-hard from just the anticipation of her touch.

"Someone's eager," she teases, wrapping her manicured fingers around my shaft. The contrast of her diamond wedding ring against my cock makes me throb with satisfaction. Jack probably spent a fortune on that ring, and here she is, using it to stroke another man.

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

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

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

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

She leans forward, her tongue darting out to swirl around the head of my cock. The wet heat of her mouth sends electric pulses straight to my core, making my toes curl against the plush carpet. She takes her time, tracing the ridge with the tip of her tongue, gathering the drop of pre-cum that's formed at the slit.

"Fuck, Angelina," I hiss, watching her blonde head bob lower, taking more of me inside.

Her mouth is hot velvet, her cheeks hollowing as she creates suction that has me gripping the couch cushions. On the TV, the crowd roars as someone scores, but the only sound I care about is the wet, sloppy noise of Angelina's mouth working my cock with practiced expertise.

She pulls off for a moment, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening head. "I've been thinking about this all night," she admits, her voice husky with desire. "Wanting to taste you properly without having to rush."

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Angelina's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass beneath Jack's shirt. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between sucks, her voice sultry and seductive.

"Angelina, you're so fucking hot," I groan, my desire for her only growing stronger. Squeezing and kneading her ass, I feel like I'm losing control.

She takes me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. I feel the tight constriction as the head of my cock pushes past the back of her mouth, her throat muscles contracting around me. My head falls back against the couch, a low moan escaping my lips at the incredible sensation.

Her hands aren't idle—one cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers, while the other strokes what she can't fit down her throat. The dual stimulation has me teetering on the edge embarrassingly quickly, but I fight to maintain control. I want to make this last.

I thread my fingers through her silky blonde hair, gathering it in my fist. The action causes her to look up, her eyes watering slightly as she continues to work my cock. There's something incredibly erotic about seeing Jack's sophisticated wife on her knees, lips stretched around my shaft, looking up at me with those hungry eyes.

"That's it," I encourage, tightening my grip on her hair. "Take it deeper."

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending fresh waves of pleasure through my body. The football game continues on the TV, completely forgotten as I focus entirely on the sensation of Angelina's hot mouth sliding up and down my length.

Something primal stirs inside me—a need to take control, to dominate. I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her head still as I begin to thrust upward into her mouth. Her eyes widen slightly, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she relaxes her throat further, giving me complete access.

"Fuck," I growl, watching my cock disappear between her lips again and again. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

Tears form at the corners of her eyes as I thrust deeper, but her moans tell me she's enjoying this submission as much as I'm enjoying the control. I establish a rhythm, my hips rising off the couch to pump my cock into her willing throat while my hand keeps her head firmly in place.

The wet, gagging sounds she makes only spur me on. Her makeup is starting to smear, mascara running slightly as her eyes water with each deep thrust. She looks thoroughly debauched, and the knowledge that I'm the one reducing Jack's perfect wife to this state sends a fresh surge of blood to my already throbbing cock.

"Take it all," I command, pushing her head down while thrusting up simultaneously. I feel the tip of my cock hit the back of her throat, her gag reflex triggering around me in a way that's pure fucking heaven.

She struggles slightly, her hands pressing against my thighs, but doesn't try to pull away. The power I have over her in this moment is intoxicating—the control, the dominance, the way she willingly submits to my rough treatment.

I hold her down longer, watching her face turn red before finally releasing my grip enough for her to pull back and gasp for air. Strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my glistening cock, her chest heaving as she catches her breath.

"Again," she rasps, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Use my mouth, Richard. Fuck my face."

Those filthy words from such refined lips push me further toward the edge. I grab her hair with both hands now, positioning her head exactly how I want it. "Open," I command, and she obeys instantly, her mouth forming a perfect O.

I thrust into that waiting heat with brutal force, fucking her face like I own it—because in this moment, I do. Her husband may have the marriage certificate, but I'm the one who knows what she really craves, what she really needs. And right now, she needs to be used, to be taken, to be treated like the cock-hungry slut she is beneath that polished exterior.

The room fills with the obscene sounds of my cock plunging into her throat—wet, gagging, slurping noises that would horrify the elite social circle she moves in. But here, with me, she revels in the degradation, her fingers digging into my thighs as I use her mouth with increasing urgency.

"Take it," I grunt, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls that signals my approaching climax. "Take every fucking inch."

She doesn't back down, doesn't pull away. Instead, her eyes lock with mine, watery but determined, as I continue to thrust into her mouth with abandon. It's this look—this willing submission from a woman who could have any man she wanted—that finally pushes me over the edge.

But I'm not ready to cum yet. Not until I've thoroughly claimed her mouth as mine.

The shrill ring of a phone cuts through the wet sounds of Angelina's mouth on my cock. We both freeze for a second, her lips still wrapped around my shaft as her eyes dart to her purse on the coffee table. It's her husband… Jack Pitt. The caller ID flashes with Jack's name and photo. A slow, wicked grin spreads across my face as I reach for the phone and hold it out to her, never releasing my grip on her hair with my other hand.

"Answer it," I command in a low voice.

Her eyes widen, a flash of panic crossing her features before being replaced by that same dangerous excitement I've come to recognize—the thrill of the forbidden. She pulls back just enough to free her mouth, her hand replacing it on my slick cock, stroking steadily as she takes the phone with her other hand.

"Hello, honey," she answers, her voice impressively steady despite the way her hand continues to work my shaft. I tighten my grip on her hair in appreciation, watching her struggle to maintain her composure.

"Hi, sweetheart," Jack's voice comes through clearly in the quiet room. "How's your evening going? Relaxing after the gala?"

I thrust my hips upward, pushing my cock against her lips. She shoots me a warning glance but can't hide the excitement in her eyes as she responds, "Yes, just watching some TV. Richard's here too, catching the football game."

"Oh, good! Put me on speaker, would you? I want to talk to both of you."

Before she can respond, I push her head down, forcing my cock back into her mouth. She glares at me but complies, taking me deep as she presses the speaker button.

"You're on speaker, Jack," she says after pulling back, a trace of breathlessness in her voice that Jack seems not to notice. Her hand never stops its rhythm on my shaft, her thumb swiping over the sensitive head, spreading pre-cum down the length.

"Great! Listen, you remember your college friend, Sophia, right? We got the invite to her wedding, and I’ve been sorting out the travel details," Jack says, completely unaware that his wife is on her knees between another man's legs. "Just got confirmation from the hotel. It's that beautiful resort at the beach we visited last year, remember?"

"Mm-hmm," Angelina hums, her lips brushing against my cockhead as she responds. The vibration sends a jolt of pleasure up my spine, and I have to bite back a groan.

"The flights are booked for Friday morning," Jack continues. "We'll have the whole weekend for the festivities. Sophia's really gone all out this time—three days of celebrations before the actual ceremony."

I guide Angelina's head back down, watching with savage satisfaction as my cock disappears between those perfect lips that are simultaneously responding to her husband. The perversity of the situation has me throbbing in her mouth, harder than I've ever been. She takes me deeper, her throat constricting around my length as she struggles to listen to Jack without making obvious sucking sounds.

"That sounds lovely," she manages when I allow her to pull back for air, her voice only slightly husky. "I'm looking forward to seeing everyone."

"Me too. Oh, and I was thinking," Jack says, as Angelina swirls her tongue around my cock in a way that makes my toes curl, "since it's a long weekend, you probably don't want to miss your training sessions with Richard."

The irony is so fucking perfect I nearly laugh out loud. If only Jack knew what kind of "training" his wife is getting right now. I push her head down again, harder this time, feeling the head of my cock push past the back of her throat. She gags slightly but recovers quickly, adapting to the intrusion with practiced ease.

"That's very thoughtful," Angelina replies when I release her again, her eyes watering from the rough treatment. "What did you have in mind?"

"I went ahead and booked a ticket for Richard too," Jack announces, sounding pleased with himself. "That way you can keep up with your fitness routine while we're there. The hotel has an excellent gym, and there are hiking trails nearby. What do you think, Richard? Are you free that weekend?"

I take a moment to compose myself, fighting through the haze of pleasure as Angelina's hot mouth continues to work my cock. "Sounds great, Mr. Pitt," I reply, my voice admirably steady despite the sensation of Angelina's tongue tracing the underside of my shaft. "I appreciate you thinking of me."

"Of course! You're practically family now," Jack says, completely oblivious to the fact that I'm face-fucking his wife while we chat. "Besides, Angelina's made such progress with her fitness. We wouldn't want to interrupt that momentum."

I lock eyes with Angelina, a silent challenge passing between us as I thrust deeper into her mouth. She doesn't back down, taking me all the way to the base, her nose pressing against my stomach as her throat constricts around my cockhead. The sight of Jack's sophisticated wife deepthroating me while her husband prattles on about fitness is so fucking hot it nearly makes me lose it right there.

"Well, that's settled then," Jack continues, the sound of papers shuffling in the background. "I've emailed both of you the itinerary. Angelina, don't forget to pack something for the formal dinner on Saturday night."

"I won't," she replies, her voice raspier now, her hand pumping my slick shaft as she speaks. "Is there anything else we need to know?"

"Just that Sophia mentioned she's excited to meet Richard. Apparently, you've told her all about your training sessions," Jack says with an oblivious chuckle. "She's quite the fitness enthusiast herself."

I smirk at this information, imagining another hot MILF to add to my collection. Angelina notices my expression and narrows her eyes, but the flash of jealousy only makes me harder. I grab her hair with both hands, setting a brutal pace as I thrust into her mouth. She struggles to keep quiet, her eyes watering as I fuck her face with increasing urgency.

"Sounds like it'll be a fun trip," I manage to say, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls that signals my approaching climax.

"Definitely. Oh, I should go—Brad's calling on the other line, probably about the golf tournament tomorrow," Jack says. "Angelina, I'll call you in the morning with more details."

I'm on the edge now, my thrusts becoming erratic as Angelina's skilled mouth brings me closer to release. The taboo of the situation—using Jack's wife while he's on the phone—pushes me right to the brink.

"Alright, honey," Angelina replies, her hand replacing her mouth as she prepares to end the call. "Talk to you tomorrow."

"I love you," Jack says, his voice warm with affection for the woman who's currently jerking another man's cock.

I can't hold back any longer. With a suppressed groan, I pull free from Angelina's hand and explode, the first rope of hot cum landing across her cheek as she holds the phone close to her face. The second spurt hits her parted lips, and the third coats her chin and neck. She doesn't flinch, doesn't pull away—instead, she locks eyes with me as my seed decorates her beautiful face.

"I love you too, Jack," she responds, her voice steady despite the cum dripping down her face. Her tongue darts out to lick a drop from her upper lip even as she says these words to her husband. "Have a good night."

The call ends, and Angelina tosses the phone aside without breaking eye contact. With deliberate slowness, she leans forward and takes my still-twitching cock back into her mouth, sucking gently to clean the last drops of cum from the sensitive head.

"Fucking filthy," I murmur appreciatively as she pulls back, my cum glistening on her perfect face. "Taking my load while telling your husband you love him."

She smiles, that dangerous gleam in her eyes as she swipes a finger through the mess on her cheek and brings it to her mouth, sucking it clean. "Just a preview of our weekend getaway," she promises, her voice husky from the rough treatment. "Think you can handle all the MILFs at this wedding?"

"Bring them on," I challenge, already imagining the possibilities. "One weekend, multiple conquests. I'm just getting started."

She laughs, low and sultry, as she rises to her feet. "I'll go clean up," she says, turning toward the bathroom. "But don't get too comfortable. I'm not done with you tonight."

As she walks away, cum still dripping down her face, I can't help but grin at my good fortune. First Angelina, now potentially her friend Sophia, and who knows how many other bored, rich wives at this wedding. This just keeps getting better.


Chapter 2

Our private car pulls up to the entrance of the Oceanic Paradise Resort, a sprawling five-star complex sprawled along the pristine shoreline. The gleaming white structure rises like a modernist dream against the azure horizon, floor-to-ceiling windows reflecting the sun-dappled waves. I step out after Jack and Angelina, adjusting my designer sunglasses as sweat immediately beads on my neck in the tropical heat. Rich people and their fucking beach weddings—always an excuse for excess. But this time, I'm not complaining. Not when I'm surrounded by a sea of potential MILF conquests in bikinis, starting with the infamous Sophia I've heard so much about.

"Richard, can you help with the bags?" Jack calls over his shoulder, already distracted by the bellhop waiting to assist us.

I grunt in agreement, playing the dutiful trainer while my eyes follow Angelina's perfect ass in her tight white jeans as she ascends the stone steps toward the entrance. The flight was long, but watching her squirm in her seat, still sore from our marathon fuck session the night before, made every minute worth it.

The lobby is a cathedral of luxury—soaring timber beams, massive stone fireplaces, and plush furnishings arranged on thick fur rugs. The air smells of pine, expensive perfume, and money. Lots of fucking money. Staff in crisp uniforms move efficiently, catering to the whims of the wealthy guests scattered throughout the space.

"Angelina!" A female voice cuts through the ambient chatter, high and excited.

I turn to see a group of women rising from a seating area. At their center stands who can only be Sophia—a knockout MILF in her late thirties with a body that defies her age. Her dark hair falls in waves past her shoulders, framing a face that's both elegant and sensual. Even from here, I can see the plumpness of her lips and the curve of her full tits beneath her cashmere sweater.

"Sophia!" Angelina calls back, her whole demeanor brightening as she hurries toward her friend.

The women collide in an embrace of air kisses and excited squeals, while the rest of Sophia's entourage—four or five equally stunning older women—gather around like exotic birds in their designer clothes and perfect blowouts. Each one radiates that specific kind of sexuality that comes with age and wealth—confident, refined, and hungry beneath their polished exteriors.

I hang back with Jack, playing my role, but I don't miss how several pairs of eyes flick in my direction, appraising me with thinly veiled interest. One blonde in particular, wearing a body-hugging red dress that showcases an impressive rack, doesn't bother hiding her stare, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip when our eyes meet.

"Jack!" A man's voice breaks my concentration. A tall, silver-haired guy in his fifties approaches, hand extended. "Good to see you made it."

"Brad," Jack responds warmly, shaking the man's hand. "Wouldn't miss it for the world. Congratulations again."

So this is Sophia's soon-to-be husband. He looks exactly like what I expected—older, successful, with that slightly soft physique of a man who spends more time in boardrooms than gyms. Not exactly competition. He's flanked by a few other men cut from the same cloth—business types with expensive watches and receding hairlines, all wearing that same look of mild disinterest that comes from having too much money and too little passion.

"Come over, let me introduce you to the gang," Brad says, leading Jack toward a cluster of men at the bar. Jack follows obediently, leaving me momentarily alone with the bags.

I take the opportunity to approach the women's circle, rolling my shoulders back and putting on my most charming smile—the one that got me into Angelina's pants in the first place. As I near, their conversation quiets slightly, several heads turning in my direction.

"Richard," Angelina calls, gesturing me over with a manicured hand. "Come meet everyone."

I step into their circle, immediately hit with a cloud of designer perfumes and the unmistakable scent of female arousal. These women might be married, but they're hungry—I can feel it in the way they shift their stances, pulling their shoulders back to emphasize their tits, eyes darting to check my physique through my fitted shirt.

"Ladies, this is my personal trainer, Richard," Angelina introduces, her voice carrying a subtle undertone that only I recognize—the voice of a woman who's had my cock down her throat not twenty-four hours ago. "Richard, this is everyone."

There's a chorus of hellos, each woman introducing herself with names I immediately forget—they're all just potential conquests to me, differentiated only by their physical attributes. The blonde in red. The redhead with freckles. The brunette with legs for days.

Then Sophia steps forward, extending her hand with a grace that speaks of old money and excellent breeding. "So you're the famous Richard," she says, her voice smooth like expensive whiskey. "Angelina's told me so much about you."

Up close, she's even more stunning—high cheekbones, clear green eyes that hold a mischievous glint, and lips that look made for sucking cock. Her body is a perfect hourglass, her sweater clinging to full, natural tits that rise and fall with each breath. My cock stirs in my pants as I take her hand, holding it slightly longer than necessary.

"All good things, I hope," I reply, my eyes deliberately dropping to her mouth before meeting her gaze again.

"Oh, absolutely," she purrs, her fingers lingering in mine. "She says you're quite... talented."

The innuendo isn't lost on me, nor on Angelina, whose cheeks flush slightly. The other women exchange glances, eyebrows raising in interested surprise.

"I try my best to satisfy my clients," I respond, loading the word 'satisfy' with as much suggestion as possible.

Sophia laughs, a throaty sound that promises wicked delights. "I bet you do. Angelina certainly seems pleased with the results." Her eyes rake over my body, not bothering to hide her appreciation. "Those shoulders alone are impressive."

"You should see what else is impressive," Angelina mutters under her breath, just loud enough for Sophia and me to hear.

Sophia's eyes widen slightly, her pupils dilating with interest. "Well," she says, releasing my hand to loop her arm through mine, "we should get you settled. The welcome dinner isn't until seven, which gives everyone plenty of time to... rest after the journey."

She leads me a few steps away from the group, her hip brushing against mine as we walk. When we're just out of earshot of the others, she leans in, her breath warm against my ear. "Angelina told me everything," she whispers, her voice dropping an octave. "About your arrangement. About how good you are. About how big you are."

My cock hardens fully at her words, pressing against the confines of my jeans. "Did she now?" I reply, keeping my voice low.

Sophia's hand slides down to rest on my lower back, her fingertips just brushing the top of my ass. "She did. And I can't wait to find out if she was exaggerating." She pulls back slightly to look me in the eyes, her intention unmistakable. "This is going to be a very interesting weekend, Richard. Very interesting indeed."

She squeezes my arm once more before releasing it, casting a smoldering glance over her shoulder as she returns to her friends. I watch her go, admiring the sway of her hips in her tight jeans and the confident set of her shoulders. Angelina catches my eye across the lobby, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

This wedding weekend is going to be a fucking goldmine. One MILF down, and apparently, several more—including the bride herself—ready and waiting for my cock. I adjust myself discreetly, already mapping out my conquests for the next seventy-two hours.

***

I make my way through the crowded lobby toward the elevators, keenly aware of the female gazes following me. The weight room hasn't failed me—my tight Henley shows off every hour I've spent building this quarterback body, and these rich, bored wives are noticing. One brunette by the concierge desk actually licks her lips as I pass, while an older redhead clutching a champagne flute whispers something to her friend that makes them both giggle and stare. It's like being a wolf in a hen house, and I plan to feast all weekend.

The hotel staff has already taken our bags up, so I'm free to explore. Jack's off somewhere with Brad and the other husbands, probably discussing stock options or golf handicaps, while Angelina has disappeared with Sophia and her MILF entourage. Perfect. Being left to my own devices is exactly what I wanted.

I pause at the massive coy pond, pretending to admire the craftsmanship while actually using the reflection in a nearby mirror to catalog my potential conquests. Besides Sophia, there's at least five other MILFs who've made their interest clear with lingering glances or "accidental" touches. This wedding is going to be a fucking buffet, and I'm starving.

"Quite impressive, isn't it?"

The voice comes from behind me, female and young—not the mature, husky tone of the MILFs I've been mentally undressing. I turn to find myself face to face with one of the most stunning women I've seen in a long time.

She's younger than Angelina or Sophia—mid-twenties, maybe—with the kind of face that makes men stop in their tracks. High cheekbones, full lips painted a subtle pink, and eyes so blue they look almost unreal against her fair skin. Her blonde hair falls in loose waves past her shoulders, catching the firelight in a way that makes it look like liquid gold.

But it's her body that really grabs my attention. Unlike the MILFs with their designer dresses and perfect blowouts, she's dressed more casually in tight jeans and a cropped sweater that reveals a strip of toned midriff. The fabric stretches across her full tits, and I can see the outline of her nipples hardening under my gaze. She's fit but still curvy in all the right places, a perfect balance of athletic and feminine.

"I was thinking the same thing," I reply, not bothering to hide my appreciative once-over. "Though I wasn't looking at the coy pond."

Instead of blushing or acting offended, she smiles—a slow, knowing curve of her lips that suggests she's no stranger to male attention. "Neither was I," she counters, her eyes deliberately dropping to my chest, then lower, before meeting my gaze again. "You must be Richard. I'm Lea."

"How'd you know my name?" I ask, taking a step closer, close enough to catch her scent—something fresh and citrusy, not the heavy designer perfumes the older women favor.

"My aunt mentioned you," she says, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear in a gesture that's both innocent and calculated to draw attention to the graceful line of her neck. "Said Angelina brought her personal trainer along."

"Your aunt?"

"Sophia," she clarifies, watching my reaction carefully. "I'm her niece. Here to help with the wedding and enjoy a free vacation."

The connection clicks immediately. This hot young thing is related to the bride—which makes her both more interesting and potentially more complicated. But complications have never stopped me before.

"So you're part of the wedding party?" I ask, moving to lean against the fireplace, deliberately flexing my arm as I do so.

Her eyes track the movement, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip. "Sort of. I'm also the resort manager, so I'm wearing two hats this weekend." She takes a step closer, her hip brushing against mine. "I handle all the... special arrangements for our VIP guests."

The suggestive emphasis isn't lost on me. "And what kind of special arrangements might a guest request?" I ask, lowering my voice to a register that I know makes women weak in the knees.

"That depends on the guest," she replies, her voice equally low. "What they want. What they need." Her eyes lock with mine, the challenge in them clear. "What their appetites are."

The double meaning hangs between us, charged with sexual tension. This girl isn't just flirting—she's practically offering herself up on a silver platter. And I'm more than ready to dig in.

"I have a pretty healthy appetite," I tell her, letting my gaze linger on her lips. "Insatiable, some might say."

"Good," she purrs, reaching out to straighten my collar, her fingers deliberately brushing against my neck. "I like a man who knows what he wants and isn't afraid to take it."

The touch sends a jolt of electricity straight to my cock, which is already hardening at the prospect of adding Lea to my weekend menu. Sophia's niece—fuck, that's even hotter than I anticipated. I wonder if she knows what her aunt has planned for me, or if she's operating on her own initiative. Either way, I'm not about to turn down what's clearly on offer.

"What time does your shift end today?" I ask, deciding to be direct.

Lea smiles, clearly appreciating my straightforward approach. "Officially? Nine. But I could make myself available earlier for the right... request."

"How about a private tour of the resort facilities?" I suggest, letting my hand brush against hers. "I'm particularly interested in the more... secluded areas."

"We have plenty of those," she assures me, her eyes dancing with mischief. "There's a private hot spring on the property that's particularly worth seeing. Very exclusive. Very private."

"Sounds perfect," I reply, already imagining her naked in steaming water, her skin flushed and wet under my hands. "When can we arrange this tour?"

"I have to handle the welcome dinner service first, but after that..." She pulls a key card from her pocket and presses it into my hand, her fingers lingering against my palm. "Room 424. That's my private suite. The perks of being management. Come by around ten."

I pocket the card, not bothering to hide my smirk. "I'll be there."

"I'm counting on it," she responds, her eyes dropping to my crotch with blatant interest. "Aunt Sophia wasn't exaggerating about you, was she?"

The implication that Sophia has been discussing my cock with her niece sends a fresh surge of blood south. "Why don't you find out for yourself?" I challenge.

Lea laughs, a sound that's both youthful and knowing. "Oh, I plan to." She glances over my shoulder, her expression shifting slightly. "And speaking of my aunt, she's looking for me. Wedding emergency, no doubt."

With that, she pulls back, giving me one last lingering look before walking away, her ass swaying enticingly in those tight jeans. I watch her go, mentally adding her to my growing list of conquests for the weekend.

First Angelina, then potentially Sophia, and now Lea. Three generations of hot women, all wanting a piece of me. And we're just getting started. I adjust myself in my jeans, already thinking about how I'll pace myself for what's shaping up to be a marathon weekend of fucking.

This affair is really is the gift that keeps on giving.


Chapter 3

I push open the glass door to the hotel's state-of-the-art gym, the scent of sanitized equipment and faint sweat hitting me immediately. The space is nearly empty except for two people—Jack, his back to the door as he power-walks on a treadmill, wireless earbuds in and completely absorbed in whatever business podcast he's listening to; and Angelina, on a yoga mat in the far corner, her perfect ass raised in the air as she holds a downward dog position. She catches sight of me in the mirror that spans the entire wall, and a slow, dangerous smile spreads across her face. Game on.

I stride into the gym like I own it, nodding at Jack when he glances over his shoulder. "Morning, Mr. Pitt," I call out, loud enough for him to hear over whatever's playing in his ears.

He gives me a distracted wave, not bothering to remove his earbuds. "Richard! Good man! Getting a session in before the festivities?" His eyes immediately return to the fitness metrics displayed on the treadmill screen, his pace never faltering.

"Just keeping Angelina on her routine," I reply, dropping my gym bag by the free weights. "Don't want all our hard work going to waste during the wedding weekend."

Jack nods approvingly, completely missing the double meaning in my words. "That's what I like about you, Richard—dedicated to results." He increases the incline on his treadmill, focusing intently on his form. "I've got another twenty minutes here, then a conference call. You two carry on."

Perfect. Twenty minutes is more than enough time for what I have planned. I make my way over to where Angelina is now transitioning into a warrior pose, her tight lycra workout clothes leaving nothing to the imagination. Her sports bra struggles to contain her tits, and her leggings are practically painted onto her ass and thighs.

"Need some help with your form?" I ask, positioning myself directly behind her, close enough that she can feel my breath on her neck but far enough that Jack wouldn't notice anything suspicious if he happened to glance back.

"Always," she purrs, pushing her ass back slightly to brush against the front of my shorts. "I think my alignment is off."

I place my hands on her hips, ostensibly to adjust her stance but really to pull her more firmly against me. I'm already getting hard, the danger of the situation—Jack just fifteen feet away, back turned but potentially able to see us at any moment—making my blood pump faster.

"Let me show you," I murmur, pressing my growing bulge against the cleft of her ass while guiding her into a deeper stretch. From Jack's perspective, it looks like nothing more than a trainer assisting his client. But from the mirror in front of us, the reality is clear—Angelina's flushed cheeks, her nipples hardening beneath her sports bra, my hands sliding lower to grip her thighs.

"How's this feel?" I ask, loud enough for Jack to hear if he's paying attention.

"Good," Angelina responds, matching my volume while pushing back against my erection. "Really getting deep into the stretch."

Jack remains oblivious, now taking a business call through his earbuds, gesturing with one hand as he talks to someone about quarterly projections. The treadmill whirs steadily, masking any small sounds we might make.

"Let's try something a little more challenging," I suggest, guiding Angelina down onto her yoga mat. I position her on her back, standing over her as if demonstrating a core exercise. "Legs up."

She complies, raising her legs toward the ceiling. I kneel between them, pushing them apart as if helping her with a stretch but actually creating space for myself between her thighs. My hands slide up from her ankles to her calves, then to her thighs, inching closer to where I know she's already wet beneath those tight leggings.

"Richard," she whispers, a note of warning mixed with excitement in her voice. "He could see."

"Then we better be convincing," I reply, leaning down to speak directly in her ear while my body covers hers in what could pass for a demonstration of a stretch. "And quiet."

My lips find hers in a hungry kiss, swallowing her gasp of surprise and arousal. Her arms wrap around my neck automatically, pulling me closer as our tongues battle for dominance. Through my peripheral vision, I can see Jack still on the treadmill, back turned, completely unaware that I'm making out with his wife not twenty feet behind him.

I pull back just long enough to check Jack's position again—still walking, still talking, still clueless—before grabbing the hem of Angelina's sports bra and yanking it up to expose her perfect tits. The cool air of the gym makes her nipples harden instantly into tight peaks.

"Richard," she hisses, half-protest, half-plea, her eyes darting to her husband's back. "We can't—"

"We are," I cut her off, lowering my head to take one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard enough to make her arch off the mat. Her hands fly to my hair, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, her body betraying her despite the risk.

I release her nipple with a wet pop, my hand sliding down to the waistband of her leggings. "Lift," I command in a whisper, and she raises her hips, allowing me to tug the tight fabric down her legs in one swift motion. I leave them bunched around one ankle, too impatient to remove them completely.

Now she's lying beneath me, top pushed up to expose her tits, leggings around one ankle, wearing nothing but a tiny black thong that's already visibly damp with her arousal. The contrast of her nearly naked body against the pristine yoga mat, with her husband just steps away, is so fucking hot it makes my cock throb painfully against my shorts.

"Last chance to back out," I whisper, my fingers hooking into the sides of her thong.

Her response is to reach for the waistband of my shorts, tugging them down to free my rock-hard cock. "Just do it," she breathes, her eyes dark with lust and danger. "Fuck me while he's right there."

I don't need to be told twice. I push her thong to the side and position myself at her entrance, feeling how wet she already is—soaked with the excitement of our forbidden encounter. With one hard thrust, I bury myself inside her, clamping my hand over her mouth to muffle her cry of pleasure.

Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and tight and perfect. I establish a slow rhythm, careful not to make the mat squeak against the floor. Each thrust is deep but measured, my body covering hers to hide what we're doing from any casual glance.

"How's it coming along back there?" Jack calls suddenly, making us both freeze. He doesn't turn around, just raises his voice over his podcast.

I lift my head, keeping my hips pressed flush against Angelina, my cock buried to the hilt inside her. "Great progress, Mr. Pitt," I respond, my voice impressively steady despite the fact that I'm balls-deep in his wife. "Angelina's form is really improving."

"Excellent!" he replies cheerfully before returning to his call, completely oblivious.

The close call sends a fresh surge of adrenaline through my system, making my cock swell even larger inside Angelina. Her eyes are wide, a mixture of terror and excitement that only heightens the eroticism of the moment. I start moving again, slower now but more deliberate, grinding against her in a way that stimulates her clit with each thrust.

"This is so fucking wrong," she whispers, her hands clutching my shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

"That's why it feels so good," I growl back, nipping at her earlobe as I drive into her again. "Your pussy gets tighter every time he speaks. You love this."

And she does—I can feel it in the way she clenches around me, in the wetness that coats my cock with each stroke, in the desperate way her hips rise to meet my thrusts despite the danger of discovery. Jack Pitt's perfect wife, spread out beneath me on a yoga mat, taking my cock while he's just steps away, back turned but potentially able to catch us at any second.

It's the ultimate power trip, and I'm fucking living for it.

I increase my pace, driving deeper into Angelina's married pussy while her husband continues his oblivious power walk just feet away. The danger has her tighter than ever, her walls gripping my cock like she's trying to milk every drop of cum from me. I clamp my hand over her mouth again as I thrust harder, her muffled moans vibrating against my palm. Her eyes are wild, pupils blown wide with the forbidden thrill of what we're doing. This is so much better than fucking her in private—the risk of discovery makes every sensation more intense, every thrust more electric.

"Richard, what's a good stretch for lower back pain?" Jack calls out suddenly, still facing forward on his treadmill. "Been having some tightness since the flight."

I don't miss a beat, continuing to pump into Angelina while responding in a remarkably steady voice. "Cat-cow is excellent for that, Mr. Pitt. Alternating between arching and rounding the spine." I punctuate my words with a particularly deep thrust that makes Angelina bite down on her lip to keep from crying out. "I'd be happy to show you after your run."

"Appreciate it!" Jack replies, completely unaware that my cock is buried inside his wife while I casually discuss stretching techniques with him.

Angelina's eyes are wide, a mixture of panic and intense arousal that only makes me harder inside her. Her fingernails dig into my shoulders through my t-shirt as I establish a faster rhythm, each thrust careful to avoid making the yoga mat squeak against the polished gym floor.

"You fucking love this, don't you?" I whisper in her ear, my voice low enough that only she can hear. "Getting fucked right behind your husband's back. Literally."

She nods frantically, unable to form words as I shift my angle to hit that spot inside her that drives her crazy. Her pussy clenches around me in response, a flood of wetness making my thrusts smoother, the obscene sound of her arousal thankfully masked by the whir of Jack's treadmill.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster while still maintaining some semblance of stealth. The yoga mat grinds against the floor, and I hear the soft slap of skin on skin and her muffled moans filling the space between us. 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 whimpers against my palm, making me even hungrier for more.

"I'm close," she breathes when I briefly move my hand from her mouth to adjust our position. "Oh god, Richard, I'm going to cum."

"Not yet," I command, slowing my pace to tortuous, grinding circles that keep her on the edge without pushing her over. "Wait until I say."

Her eyes flash with frustration, but the command just makes her wetter around my cock. She loves when I take control, when I make her surrender completely. I reach between our bodies, finding her clit with my thumb and applying just enough pressure to make her whole body tense.

"Five more minutes and I'm done here," Jack announces to the room, increasing the speed on his treadmill for his final push. "Then I've got that call with Tokyo."

"Take your time," I call back, giving Angelina a wicked grin as I begin thrusting in earnest again, timing my movements with the rhythmic pounding of Jack's feet on the treadmill. "We're just getting into the deeper stretches now."

Angelina's back arches off the mat as I circle her clit more firmly, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft in the telltale sign of her approaching orgasm. I press my mouth to her ear, my voice a commanding whisper. "When you cum, you'd better be fucking quiet, or he'll turn around and see my cock inside you. Understand?"

She nods desperately, her whole body trembling with the effort of restraint. I increase the pressure on her clit, thrusting deeper, harder, pushing her rapidly toward the edge. When I feel her starting to lose control, I cover her mouth again, just in time to muffle the cry that escapes as her orgasm crashes through her.

She convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic waves that nearly trigger my own release. Her eyes roll back, tears forming at the corners from the intensity of her climax combined with the forced silence. I fuck her through it, never slowing my pace, prolonging her pleasure until she's shaking and clawing at my back.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice a low rumble against her neck. "Take it all while he's right there. Such a fucking slut for my cock."

As her orgasm subsides, leaving her limp and gasping beneath me, a movement by the gym door catches my attention. I turn my head slightly, careful not to alert Jack, and lock eyes with Lea—Sophia's niece—standing in the doorway, her mouth open in shock.

For a moment, I think she's going to say something, call out to Jack, expose us. But instead, a slow, appreciative smile spreads across her face as her eyes drop to where my cock is pistoning in and out of Angelina's soaked pussy. She makes no move to leave, instead leaning against the doorframe, crossing her arms beneath her full tits as she settles in to watch the show.

The addition of an audience—especially one as hot as Lea—sends a fresh surge of adrenaline through my system, making my cock swell even larger inside Angelina, who remains oblivious to our observer. I wink at Lea, shifting my position slightly to give her a better view of the action.

Her eyes widen as she takes in my size, a flash of hunger crossing her features that tells me she's imagining herself in Angelina's place. She bites her lower lip, her hand unconsciously moving to her own chest, fingers brushing across a nipple that's visibly hardened beneath her tight resort uniform.

"Almost there," Jack calls out, the treadmill beeping as it enters its cooldown phase. "Great workout today!"

The time pressure only adds to my excitement. I increase my pace, driving into Angelina with renewed vigor, determined to finish before Jack steps off that treadmill. Lea continues to watch from the doorway, her breath visibly quickening, her cheeks flushed with arousal.

"That's it, Mr. Pitt," I respond, my voice impressively steady despite the fact that I'm now pounding into his wife with abandon. "Strong finish is key."

Angelina's eyes fly open at my blatant double entendre, a mixture of horror and renewed arousal crossing her features as she realizes how close we are to being caught. Her pussy responds by getting even wetter, gripping me like a vise as I drive toward my own release.

I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening as I approach the edge. Lea's presence, Angelina's tight heat around me, and the imminent danger of Jack turning around at any second combine to create a perfect storm of arousal that I can't fight much longer.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum," I whisper against Angelina's ear, my thrusts becoming more erratic. "Going to fill this married pussy right under his nose."

"Do it," she whispers back, her hands clutching my ass, pulling me deeper. "Cum inside me. Now."

The treadmill beeps again, signaling the end of Jack's program. I have seconds, at most. I lock eyes with Lea across the room as I drive into Angelina one final time, burying myself to the hilt as my release crashes through me. My cock pulses inside Angelina, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her core while her husband reaches for his towel just feet away.

The timing is impossibly close—I'm still emptying myself inside Angelina as Jack steps off the treadmill, his back finally turning toward us. In a display of athleticism that would make my football coach proud, I manage to pull out, yank Angelina's sports bra down, and roll to the side into what could pass for a stretching position, all in the span of about two seconds.

"And that's how you properly stretch the hip flexors," I say smoothly, sitting up as if I've just been demonstrating a position rather than fucking Angelina senseless. My cock, still half-hard and glistening with our combined fluids, is thankfully hidden from Jack's view by my strategic position.

Angelina lies on the mat beside me, flushed and breathing heavily, but manages to compose herself enough to sit up and nod as if she's just completed an intense stretching session. "I really felt that one," she says, her voice admirably steady despite the fact that my cum is currently leaking out of her onto the yoga mat.

Jack approaches, completely oblivious to what's just transpired. "You two are dedicated," he says approvingly, mopping his brow with his towel. "I'm heading up for a shower before my call. Will I see you at the welcome lunch?"

"Absolutely," Angelina responds, not quite meeting his eyes. "Just need to finish up here."

"Don't push too hard," Jack cautions with genuine concern, making me have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing at the irony. "We've got a long weekend ahead."

"Oh, I think Angelina can handle quite a lot," I reply, unable to resist. "She's got remarkable... endurance."

"Yes, I bet she does. Anyways, don't be late to the lunch," Jack says, gathering his things.

"Wouldn't dream of it," I assure him, watching as he finally exits the gym, leaving Angelina, Lea, and me alone.

The moment the door closes behind him, Lea steps fully into the room, a slow, appreciative smile spreading across her face. "Well," she says, eyes dropping to where my still-exposed cock rests against my thigh. "Aunt Sophia wasn't exaggerating at all, was she?"

Angelina follows Lea's gaze, then looks up at me with a mixture of satisfaction and resignation. "I see you've already met Lea," she observes dryly.

"Briefly," I confirm, making no move to cover myself. "We have plans for later."

"I'll bet you do," Angelina says, slowly pulling her leggings back up her legs. "Should I be jealous?"

Lea laughs, a light, confident sound. "There's plenty of him to go around," she suggests, her eyes never leaving my cock. "Aunt Sophia always taught me the importance of sharing."

As I tuck myself away and help Angelina to her feet, I can't help but smirk at the weekend that's unfolding before me. Angelina, Sophia, Lea—and who knows how many other willing women before this wedding is over.

"Ladies," I say, confidence surging through me as I stand, "this is just the beginning."


Chapter 4

I step out onto the resort's pool deck, the hot sun hitting my skin like a welcome slap after the air-conditioned lobby. My eyes immediately lock onto Sophia, sprawled on a lounger in what has to be the skimpiest bikini I've ever seen on a MILF her age. Her oiled skin glistens in the sunlight, those full tits barely contained by triangles of fabric that might as well be postage stamps. In the pool, Brad executes some sad excuse for water aerobics, completely oblivious to the fact that I'm about to make his fiancée cum right under his nose.

I adjust my swim trunks, already feeling my cock stir at the sight of her. After this morning's gym session with Angelina, I should be spent, but my teenage stamina is legendary for a reason. One conquest just makes me hungry for the next, and Sophia has been eye-fucking me since I arrived at this resort.

She pretends not to notice me approaching, eyes closed behind oversized sunglasses, but the slight smile playing at the corners of her mouth gives her away. Her legs are slightly parted, one knee raised to catch the sun, giving me a perfect view of her inner thighs and the tiny strip of fabric covering her pussy.

"This spot taken?" I ask, dropping my towel on the empty lounger beside her.

She turns her head lazily, pushing those designer sunglasses down her nose to look at me over the rim. "It is now," she purrs, her eyes roaming shamelessly over my body.

Football has given me a physique most grown men would kill for, and I know exactly how good I look in these board shorts.

"I see the maid of honor and the quarterback are getting acquainted," she says with a smirk, glancing briefly at the pool where Brad is now doing some pathetic version of jumping jacks in the shallow end, water splashing around his soft midsection. "Angelina mentioned you two had... bonded."

"We've had some intense training sessions," I reply, stretching out beside her, making sure to flex my abs as I settle onto the lounger. "I'm very hands-on with my clients."

Her laugh is low and throaty. "I bet you are." She shifts slightly, the movement causing her bikini top to slip just enough to reveal more of her areola. She makes no move to adjust it. "Angelina said you have quite the... technique."

I let my eyes linger on her exposed skin. "I believe in giving personal attention to every... muscle group."

"And are you accepting new clients?" she asks, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip.

"I might have an opening." I stretch my arms above my head, knowing the movement will draw attention to my crotch, where my cock is already creating an impressive bulge in my swim trunks. "Depends on how committed you are to the program."

Her eyes drop to my groin, widening slightly at what she sees. "My god," she whispers, no longer playing coy. "She wasn't exaggerating."

"Never do," I say with a cocky grin, watching as she unconsciously shifts her thighs together.

In the pool, Brad calls out to someone, and we both glance over. He's engaged in conversation with an older man at the pool's edge, his back to us as he gestures animatedly about something boring as fuck, I'm sure.

"Poor Brad," Sophia sighs, though there's no real sympathy in her voice. "Always networking, even on our wedding weekend." Her hand casually drops to the space between our loungers, fingers tracing patterns on my towel, inching closer to my leg. "He hasn't touched me in weeks. Too busy with work."

"His loss," I reply, reaching for the sunscreen bottle on her side table. "Need some help with this? Wouldn't want you to burn."

She smiles, a predatory curve of those full lips. "So thoughtful. Yes, please."

I squeeze a generous amount of lotion into my palm, then set the bottle aside. Instead of starting with her shoulders or back like a gentleman would, I place my hand directly on her stomach, just above the low waistband of her bikini bottom.

Her breath catches as my fingers spread the lotion in slow circles, gradually moving upward toward her breasts. "You missed a spot yesterday," I murmur, nodding toward a slight pink tinge on the swell of her right breast.

"Better be thorough then," she breathes, arching slightly into my touch.

I let my fingers brush the underside of her breast, just where the fabric ends. Her nipples harden visibly through the thin material, and I can see the rapid rise and fall of her chest as her breathing quickens.

"Bit lower too," I suggest, moving my hand down to her thighs, spreading more lotion along the sensitive skin of her inner leg. Each stroke brings my fingers closer to the edge of her bikini bottom, teasing but never quite touching where she clearly wants me.

Her hand finally makes contact with my thigh, nails scratching lightly against my skin. "You're a tease," she accuses softly.

"Just being careful," I reply, my fingers now tracing the edge of her bikini. "Wouldn't want to cross any lines."

Her response is to slide her hand higher up my thigh until her pinky brushes against my hardening cock through the fabric of my swim trunks. "Lines are meant to be crossed," she says, her voice dropping to a whisper as she checks that Brad is still occupied. "Especially at bachelor parties."

I take that as the invitation it is, allowing my fingers to slip under the edge of her bikini bottom. She's already wet, her pussy slick with arousal that has nothing to do with the pool water. I trace her outer lips lightly, watching her bite her bottom lip to suppress a moan.

"Fuck, you're soaked," I murmur, pressing my finger more firmly against her entrance.

"Been thinking about this since I heard what you did to Angelina in the gym," she admits, her hand now fully cupping my cock through my trunks. "Wondered if you'd try the same with me."

I circle her clit with my middle finger, keeping my movements subtle enough that no one would notice from a distance. Her fingers tighten around my shaft in response, stroking me through the fabric with surprising strength.

"Careful," I warn, glancing toward the pool. "Your fiancé might see what a slut you are for teenage cock."

"He's clueless," she scoffs, her hand working my length with practiced skill. "Too busy planning his next business deal to notice I'm getting fingered by a high school quarterback." She shifts her hips, pushing against my hand. "Besides, the risk makes it better, doesn't it?"

She's right about that. My cock throbs in her grip as I slide one finger into her tight heat, feeling her pussy clench around the intrusion. I glance around quickly—there are other guests scattered around the pool area, but everyone seems absorbed in their own activities. No one's paying attention to the bride-to-be getting fingered by a teenager while her fiancé does water aerobics twenty feet away.

"More," she whispers, her hips making small, desperate movements against my hand. "I need more."

I slide a second finger into Sophia's dripping pussy, feeling her walls stretch to accommodate the intrusion. Her breath hitches, those plush lips parting in a silent gasp as I begin to pump slowly in and out. Behind her designer sunglasses, I can see her eyes darting between my face and the pool where Brad continues his sad excuse for a workout, completely unaware that his bride-to-be is getting finger-fucked by a teenager just yards away. The thought makes my cock throb against her palm, which is now working its way beneath the waistband of my swim trunks.

"Jesus," she whispers as her fingers wrap around my bare shaft. "You're even bigger than I thought."

I smirk, curling my fingers inside her to press against that spot that makes most women see stars. "Think you can handle it?"

Her back arches slightly, a tremor running through her body. "I'm looking forward to trying," she breathes, her grip tightening around me. "Maybe tonight."

I thrust my fingers deeper, feeling her pussy clench around them. "Eager, aren't you? Can't wait for Brad to make an honest woman out of you before you cheat on him?"

"Already cheating," she points out, her thumb swiping over the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that's gathered there. "And loving every fucking second of it."

I add a third finger, stretching her pussy in a way that makes her bite down on her lower lip to stifle a moan. Her hand works my shaft with practiced expertise, the perfect pressure, the perfect rhythm. For a woman marrying such a limp dick, she certainly knows how to handle a real one.

"Kiss me," she demands suddenly, lifting her face toward mine. "I need your mouth on me."

I hesitate, glancing toward the pool. Public fingering is one thing, but full-on making out takes this to another level of risk. But fuck it—the danger just makes my cock harder in her grip.

I lean over, closing the distance between our loungers, and press my lips against hers. She responds immediately, her mouth opening to welcome my tongue. She tastes like expensive champagne and forbidden fruit, her tongue battling mine for dominance as her hand continues to work my cock beneath the concealment of my trunks.

My fingers pump faster inside her, my thumb finding her clit and circling it mercilessly. She moans into my mouth, the sound vibrating against my lips as her hips begin to move in small, desperate circles against my hand. I swallow her sounds, my free hand moving to cup one of her tits through the thin bikini material, feeling her nipple harden against my palm.

"Richard," she gasps against my lips, her hand faltering in its rhythm on my cock as pleasure overtakes her. "Fuck, I'm close."

"Already?" I tease, pressing harder against her clit. "That neglected, huh?"

She doesn't bother denying it, just grabs the back of my neck to pull me into another bruising kiss as her pussy begins to flutter around my fingers. I curve them upward, hitting her g-spot with each thrust while my thumb continues its relentless assault on her clit.

Her entire body tenses, thighs clamping around my wrist as the first wave of her orgasm crashes through her. I feel her pussy contract violently around my fingers, a fresh flood of wetness coating my hand as she comes apart beneath my touch. Her teeth sink into my lower lip, using the kiss to muffle what would otherwise be a scream loud enough to alert the entire pool area to what we're doing.

"That's it," I encourage against her mouth, working her through each aftershock. "Cum on my hand while he watches his stupid workout video."

Her body jerks with each pulse of pleasure, her hand squeezing my cock almost painfully tight as she rides out her climax. When she finally breaks the kiss, she's panting, a flush spreading across her chest and up her neck.

"Holy shit," she breathes, her inner walls still twitching around my fingers. "I haven't cum like that in... fuck, I don't even remember."

"Get used to it," I tell her, my cock throbbing impatiently in her grip. "That's just the appetizer."

Her eyes darken with renewed hunger, and her hand resumes its skilled manipulation of my shaft. "My turn to make you feel good," she purrs, her wrist twisting on the upstroke in a way that has my toes curling against the concrete.

I glance around quickly—Brad is still occupied, now chatting with an older couple by the pool bar. The few other guests are either dozing, reading, or swimming, paying us no attention. Sophia's lounger and mine are positioned in a relatively secluded corner, giving us just enough privacy for what we're doing.

"Faster," I command, my voice low and strained as pressure builds at the base of my spine. Her hand complies immediately, picking up speed, her grip tightening just below the head of my cock with each upstroke. My hips begin to thrust subtly into her grip, my fingers still buried in her pussy, coated in the evidence of her pleasure.

"Gonna cum," I warn, feeling my balls tighten. "Fuck, Sophia."

"Do it," she urges, her eyes locked on mine, her lips swollen from our kisses. "Cum for me, Richard. Let me feel it."

The combination of her skilled hand, the risk of discovery, and the taboo of fingering the bride at her own wedding weekend pushes me over the edge. My cock pulses in her grip, the first rope of hot cum shooting over her fingers and onto her wrist. She doesn't flinch, doesn't pull away—instead, she milks me through each spurt, her hand becoming slick with my release as I empty myself into her palm.

"That's it," she encourages, her voice a husky whisper as she works me through my orgasm. "So much cum. So fucking hot."

When the last pulse subsides, she does something that nearly makes me hard again immediately. She brings her cum-covered hand up to her face and begins to spread my seed across her cheeks and forehead like it's the most expensive fucking moisturizer in the world.

"What the fuck?" I manage, both shocked and incredibly turned on by the depraved act.

"Sunscreen," she says with a wicked smile, rubbing my cum into her skin. "Best kind. Full of nutrients." She locks eyes with me as she licks a drop from her palm, her tongue darting out to capture my essence. "Delicious too."

The sight of this sophisticated MILF rubbing my teenage cum all over her face by a public pool while her fiancé does aerobics nearby is so fucking hot I can barely breathe. My cock gives an interested twitch, already considering round two despite having just unloaded.

"Your turn," I say, withdrawing my fingers from her pussy. They glisten with her arousal in the bright sunlight. "Clean these for me."

Without hesitation, she takes my wrist and guides my fingers to her mouth. Her lips close around them, tongue swirling to collect every drop of her own juices. She sucks them clean with hollowed cheeks, eyes never leaving mine, making sure I understand that this is just a preview of what that mouth could do to my cock.

When she finally releases my fingers with an obscene pop, she glances toward the pool. Brad is climbing out, his back still to us as he reaches for a towel.

"Tonight," she says, quickly adjusting her bikini and sitting up straighter on her lounger. "My bachelorette party. VIP room at Club Azure, ten o'clock. No men allowed..." she pauses, a wicked gleam in her eye, "except for you. I want to give my bridesmaids a proper show."

I smirk, adjusting myself in my trunks as I lean back on my lounger, adopting a casual pose just as Brad turns in our direction. "Wouldn't miss it for the world."

Sophia gives me one last loaded glance before waving to her approaching fiancé. "Darling! Come meet Angelina's personal trainer. He was just giving me some tips on... flexibility."


Chapter 5

I push through the heavy black door marked "VIP" at Club Azure, immediately hit with the bass-heavy music and the scent of expensive perfume mixed with alcohol. The private room is dimly lit with blue and purple lights, revealing a scene that looks like every teenage boy's fantasy come to life. A dozen MILFs in various stages of drunkenness are sprawled across plush couches and loungers, all dressed in outfits that would make their husbands have heart attacks if they knew. Angelina spots me first, her eyes lighting up as she nudges Sophia, who turns to me with a predatory smile that makes my cock stir in my pants.

"Ladies," Sophia announces, rising from her seat at the center of the room. "Our special entertainment has arrived."

She glides toward me, her body wrapped in a skin-tight silver dress that barely covers her ass, slit up the side to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of thigh with each step. The neckline plunges so low I can see the edges of her areolas, her full tits threatening to spill out completely with each breath. Her eyes are lined with dramatic makeup, her lips painted a dark red that looks almost black in the club lighting.

"Right on time," she purrs, reaching me and running a manicured finger down my chest. "We were just getting to the good part of the evening."

The women around the room turn their attention to me, a dozen pairs of hungry eyes taking in my athletic build, my youth, my obvious confidence. I recognize a few from the pool earlier today, including the blonde in red who now sits with her legs splayed open, giving me a clear view up her tiny skirt.

"So this is the hunk Angelina's been raving about," says a statuesque redhead, her tits practically spilling out of a corset-style top. "He's even hotter up close."

Angelina saunters over, her body poured into a black latex dress that hugs every curve. The sight of her makes my cock twitch, remembering how tight her pussy felt around me in the gym just hours ago. "I told you he was worth sharing," she says, her hand joining Sophia's on my chest. "Richard knows exactly how to... handle a team of women."

The group laughs, the sound tinged with drunken arousal. Champagne bottles litter the tables, along with shot glasses and remnants of what looks like some white powder on a mirror. These rich MILFs are getting wild for their friend's last hurrah as a single woman.

"Let's give him a proper welcome," Sophia says, grabbing a fresh glass of champagne and pressing it into my hand. "To my last night of freedom," she toasts, clinking her glass against mine. "And to making it memorable."

I down the champagne in one gulp, never breaking eye contact with her. "How memorable are we talking?"

Sophia's smile turns wicked as she plucks the empty glass from my fingers and hands it to Angelina. "Very." She turns to address the room, raising her voice to be heard over the music. "Ladies, what you don't know about me is that before I became Brad's perfect corporate wife..." she pauses for dramatic effect, "I paid my way through college dancing at The Velvet Room."

A chorus of delighted gasps and cheers erupts from the women.

"You were a stripper?" one of them exclaims, her eyes wide.

"I was an exotic dancer," Sophia corrects with a wink. "And damn good at it too. Want to see if I still got it?"

The women immediately start whooping and clapping, urging her on. Angelina slides up next to me, her hand sneaking around to squeeze my ass. "You're in for a treat," she whispers. "I've seen her old videos. The woman knows how to move."

Sophia snaps her fingers at another woman. "Tina, change the music. Something with a slower beat."

The music shifts to a sensual, bass-heavy track with a hypnotic rhythm. Sophia points to a leather chair in the center of the room. "You. Sit."

I comply, lowering myself into the chair as the women rearrange themselves to get a better view, forming a semicircle around us. The anticipation in the room is palpable, electric. These women want a show, and from the look in Sophia's eyes, she's going to give them one with me as her prop.

"Now," Sophia purrs, stalking toward me with deliberate, swaying steps that make her tits bounce gently. "Let me show you how I used to make a thousand dollars a night."

She begins to move to the music, her hips swaying in perfect rhythm, hands trailing up her own body to cup her breasts through the thin material of her dress. Every movement is calculated to entice, to tease, to make my mouth go dry with want. She turns, bending forward at the waist to give me a perfect view of her ass, the hem of her dress riding up to reveal she's not wearing any panties.

"Fuck," I mutter, my cock already hardening at the display.

Sophia glances over her shoulder, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she sees the effect she's having. She straightens up and approaches me, placing one stiletto-clad foot on the chair between my legs, mere inches from my growing bulge.

"Rule number one," she announces to the room, "no touching the dancer... unless she touches you first."

With that, she lowers herself onto my lap, her back to my chest, ass grinding directly against my cock through our clothes. The women cheer and whistle as she begins to move, rotating her hips in tight circles that have me gripping the arms of the chair to keep from grabbing her.

"Feel that, ladies?" Sophia calls out to her friends. "The boy's already hard as steel."

She rises slightly, turning to face me before straddling my lap again, this time face to face. Her knees bracket my hips, her dress riding up to her waist as she grinds her bare pussy against the bulge in my pants. I can feel her heat through the fabric, the dampness of her arousal already seeping through.

"Goddamn," I hiss as she leans forward, her tits pressing against my chest.

"Rule number two," she whispers against my ear, loud enough for the closest women to hear, "a good lap dance always leaves them begging for more."

She rolls her body against mine, creating delicious friction against my trapped cock. Her hands find my shoulders, using them for leverage as she essentially dry fucks me through my clothes. The other women have gone quiet, transfixed by the show Sophia is putting on. Angelina watches with parted lips, her hand absentmindedly rubbing her own thigh.

Sophia's movements grow more aggressive, her breathing quickening as she grinds harder against me. Her hands move from my shoulders to the buttons of my shirt, deftly undoing them to expose my chest. She rakes her nails down my pecs, leaving light red marks that make the women gasp.

"Ladies," Sophia says, her voice husky with arousal, "should we see what he's packing? What Angelina's been keeping to herself?"

A chorus of enthusiastic agreement fills the room. Without waiting for my permission—not that I would refuse—Sophia slides off my lap and onto her knees between my legs. Her hands move to my belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease.

"Ready for the grand reveal?" she teases, looking up at me through thick lashes.

I spread my legs wider, leaning back in the chair with cocky confidence. "Give them what they came for."

With a theatrical flourish, Sophia unzips my pants and yanks them down along with my boxer briefs, freeing my cock which springs up, fully hard and ready. The collective gasp from the women is almost comical—eyes widening, mouths dropping open, a few hands flying to cover open mouths.

"Holy shit," breathes the redhead, leaning forward for a better look.

"Told you," Angelina says smugly, her eyes fixed on my exposed length.

Sophia wraps her hand around the base, presenting it to the room like a prize. "This, ladies, is what a real man looks like. All for us to enjoy tonight." She looks up at me, that wicked smile returning. "And enjoy it we will."

The women move closer, forming a tighter circle around us, their eyes hungry and fixed on my cock as Sophia holds it proudly. Their husbands and fiancés are the furthest things from their minds now. Tonight, these MILFs belong to me, and from the look in Sophia's eyes, we're just getting started.

The room falls into a hushed silence as Sophia's hand wraps around my cock, holding it up for all to see. These married women, these sophisticated MILFs, stare transfixed at what has to be bigger than anything their husbands are packing. Sophia gives it a slow stroke from base to tip, a drop of pre-cum forming at the head that she spreads with her thumb in a circular motion that makes my breath catch.

"Ladies," she announces, her voice thick with lust, "Who wants first taste?"

Several hands shoot up immediately, accompanied by eager murmurs and shifting bodies as the women press closer. Sophia laughs, the sound low and sultry.

"So many volunteers," she purrs. "Let's take turns, shall we? Each of you gets thirty seconds with this magnificent cock, then you move on to give me a little attention while the next lucky girl takes her turn with Richard. By the time we're done, he'll be ready to give me the fucking of a lifetime."

The bold statement sends a ripple of excitement through the group. Angelina steps forward, her latex dress catching the club lights as she moves to stand beside Sophia.

"As maid of honor," she says with a wicked grin, "I think I should demonstrate first."

Sophia relinquishes her grip on my cock, stepping aside with an exaggerated bow. "The floor is yours."

Angelina drops gracefully to her knees between my spread legs, looking up at me with eyes that sparkle with mischief. "Remember," she says loud enough for all to hear, "this is how a pro does it."

Without hesitation, she leans forward and engulfs half my length in one smooth motion, her lips stretching around my girth. My head falls back against the chair as her hot, wet mouth slides down my shaft, taking more with each bob of her head.

"Jesus fuck," I groan, one hand moving to tangle in her hair.

The women watch with rapt attention as Angelina demonstrates her skills, her cheeks hollowing as she applies suction that has my toes curling in my shoes. She knows exactly how to use her tongue, swirling it around the sensitive head before flattening it against the underside of my shaft as she takes me deeper.

"Time's up," Sophia calls after what feels like both an eternity and not nearly long enough. "Next!"

Angelina pulls off with an obscene pop, my cock glistening with her saliva. Without missing a beat, she moves to where Sophia now reclines on one of the couches, her silver dress hiked up to reveal her bare pussy. As Angelina lowers her head between Sophia's thighs, the redhead in the corset takes her place between my legs.

"I'm Jessica," she introduces herself, wrapping one manicured hand around the base of my cock. "And I've been dreaming about this since I saw you at the pool."

Her technique is different from Angelina's—where Angelina was all suction and depth, Jessica focuses on the head, her tongue fluttering against the sensitive underside while her hand works the shaft in tight, twisting strokes. The dual stimulation has me gripping the chair arms, fighting to maintain control.

Sophia moans loudly from the couch, her fingers tangled in Angelina's hair as she grinds against her face. "That's it," she encourages. "Get me nice and wet for him."

Jessica's thirty seconds end too quickly, and she's replaced by a petite Asian woman with a surprisingly filthy mouth.

"I'm going to make this big cock disappear," she promises before proving it by relaxing her throat and taking me deeper than I thought possible. My cock hits the back of her throat, and instead of gagging, she swallows around me, creating a rippling sensation that nearly makes me lose it right there.

"Fuck," I hiss, my hands finding her hair to hold her in place. "Just like that."

Meanwhile, Jessica has joined Angelina, the two of them taking turns licking and sucking at Sophia's pussy while she writhes on the couch, one breast now freed from her dress, her own fingers pinching and rolling her nipple.

The rotation continues—a blonde with remarkable deepthroating skills, a brunette who focuses on my balls while stroking the shaft, each woman bringing her unique technique to the task while the previous one moves to prepare Sophia. The room fills with the sounds of wet suction, appreciative moans, and Sophia's increasingly vocal pleasure.

During a transition between women, Sophia leaves her place on the couch and approaches, her face flushed with arousal, her pupils dilated with lust and whatever substances have been flowing freely tonight.

"My turn again," she announces, pulling me into a deep kiss that tastes of champagne and the various women who've been pleasuring her. Her tongue invades my mouth, aggressive and demanding, claiming me even as another woman—I've lost track of who is who at this point—continues to suck my cock below.

Angelina appears at my side, her mouth finding my neck, biting and sucking at the sensitive skin there while her hand joins Sophia's in my hair. I'm surrounded by these two insatiable women, their perfumes mingling, their hands roaming over my chest and shoulders as they take turns kissing me.

"Share," Angelina commands, pulling Sophia into a three-way kiss that has the rest of the room cheering. Our tongues meet in a messy, filthy tangle, saliva connecting us as we break apart and reconnect in different combinations.

Below, the women continue their rotation, each taking her turn with my cock, which somehow grows harder despite the constant stimulation. I'm in a state of perpetual pleasure—not quite at the edge of orgasm but floating in a haze of sensation that has every nerve ending singing.

"God, look at him," one woman says breathlessly. "He's fucking huge now. Like steel."

"Perfect for what comes next," Sophia says, breaking away from our kiss to address her friends. "Who wants to see me get fucked by this magnificent cock?"

The enthusiastic response is immediate, the women calling out encouragement and suggestions for positions. Sophia grins, her hand replacing the mouth that was just on my cock, giving it several firm strokes that have pre-cum leaking from the tip again.

"What do you say, quarterback?" she asks, her lips brushing against mine as she speaks. "Ready to show these ladies what you can do with this monster?"

I grab her by the throat, squeezing just enough to make her eyes widen with excitement. "I'm going to destroy you," I promise, loud enough for all to hear. "Make you cum so hard you forget you're about to marry that pathetic excuse for a man."

The women fall silent, tension thick in the air as Sophia and I stare each other down, her pulse racing beneath my fingers, her chest rising and falling with quick, excited breaths.

"Prove it," she challenges, her voice raspy from my grip.

I release her throat, shoving her backward toward the couch. "Get those clothes off and spread your legs," I command. "Time for the main event."

The women scramble to clear space, arranging themselves around the room for the best view, glasses refilled, eyes hungry for what's about to happen. Angelina retrieves her phone, holding it up with a wicked grin.

"Brad should see what his bride really needs," she says, thumb hovering over the record button.

Sophia doesn't object, already pulling her dress over her head to stand naked in the center of the room, her body toned and perfect under the club lights, her pussy visibly wet with the attention of a dozen tongues.

"Come and get it," she taunts, backing toward the couch. "If you think you can handle me."

I rise from the chair, my cock standing proudly before me, harder than it's ever been with the combined stimulation of so many skilled mouths. These women have primed me perfectly, and now they're about to see exactly what I can do with all this teenage stamina and aggression.

"Ladies," I announce, stalking toward Sophia like a predator approaching prey, "pay attention. This is how you fuck a bride."

I grab Sophia by the throat and slam her down onto the couch, her eyes widening with shock and arousal as I tower over her naked body. The other women form a semicircle around us, their breathing audible in the suddenly quiet room, the music now just a dull throbbing backdrop to what's about to happen. Angelina positions herself at the perfect angle, phone ready to capture every moment of me destroying her friend. I grab Sophia's thighs and wrench them apart roughly, exposing her glistening pussy to the entire room.

"Look how wet this slut is," I announce, sliding two fingers into her without warning, making her arch off the couch with a gasp. "Soaked for teenage cock while her fiancé's at his bachelor party. Fucking pathetic."

"Please," Sophia moans, her hips rising to meet my fingers. "Stop teasing and fuck me already."

I withdraw my fingers and slap her pussy hard enough to make her yelp, her legs instinctively trying to close before I force them open again. "Begging already? We haven't even started." I position myself between her spread thighs, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance but not pushing in. "Tell everyone here what you want."

Her eyes dart to the circle of watching women, then to Angelina's phone camera, before returning to meet mine. There's a moment of hesitation, a flicker of something like embarrassment, before her desire overwhelms whatever remnants of propriety she might have been clinging to.

"I want you to fuck me," she says, her voice husky. "I want that big cock inside me. Hard. Rough. I want you to use me."

"Louder," I demand, slapping her inner thigh. "So Brad can hear it when he watches the video."

Her eyes widen at the implication, but instead of fear, I see a flash of perverse excitement. "FUCK ME!" she shouts, grabbing my hips and trying to pull me closer. "Fuck me like the slut I am! Give me that teenage cock!"

That's all I need to hear. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt, her body accepting my full length in a single stroke. She's so wet from the attention of her friends that I slide in easily despite my size, but her walls stretch around me, gripping me like a vise.

"FUCK!" she screams, her back arching off the couch, nails digging into my shoulders. "Oh god, so big!"

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling back until just the head remains inside before slamming forward again with enough force to make the couch slide a few inches across the floor. The watching women gasp in unison, several of them touching themselves now as they watch their friend being impaled on my cock.

"Take it," I growl, establishing a punishing rhythm that has Sophia's tits bouncing with each impact. "This is what you need, isn't it? Not that limp-dick fiancé of yours."

"Yes," she admits, her words broken by my thrusts. "Fuck! So—much—better!"

I grab her by the throat again, squeezing just enough to restrict her air but not cut it off completely. Her pupils dilate, her pussy clenching around me even tighter as I fuck into her, my balls slapping against her ass with each stroke.

"Look at the camera," I command, turning her face toward Angelina. "Show Brad what a whore his bride really is."

She obeys, her eyes locking with the camera lens as I continue to pound into her. The knowledge that she's being recorded, that her fiancé might see her being fucked by a teenager, pushes her over the edge. Her walls clamp down around my cock, her entire body tensing as her first orgasm crashes through her.

"That's it," I encourage, never slowing my pace. "Cum on my cock while everyone watches. While your bridesmaids see what a slut you really are."

She convulses beneath me, a stream of profanity falling from her lips as pleasure overwhelms her. I fuck her through it, maintaining my brutal pace even as she trembles and claws at my back, leaving marks that I'll wear proudly tomorrow.

When her spasms subside, I pull out abruptly and flip her over like she weighs nothing, positioning her on her hands and knees facing the other women. I deliver a hard slap to her ass, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale skin that makes her gasp.

"Since you used to be a stripper, you should be good at this position," I taunt, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back sharply. "Show your friends how well you take cock from behind."

I thrust back in with enough force to drive her forward, her face contorted with pleasure-pain as I establish an even harder rhythm than before. The new angle lets me hit spots inside her that make her whole body shake, her arms threatening to give out beneath her.

"Fucking hell," one of the watching women breathes. "He's destroying her."

Angelina circles us, capturing every angle of Sophia's degradation with her phone. "This is so going in the wedding slideshow," she jokes, zooming in on where my cock pistons in and out of Sophia's stretched pussy.

I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto Sophia's back, watching it slide down her spine. The degrading act makes her moan louder, pushing back against me with increased desperation.

"You like being treated like garbage, don't you?" I ask, delivering another sharp slap to her other ass cheek. "Like being used as a fuck toy in front of your friends?"

"Yes," she sobs, her voice thick with arousal. "Use me. Fuck me harder!"

I give her what she wants, increasing both the pace and force of my thrusts until the entire couch is sliding with each impact. I maintain my grip on her hair, using it like reins to control her movements, pulling her back onto my cock as I drive forward.

Her second orgasm builds quickly, her entire body tensing beneath me as I continue my relentless assault. "I'm gonna cum again," she wails, her arms finally giving out so that her face presses against the couch cushion, ass still raised in the air. "Oh god, don't stop!"

"Wouldn't dream of it," I grunt, feeling her pussy clamp down around me again as she falls apart. Her screams are muffled by the couch, but her body tells the story—shaking uncontrollably, pussy spasming around my shaft, a fresh flood of wetness making the obscene sounds of our coupling even louder.

The sight of Sophia—sophisticated, wealthy, about-to-be-married Sophia—coming undone on my cock pushes me closer to the edge, but I'm not ready to finish yet. I've promised her three orgasms, and I intend to deliver.

I withdraw again, flipping her onto her back once more. Her eyes are unfocused, face flushed, hair a wild mess from my rough handling. I grab her legs and push them all the way back until her knees are beside her ears, folding her nearly in half.

"One more," I tell her, slapping her face lightly to get her attention. "Look at me when I fuck you."

Her eyes focus on mine, a dazed smile spreading across her face as I thrust back inside her oversensitive pussy. In this position, I can go deeper than before, bottoming out with each stroke, the head of my cock hitting her cervix in a way that has her eyes rolling back.

"Take it," I command, my voice strained with the effort of holding back my own release. "Take every fucking inch."

I lean down to spit directly into her open mouth, watching with satisfaction as she swallows it without hesitation. The ultimate submission, accepting my saliva, my cock, my complete dominance over her body.

"I own this pussy," I declare, loud enough for all to hear. "This isn't Brad's. This is mine."

"Yours," she agrees breathlessly, her hands clawing at my arms. "All yours!"

I reach between us to find her clit, rubbing it in tight, hard circles as I maintain my punishing pace. Her third orgasm builds quickly, her already sensitized body responding immediately to the added stimulation.

"One more time," I urge, feeling her start to tense beneath me. "Cum for me, Sophia. Show everyone what a cock-hungry slut you really are."

Her back arches impossibly, her mouth open in a silent scream as the most powerful orgasm yet crashes through her. Her pussy convulses around my cock, gripping me so tightly it's almost painful. Tears stream from the corners of her eyes, her entire body shaking as wave after wave of pleasure overwhelms her.

I fuck her through it, never letting up, prolonging her orgasm until she's babbling incoherently, begging me for mercy and more in the same broken sentence. The other women watch in awe, several of them openly masturbating now, unable to resist the erotic display before them.

"That's three," I announce, slowing my pace but still grinding deep inside her. "Still conscious? I'm impressed."

Sophia manages a weak laugh, her body occasionally twitching with aftershocks. "Barely," she admits, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Fuck, Richard... I've never..."

"We're not done yet," I interrupt, pulling out and standing. My cock stands proudly before me, harder than ever despite bringing her to three shattering orgasms. "Turn over. On your knees. Time for the grand finale."

I grab Sophia by her hair and drag her off the couch onto the cold floor, her knees hitting the hardwood with a thud that makes the watching women wince. She looks up at me, mascara running down her face from tears of pleasure, lips swollen from biting them during her orgasms. My cock stands rigid before her face, slick with her juices, the veins pulsing visibly along the shaft.

"Open," I command, slapping her cheek lightly with my cock. She obeys immediately, her mouth forming a perfect O, tongue extended in eager anticipation. "Good slut. Now show your friends how a proper bride services cock."

Without hesitation, I thrust forward, pushing past her lips and into the wet heat of her mouth. She gags slightly at the sudden intrusion but quickly adjusts, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. I keep one hand firmly tangled in her hair, using it to control the depth and pace as I begin to fuck her face.

"Look at that," I say to the circle of watching women, many of whom are now openly touching themselves. "Brad's perfect bride, on her knees on a dirty nightclub floor, choking on teenage cock. Someone should put this on the wedding invitations."

A ripple of nervous, aroused laughter moves through the group. Angelina continues filming, moving to capture Sophia's face as I push deeper into her throat with each thrust. Sophia's hands come up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but steadying herself as I use her mouth with increasing roughness.

I hold her head still and thrust harder, watching her eyes water as my cock hits the back of her throat repeatedly. Saliva drips from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and onto her tits, making them glisten in the club's dim lighting. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only spur me on, my grip on her hair tightening as I establish a brutal rhythm.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her throat constrict around the head of my cock. "Take it all the way."

With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt, her nose pressing against my pelvis as I hold her in place. Her throat works around me, muscles contracting as she fights her gag reflex, tears streaming freely down her cheeks now. I hold her there until her eyes start to roll back, then finally release her, allowing her to pull back and gasp for air.

Strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my glistening cock as she coughs and tries to catch her breath. Before she can fully recover, I yank her up by her hair and throw her back onto the couch, positioning her so she's bent over the arm, ass raised invitingly.

"Perfect position for a wedding night," I taunt, delivering a hard slap to her reddened ass cheek that makes her yelp. "Except Brad won't have a clue what to do with this view."

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging against her soaked entrance. Without warning, I slam forward, burying myself to the balls in one brutal thrust that has her screaming into the couch cushions. The impact is so forceful that the entire couch slides forward several inches, the wet sound of our bodies colliding echoing through the room.

"Fuck!" she wails, her body jolting with each powerful thrust. "God, yes! Harder!"

I give her what she wants, grabbing her hips with bruising force as I establish a punishing rhythm that has the couch creaking beneath us. The position allows me to go impossibly deep, my cock hitting spots inside her that make her whole body tremble with each impact.

"Tell your friends who owns this pussy," I demand, delivering another stinging slap to her ass.

"You do," she gasps, her words punctuated by my thrusts. "You own it! Your cock owns me!"

The admission sends a fresh wave of excitement through the watching women, several of them moaning as they bring themselves closer to orgasm while watching their friend being thoroughly used. Angelina circles us, capturing every angle of Sophia's degradation with her phone, occasionally zooming in on where my cock pistons in and out of her stretched pussy.

I can feel my own orgasm building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with each thrust into Sophia's hot, wet channel. The sight of her bent over, taking my cock with such desperate enthusiasm, combined with the audience of aroused MILFs, pushes me rapidly toward the edge.

"Who wants to see me fill this slut with cum?" I ask, never slowing my pace. "Who wants to watch me breed the bride the night before her wedding?"

The enthusiastic response from the women is immediate, urging me on with filthy encouragement.

"Do it!"

"Fill her up!"

"Make her take it all!"

Sophia's body responds to the degrading talk, her pussy clenching around me even tighter, her moans growing more desperate. "Please," she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder, her face a mask of pure lust. "Cum inside me. I need it. Need to feel you filling me up."

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, my cock pulsing as rope after rope of hot cum shoots deep into her waiting body. The sensation is so intense my vision blurs at the edges, pleasure coursing through me in waves that seem never-ending.

"Fuck," I grunt, continuing to thrust shallowly, working every drop of my release into her. "Taking it all, aren't you? Fucking cum dumpster."

She moans in response, her pussy milking my cock, squeezing around me to extract every last drop of cum. When the final pulses subside, I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my seed immediately begins to leak from her well-fucked hole, trailing down her inner thighs in thick white rivulets.

"Ladies," I announce, my voice rough from exertion but still commanding. "Clean her up. I want every drop of cum licked out of that pussy."

For a moment, there's hesitation, the women exchanging uncertain glances. Then Jessica, the redhead in the corset, steps forward with a wicked smile. "I've always wanted to taste her," she admits, dropping to her knees behind Sophia.

Without further prompting, she leans in and drags her tongue through the mess between Sophia's thighs, moaning at the combined taste of my cum and her friend's arousal. The taboo act breaks whatever remaining inhibitions the group had. Soon, another woman joins Jessica, the two of them taking turns lapping at Sophia's dripping pussy while she writhes and whimpers with renewed pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage, stroking my still-hard cock as I watch the depraved scene unfold. "Get every drop."

Angelina approaches me, her eyes dark with hunger as she captures the cleanup on video. Without a word, she hands the phone to another woman and drops to her knees before me.

"My turn," she says, her voice husky with arousal. "Let me clean you up while they take care of Sophia."

I don't object as she takes my cock, still slick with cum and Sophia's juices, into her mouth. Her tongue works expertly, licking me clean with thorough, appreciative strokes that have me hardening again despite having just emptied myself into her friend.

"Fuck, that's good," I murmur, my hand coming to rest on the back of her head, guiding her movements.

Around us, the bachelorette party has devolved into an all-out orgy. Two women are still taking turns eating my cum from Sophia's pussy, while others have paired off, tearing at each other's clothes, mouths meeting in hungry kisses. The bride-to-be herself is in a state of blissful exhaustion, occasionally twitching with pleasure as eager tongues continue to work between her legs.

I look down at Angelina, who's now taking me deep into her throat, her eyes locked on mine with a clear message: this night is far from over. My cock responds eagerly to her skilled attention, already recovered and ready for more. These rich, bored MILFs don't know what they've unleashed by inviting me to this party.

"Ladies," I call out, getting their attention as Angelina continues to suck my cock. "Who's next?"

The eager response tells me everything I need to know—I'll be spending the rest of the night working my way through this room full of horny, neglected wives. Brad's wedding might be tomorrow, but tonight, every woman here belongs to me.

I grab Angelina's hair and thrust deeper into her throat, already planning which bridesmaid to fuck next. This wedding continues to exceed my every expectation.


Chapter 6

I jolt from a dead sleep, my mind foggy but my body instantly alert to the wet heat enveloping my cock. Dreams blur with reality as pleasure pulses through me. Someone's mouth works me with expert precision, tongue swirling around my shaft as soft lips slide down to the base. I groan, my hips instinctively bucking upward, chasing the sensation. Angelina must have sneaked into my room after the party for another round. Fuck, the woman's insatiable—not that I'm complaining.

My eyes flutter open to the darkness of the hotel room, moonlight spilling through a crack in the curtains. The clock reads 3:17 AM. I reach down, expecting to find Angelina's familiar hair, but instead, my fingers tangle in different strands—softer, straighter, longer. My dick throbs inside a mouth that feels... different.

"What the fuck?" I mutter, suddenly more awake, propping myself up on my elbows.

The head between my legs lifts, and in the dim light, I see it's not Angelina at all. It's Lea—Sophia's niece—her lips glistening with saliva, my cock still clutched in her delicate hand. Her blonde hair spills over my thighs as she looks up at me with those mischievous blue eyes, a predatory smile spreading across her face.

"Surprise," she whispers, her thumb circling the sensitive head of my cock, spreading pre-cum across the tip. "Hope you don't mind. I used my master key to let myself in."

My brain struggles to catch up while my cock has no such hesitation, twitching eagerly in her grip. "I thought we had plans for later," I manage, remembering our arrangement for her room.

She laughs softly, her breath tickling my wet shaft. "I got impatient. And after seeing the video of you destroy Sophia tonight, I couldn't wait any longer." Her tongue darts out, licking a long, slow stripe from base to tip that makes my toes curl. "Had to taste this legendary cock for myself."

"Jesus," I hiss as she takes me back into her mouth, this time maintaining eye contact as she swallows me inch by inch.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat.

"Fuck, that feels incredible," I groan, fully awake now and enjoying the view of this gorgeous blonde devouring my cock in the moonlight.

She pulls off with an obscene pop, replacing her mouth with her hand. "I've been thinking about this all day," she confesses, her voice husky with desire. "Watching you fuck my aunt at the pool, seeing you rail Angelina in the gym..." She twists her wrist on the upstroke, making my hips jerk involuntarily. "I nearly came just watching you. Had to have this cock for myself."

Her technique is different from Angelina's—less aggressive, more teasing—but no less skilled. She alternates between deep, throat-engulfing plunges and delicate, feather-light licks around the sensitive head. Each time I start to build toward release, she changes her approach, keeping me perpetually on edge.

"You like that?" she asks, taking one of my balls into her mouth and sucking gently while her hand continues to work my shaft. "Like having your cock sucked by hotel management?"

"Fuck yes," I admit, threading my fingers through her silky hair. "Best hotel service I've ever had."

She chuckles, the vibration sending fresh waves of pleasure through me as she returns her attention to my cock, taking me deeper than before. Her throat constricts around the head as she swallows, creating a rippling sensation that has me gripping the sheets.

"God, you're good at this," I praise, watching my cock disappear between those perfect lips.

She pulls back again, a string of saliva connecting her mouth to my tip. "College wasn't all academics," she says with a wink, her hand never stopping its rhythm. "I was very... popular in my sorority."

Her free hand slides up my stomach, nails raking lightly across my abs as she takes me deep again, her nose pressing against my pelvis. I feel her throat working around me, muscles contracting as she holds me there for several long seconds before pulling back to breathe.

"Want to know what I've been thinking about all day?" she asks, her voice raspier now from the rough treatment of her throat. She doesn't wait for an answer, continuing to stroke me as she speaks. "I've been imagining this big cock splitting me open, stretching my tight little pussy until I scream."

"Fuck," I grunt, her dirty talk pushing me closer to the edge. "Keep talking like that and you'll get a mouthful real quick."

"Not yet," she purrs, increasing her pace, her hand twisting on each upstroke. "I want to feel you cum deep inside my pussy, not my mouth." She leans down to lick the bead of pre-cum from my slit. "Want to feel every inch of this monster stretching me out."

I'm close now, too close, my balls tightening as pleasure builds at the base of my spine. "Lea," I warn, my voice strained. "I'm gonna—"

She immediately stops, her hand squeezing the base of my cock firmly, denying my release. "Not yet," she commands, her eyes flashing with mischief. "I've got better plans for this load."

Before I can protest, she's straddling me, her naked body revealed in the moonlight as she positions herself above my throbbing cock. I hadn't even noticed she was already naked, too focused on the sensations of her mouth. Now I take in her perfect tits, the toned curve of her stomach, the neatly trimmed strip of blonde hair above her visibly wet pussy.

"Time for the main event," she whispers, lowering herself until the head of my cock presses against her entrance. "Hope you're ready for me, quarterback."

Lea sinks down onto my cock with agonizing slowness, her tight pussy stretching around my girth inch by excruciating inch. Her mouth falls open, eyes locked on mine as she takes me deeper than I thought possible for her small frame. My hands find her hips, fingers digging into her soft skin as I fight the urge to thrust upward, to impale her in one brutal stroke. But I let her set the pace—for now—watching her perfect tits bounce slightly with each small movement, her stomach muscles tensing as she works me inside.

"Fuck," she hisses, pausing halfway down my shaft. "You're so much bigger than I expected."

"Take it all," I growl, tightening my grip on her hips. "I know you can."

She bites her lower lip, determination flashing in her eyes as she continues her descent. When she finally bottoms out, my cock fully sheathed in her tight heat, we both groan at the sensation. Her pussy grips me like a vise, pulsing around my length as she adjusts to the intrusion.

"God, you're stretching me so good," she moans, her hands splayed across my chest for leverage. "I feel so full."

She begins to move, lifting herself up until just the head remains inside before sinking back down. Each stroke gets more confident as her body accommodates my size, her pussy getting wetter, making the slide easier, the sounds filthier. Her tits bounce hypnotically with each movement, perfect handfuls that beg for my touch.

I reach up and cup them, feeling their weight in my palms, thumbs circling her hardened nipples. She arches into my touch, her rhythm faltering momentarily as pleasure courses through her. I pinch her nipples, rolling them between my fingers, and she rewards me with a sharp gasp, her inner walls clenching tighter around my cock.

"That's it," I encourage, thrusting upward to meet her downward motion. "Ride this cock. Show me how badly you wanted it."

She increases her pace, her hips rolling in a circular motion that hits all the right spots inside her. The moonlight catches the sweat beginning to form on her skin, making her glow as she works herself on my shaft with increasing urgency. Her blonde hair cascades around her shoulders, wild and free, some strands sticking to her flushed cheeks and neck.

"You're so fucking hot," I tell her, one hand moving from her breast to her clit, finding that sensitive bundle of nerves and circling it with my thumb. "Taking my cock so well."

She throws her head back, a desperate moan escaping her lips as my thumb works her clit in time with our thrusts. Her pussy gets even wetter around me, squeezing in rhythmic pulses that signal her approaching orgasm.

"Yes," she pants, her hips moving faster, more erratically. "Right there. Don't stop. Fuck, I'm going to cum all over your big cock."

Her words send a fresh surge of arousal through me. I thrust up harder, meeting her downward movements with enough force to make her tits bounce wildly. My thumb presses more firmly against her clit, and she starts to shake, her thighs trembling on either side of my hips.

"That's it," I urge, feeling her pussy begin to contract around me. "Cum for me, Lea. Let me feel it."

"I'm cumming," she wails, her back arching dramatically as her orgasm crashes through her. Her inner walls clamp down on my shaft in violent spasms, milking me, trying to pull my own release from me. Her entire body convulses above me, her nails digging into my chest as wave after wave of pleasure overtakes her.

I give her no time to recover. As soon as her spasms begin to subside, I grip her waist and flip our positions in one smooth motion, pinning her beneath me on the mattress. Her eyes fly open in surprise, quickly replaced by renewed lust as I withdraw completely.

"Hands and knees," I command, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Now."

She complies eagerly, flipping over and presenting her perfect ass to me, her glistening pussy on full display. I grab her hips and thrust back into her with one powerful stroke that makes her cry out into the pillow.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her arms nearly giving out from the force. "So deep!"

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. The bed squeaks beneath us, the headboard banging against the wall as I establish a punishing rhythm that has her moaning continuously into the pillow. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back, arching her spine, changing the angle to hit even deeper.

"This what you wanted?" I growl into her ear, never slowing my pace. "This tight little pussy stretched around my cock?"

"Yes," she sobs, pleasure overwhelming her. "Fuck me harder. Use me."

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 keeping a bruising grip on her hip as I pound into her relentlessly.

Her second orgasm builds quickly, her body still sensitive from the first. I feel it in the way her pussy flutters around me, in the increasing pitch of her moans, in the trembling of her thighs. I reach around to find her clit again, rubbing tight circles that make her whole body jerk with oversensitivity.

"Gonna cum again?" I taunt, slowing my thrusts to grind deep inside her, making sure she feels every inch. "Twice in one night? What would your aunt think?"

"Don't care," she gasps, pushing back against me, desperate for more friction. "Just don't stop. Please don't stop."

I increase my pace again, the wet sound of our bodies colliding filling the room along with our ragged breathing. Her inner walls begin to pulse around me, signaling her approaching climax. My own release builds at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with each thrust into her tight heat.

"Cum with me," I command, feeling myself reach the point of no return. "Now, Lea. Cum with me now."

She obeys, her entire body seizing as her second orgasm tears through her, more powerful than the first. Her pussy clenches around me like a vice, rippling along my length in waves of pleasure that trigger my own release. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep inside her.

"Fuck!" I growl, grinding against her ass as I empty myself completely, each pulse sending fresh waves of pleasure through my body.

We collapse together, my weight pinning her to the mattress, both of us panting from exertion. I can feel my cum leaking from her well-used pussy, coating both our thighs as I slowly soften inside her. When I finally roll off, she turns to face me, a satisfied smile playing on her swollen lips.

"Worth the wait," she murmurs, trailing her fingers through the mess between her legs. "And definitely worth using my master key for."

I chuckle, pulling her against my side. "Hotel management has really improved since my last stay."

She laughs, a light, carefree sound that makes my softening cock twitch with interest despite having just emptied myself inside her. "Just wait until you experience our wake-up call service tomorrow morning," she promises, her hand already finding its way back to my cock.

Tomorrow, I think to myself as sleep begins to reclaim me, Sophia gets married. But tonight, her niece is all mine.


Chapter 7

I shift uncomfortably in the hard wooden pew, surrounded by wedding guests in their Sunday best. The church is a picture-perfect scene—flowers everywhere, sunlight streaming through stained glass, soft music playing as people find their seats for Sophia and Brad's "blessed union." If they only knew what I did to the bride last night—how she screamed my name while her bridesmaids watched, how she took my load on her face like it was holy water. The memory makes my cock stir, inappropriate as hell for a church but impossible to control.

Angelina sits beside Jack a few rows ahead, occasionally glancing back at me with knowing eyes, a secret smile playing on her lips. She's wearing a tight blue dress that hugs every curve, reminding me of how I bent her over that desk in the gym yesterday. Next to me, Lea shifts in her seat, her hand briefly brushing against my thigh—a deliberate move that sends blood rushing south again. These rich housewives are going to be the death of me.

My phone buzzes in my pocket. I glance down at the screen, raising an eyebrow when I see Sophia's name. The text is simple but unmistakable:

"Dressing room. Now. Need you one last time before I say 'I do.' Back hallway, third door on right. Hurry."

I look up, scanning the church. Brad stands at the altar, shifting nervously, checking his watch. The ceremony is supposed to start in fifteen minutes. Sophia's bridesmaids are already lined up near the entrance, but the bride herself is nowhere to be seen.

"Bathroom," I mutter to Lea as I stand. She gives me a knowing smirk, clearly not buying it but letting me go without question.

I slip out of the pew and make my way toward the side door, nodding politely at guests who notice me leaving. The back hallway is quiet, lined with portraits of stern-faced religious figures who seem to judge me for what I'm about to do. I count the doors—one, two, three—and knock softly on the third.

"It's me," I say quietly.

The door opens immediately, and a hand grabs my wrist, yanking me inside before quickly shutting and locking the door behind me.

Sophia stands before me in all her bridal glory, a vision in white that makes my mouth go dry. Her dress is everything you'd expect for a woman of her status—elaborate lace, form-fitting bodice that pushes her tits up to create magnificent cleavage, flowing skirt that pools around her feet like a cloud. Her hair is styled in an elegant updo, a delicate veil pinned to the back. She looks every bit the perfect bride, except for the wild desperation in her eyes and the flush creeping up her chest.

"You came," she breathes, stepping closer to me. "I wasn't sure you would."

"Couldn't miss the chance to fuck the bride before she walks down the aisle," I reply, my eyes roaming over her. "You look..."

"Pure?" she suggests with a wicked smile. "Virginal? Untouched?"

I laugh. "After last night? Not exactly the words I'd choose."

She moves closer, pressing her body against mine, her hands already working at my belt. "I needed to see you," she explains, her voice husky. "One more time before I become Mrs. Bradley Thompson. One last taste of what I'll be missing."

"Shouldn't you be getting married right about now?" I ask, not making any move to stop her as she unbuttons my pants.

"They can wait," she dismisses. "The bride's always fashionably late, right?" Her hand slips inside my boxers, finding my already hardening cock. "Besides, I need something to think about when I'm saying my vows."

Her mouth finds mine in a hungry kiss, her tongue immediately pushing past my lips, tasting of champagne and desperation. I respond in kind, one hand tangling in her hair, careful not to disturb the elaborate style too much, the other grabbing her ass through the layers of white fabric.

She moans into my mouth as I squeeze her firm flesh, her hand working my cock with increasing urgency. The situation is so fucking wrong—she's literally minutes away from pledging herself to another man, wearing a dress that probably costs more than my car, in a church full of people waiting for her—but that just makes my cock harder in her grip.

"I need to taste you," she whispers against my lips. "Need to feel you in my mouth one more time."

Before I can respond, she's sinking to her knees, her expensive dress pooling around her on the floor. The sight of Sophia kneeling before me in her wedding dress, looking up with those hungry eyes as she frees my cock from my boxers, is so fucking hot I have to grip the dressing table behind me to steady myself.

"Jesus Christ," I mutter as she runs her tongue along the underside of my shaft. "You're really something else, you know that?"

She smiles around the head of my cock, now resting on her lower lip. "Just making sure I've got something to remember on my honeymoon," she replies before engulfing me in the wet heat of her mouth.

My eyes roll back into my head when she 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. Sophia's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

The contrast of her pure white dress, the symbol of her upcoming marriage, against the obscene act she's performing creates a heady mix of taboo and power that surges through my veins. Her wedding ring catches the light as she strokes me, another man's diamond flashing while she swallows my cock with practiced ease.

"Fuck, Sophia," I groan as she takes me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. "What would Brad say if he could see his bride now?"

She pulls back, a string of saliva connecting my cock to her lips. "He'd probably have a heart attack," she says with a wicked grin. "But he's never going to know how to fuck me like you do." She dives back down, taking me to the base in one smooth motion that has me cursing under my breath.

Her technique is flawless—alternating between deep throating and focusing on the sensitive head, using her tongue to trace the ridge while her hand works the shaft. She looks up at me through her lashes, making sure I'm watching as she worships my cock, her eyes watering slightly when she pushes past her gag reflex.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers into her hair, careful not to mess up her perfect bridal style. "Take it all. Show me how much you're going to miss this cock."

She moans around my length, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. Her free hand cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers, adding another layer of sensation that has me teetering on the edge embarrassingly quickly.

I glance at the clock on the wall—the ceremony should be starting now, people must be wondering where the bride is—but the thought only makes this hotter, more forbidden. Sophia seems to sense my thoughts, increasing her pace, her eyes locked on mine with a clear message: nothing matters right now except this, except us.

"Better hurry," I taunt, tightening my grip in her hair. "Your groom is waiting."

She responds by taking me impossibly deeper, her nose pressing against my pelvis as she swallows around the head of my cock, her throat constricting in a way that nearly makes my knees buckle.

"Fuck," I hiss, my control slipping. "Keep that up and I'm going to cum down your throat before you even make it to the altar."

She pulls back, lips swollen and glistening with saliva, a hungry look in her eyes. "Not yet," she says, rising to her feet with surprising grace given her elaborate dress. "I want more than just your cum in my mouth." She turns, presenting her back to me. "Help me with these buttons. I need you inside me. Now."

I work the tiny buttons of her wedding dress with surprising patience, revealing inch after inch of her bare back. She's not wearing a bra, just the structured corset of the dress itself pushing her tits up and together.

"Hurry," she urges, casting a nervous glance at the clock. "They're going to start looking for me soon."

I deliberately slow down, drawing out her anticipation, my fingers occasionally brushing against her exposed skin, making her shiver with want.

"Good things come to those who wait," I taunt, finally undoing enough buttons to loosen the bodice. I push the dress down to her waist, exposing her perfect tits to the cool air of the dressing room. Her nipples harden instantly, begging for attention.

"Fuck waiting," she hisses, reaching back to grab my cock. "I've been thinking about this all morning."

I spin her around, pinning her against the makeup table, my hands roughly palming her breasts. "Brad know you're not wearing panties under your wedding dress?" I ask, bunching up the layers of white fabric to expose her bare pussy.

"What he doesn't know won't hurt him," she replies with a wicked smile, spreading her legs wider for me.

I waste no more time with foreplay. 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..." Sophia 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, Sophia, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, my grip on her hips tightening as I start to move in a steady rhythm. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

The makeup table rattles beneath us, perfume bottles and cosmetics toppling over as I pound into her with increasing force. Her expensive veil slides askew, but neither of us cares. The sight of Sophia in her half-on wedding dress, tits bouncing with each thrust, her face twisted in pleasure as I fuck her mere minutes before she's supposed to be walking down the aisle—it's the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"Such a fucking slut," I growl into her ear, one hand moving to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. "Getting fucked in your wedding dress while your groom waits at the altar."

"Yes," she moans, her pussy clenching around my cock at my words. "I'm a slut for your cock. Can't get enough."

I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force to make her tits bounce violently with each impact. The wet sound of our bodies colliding echoes in the small room, mixing with our heavy breathing and her increasingly loud moans.

"Shhh," I warn, though the danger of being caught only makes me harder inside her. "Unless you want the entire wedding party to hear you getting railed before your vows."

Her response is to bite down on her lip, her eyes rolling back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. Her inner walls flutter around my shaft, a telltale sign of her approaching orgasm. I reach between us, finding her clit with my thumb, circling it roughly as I continue to thrust.

From beyond the door, I hear the first notes of the wedding march beginning. Sophia's eyes fly open, panic momentarily replacing pleasure. "Fuck, they're starting," she gasps, her body tensing beneath me.

"Better make you cum quick then," I taunt, increasing both the speed of my thrusts and the pressure on her clit. "Can't keep your husband waiting."

The wedding music grows louder, the processional beginning without its bride. The knowledge that an entire church full of people is waiting, that ushers are probably already looking for Sophia, that her groom stands at the altar with no idea what's happening—it all combines to create a heady rush of power that courses through me.

"Harder," she begs, her voice barely audible over the music filtering through the door. "Make me feel it when I'm saying my vows."

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips slamming against hers with bruising intensity. The makeup table crashes against the wall with each impact, creating a rhythm that competes with the wedding march playing outside.

"Gonna cum for me?" I growl, my fingers tightening around her throat. "Gonna cum on my cock while your wedding waits?"

"Yes," she gasps, her nails digging into my forearms. "Don't stop, don't stop!"

Her body seizes beneath me, her back arching off the table as her orgasm tears 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. I keep pounding into her, prolonging her pleasure, watching with satisfaction as she falls apart at my hands.

As the last tremors of her climax subside, I pull out abruptly, grabbing her by the hair and forcing her to her knees before me. She doesn't resist, looking up with glazed eyes as I stroke my cock inches from her face.

"Open," I command, and she obediently parts her lips, tongue extending in eager anticipation.

The wedding march reaches its crescendo beyond the door. They're all waiting for her—family, friends, Brad. And here she kneels in her wedding dress, face upturned, waiting for my cum instead of her vows.

"Fuck," I grunt, my release building rapidly as I pump my shaft. "Take it, you fucking slut."

With a final stroke, I explode, the first rope of hot cum landing across her cheek. The second hits her parted lips, and the third decorates her forehead. I continue to pump, emptying myself onto her beautiful face, marking my territory one last time.

When I finally finish, she looks thoroughly debauched—kneeling in her white dress, face covered in my seed, lipstick smeared, hair coming loose from its careful styling. She smiles up at me, tongue darting out to lick a drop of cum from the corner of her mouth.

"Perfect timing," I say, tucking myself back into my pants as a knock sounds at the door.

"Sophia? Are you in there? Everyone's waiting!" A bridesmaid's voice, high with panic.

Sophia rises to her feet, quickly pulling her dress back up, fumbling with the buttons. "Just a minute!" she calls, her voice admirably steady. She turns to the mirror, surveying the mess on her face.

I step behind her, meeting her eyes in the reflection. "Don't clean it off," I tell her, my voice low but firm. "Go to the altar with my cum on your face. Tell them it's setting spray or some shit."

Her eyes widen, but I see the excitement there, the thrill of one final act of defiance before submitting to matrimony. "You're evil," she whispers, but she's smiling.

"You love it," I counter, helping her adjust her veil to hang more naturally. "Now go get married. And think of me when you say 'I do.'"

She turns, pressing a quick kiss to my lips, not caring that she's smearing my own cum between us. "This was worth being late for," she says, straightening her shoulders and composing her features into an appropriate bridal expression.

With one last heated glance, she unlocks the door and slips out to face her wedding party, my cum drying on her skin beneath her veil, our secret hidden in plain sight as the wedding march begins again.



Chapter 8

I lean against the bar, nursing a whiskey and watching the wedding reception unfold like some twisted joke only I understand. Sophia dances with Brad, a picture-perfect bride—except for the faint trace of my dried cum still visible at her hairline if you know what to look for. She catches my eye across the dance floor, a secret smile playing on her lips as she remembers what we did hours earlier. Before I can smirk back, a warm hand slides into mine, and I turn to find Angelina, looking stunning in a tight burgundy dress that hugs every curve.

"Come with me," she whispers, her voice thick with need. "Now."

Without waiting for a response, she pulls me away from the bar, through the crowd of dancing wedding guests. Jack is deep in conversation with some business associates, glass of champagne in hand, completely oblivious to his wife's intentions. I follow Angelina willingly, my cock already stirring at the determined look in her eyes. She leads me down a hallway, past laughing bridesmaids and drunk groomsmen, until we reach the restrooms at the far end of the venue.

"Ladies' or men's?" I ask with a smirk as she hesitates between doors.

"Ladies'," she decides, pulling me inside without checking if anyone's there. "Less chance of Jack coming in."

The bathroom is thankfully empty, all marble and gold fixtures—fancy as hell, like everything else at this wedding. Angelina drags me to the largest stall at the end, pushing me inside and locking the door behind us. Before I can say a word, she's on me, her mouth crashing against mine in a hungry kiss that tastes of expensive champagne and desperation.

"Watching you all day," she breathes between kisses, her hands already working at my belt. "Knowing what you did with Sophia... in her fucking wedding dress. Drove me crazy."

"Jealous?" I taunt, backing her against the stall wall, my hands sliding up her thighs, bunching her dress around her waist. "Don't worry. Plenty of me to go around."

"Shut up and fuck me," she growls, finally freeing my cock from my pants. "I've been wet since the ceremony, thinking about how you fucked the bride right before she walked down the aisle."

Her words make my cock throb in her grip. I spin her around roughly, pressing her face against the stall wall. "Hands on the wall," I command, kicking her feet further apart. "And keep quiet. Don't need the whole reception hearing you get fucked in the bathroom."

She complies immediately, assuming the position, her ass pushed out toward me invitingly. I flip her dress up over her hips, revealing a tiny lace thong that does nothing to hide how wet she already is. I pull the thin fabric aside rather than removing it, positioning myself at her entrance.

"Beg for it," I whisper in her ear, the head of my cock teasing her slick folds but not pushing in. "Tell me how bad you want this cock."

"Please," she whimpers, trying to push back against me, desperate for penetration. "I need your cock inside me. Need you to fuck me hard."

That's all the encouragement I need. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt, making her gasp as I stretch her open. She's soaked, her pussy gripping me like a vise as I establish a brutal rhythm that has her biting her lip to keep from crying out.

"Fuck," I grunt, my hands gripping her hips with enough force to leave bruises. "Your married cunt is so fucking tight."

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The stall walls shake with the force of our coupling, the metal hinges creaking in protest as I pound into her relentlessly.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against the cold wall through her dress, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to the wall, nails scratching against the surface as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

The bathroom door opens suddenly, voices of female wedding guests filtering in. Angelina freezes, her body tensing around my cock, but I don't slow down. Instead, I clamp one hand over her mouth and continue thrusting, the danger of discovery only making me harder inside her.

"Did you see Sophia's makeup?" one woman asks, her voice echoing in the tiled room as she approaches the sinks. "Something looked off about it during the ceremony."

I have to bite back a laugh, knowing exactly why the bride's face looked "off." I use the distraction to drive deeper into Angelina, my free hand snaking around to find her clit. She trembles against me, caught between the fear of being discovered and the pleasure building inside her.

"Shhhh," I whisper directly into her ear. "Not a sound, or everyone will know what a slut you are."

Her pussy clenches around me at the degrading words, her arousal evident in the way she pushes back against each thrust despite the risk. The women continue chatting by the sinks, completely unaware of what's happening just feet away. The forbidden thrill pushes us both closer to the edge, our bodies slick with sweat in the confined space.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping up into hers. The wall grinds against her front, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and suppress her soft moans with my palm. 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 whimpers against my hand, making me even hungrier for more.

The women finally leave, the door swinging shut behind them. The moment we're alone again, Angelina's control breaks. "I'm cumming," she gasps, her voice barely audible even in the empty bathroom. "Oh god, Richard, right there!"

I feel her pussy spasm around my cock, her inner walls pulsing as her orgasm tears through her.

The bathroom door again creaks open just as Angelina's inner walls start clenching around my cock, signaling her approaching orgasm. She freezes against me, her eyes wide with panic as footsteps echo on the tiled floor.

"Hello?" Jack's voice rings out, and I feel her entire body tense.

I should stop—any decent human being would—but instead, I clamp my hand tighter over her mouth and thrust deeper, her pussy squeezing me even tighter in her fear. The danger of being caught by her own husband only makes this hotter, makes my cock throb inside her as I continue my relentless pace.

"Huh, ladies' room," Jack mutters to himself, his footsteps hesitating. "Must have taken a wrong turn."

Angelina tries to push me away, genuine terror in her eyes now, but I hold her firmly against the stall wall, my cock still buried deep inside her. I lean in, my lips brushing her ear. "Don't move," I whisper, barely audible. "He can't see us."

Instead of leaving immediately, Jack shuffles toward the sinks. We hear water running, the sound of hands being washed. Through the crack in the stall door, I catch a glimpse of him adjusting his tie in the mirror, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife is pinned against a bathroom wall with my cock inside her just feet away.

The absurdity of the situation, the ultimate taboo of fucking her with Jack right there, pushes me toward the edge. I begin moving again, slower now, more deliberate, each thrust careful to avoid making the stall creak. Angelina's eyes widen in disbelief, but her pussy tells a different story—she's wetter than ever, her inner walls gripping me like a vise as I slide in and out.

"Don't," she mouths silently, but her body betrays her, hips pushing back to meet my thrusts despite the danger.

Jack clears his throat, the sound making Angelina jump, her sudden movement causing my cock to hit a spot inside her that nearly makes her cry out. I press my hand harder against her mouth, feeling her breath coming in quick, panicked gasps against my palm.

"Need to find Angelina," Jack mumbles to himself, checking his watch. "Probably with the bridesmaids."

The irony is almost too much. I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing as I continue to fuck his wife slow and deep, her eyes locked on mine in a mixture of fear and dark excitement. She's close—I can feel it in the way her pussy flutters around my shaft, in the tension building in her thighs where my free hand grips her.

Jack's phone rings, the sound startlingly loud in the tiled bathroom. "Hello? Yes, I'm looking for her now," he says, his voice echoing off the walls. "She mentioned something about helping Sophia with her dress. I'll check there next."

Angelina's entire body trembles against mine, whether from fear or her approaching orgasm, I can't tell. Probably both. I take advantage of Jack's phone conversation to increase my pace slightly, driving into her with more force, my fingers finding her clit and circling it mercilessly.

Her eyes roll back, pleasure overwhelming fear as her orgasm builds. Jack continues his conversation, pacing in front of the sinks, completely unaware that just behind a thin metal door, his wife is about to come undone on another man's cock.

"I'll be right there," he promises whoever's on the phone. "Just got turned around looking for the men's room."

I feel Angelina's orgasm hit her like a freight train, her pussy clamping down on my cock in violent spasms that nearly trigger my own release. Her entire body goes rigid against me, a silent scream caught behind my palm as waves of pleasure crash through her. The knowledge that she's cumming while her husband stands just feet away, that he could discover us at any moment, pushes me right to the brink.

"Hang on," Jack says into the phone. "Someone's in here. Sorry to disturb you!" he calls out louder, clearly thinking he's addressing a female guest using the correct bathroom.

If only he knew. I thrust deeper, grinding against Angelina's still-pulsing core as my own orgasm builds at the base of my spine. She stares at me in wide-eyed panic, but I don't stop, don't even slow down.

"Sorry again," Jack calls as he heads for the door. "Enjoy the reception!"

The moment the door swings shut behind him, I explode, burying myself to the hilt inside Angelina as rope after rope of hot cum shoots deep inside her. The release is so intense I have to bite down on her shoulder through her dress to muffle my groan, my entire body shuddering with each pulse of pleasure.

"Holy shit," Angelina gasps when I finally remove my hand from her mouth. "He was right there. My husband was right fucking there."

"And you came harder than ever," I point out, still buried inside her, feeling the aftershocks of her orgasm rippling around my cock. "Never seen you get that wet before."

She doesn't deny it, just shakes her head in a mixture of disbelief and lingering arousal. "We're fucking insane," she says, but there's no regret in her voice, only a kind of breathless wonder at what we just got away with.

I slowly withdraw, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, trailing down her thighs. "Better clean up," I suggest, nodding toward the mess. "Your husband's looking for you."

She laughs, the sound slightly hysterical as she grabs toilet paper to clean herself. "God, I can't believe we did that. I can't believe he didn't recognize my shoes or my dress or something."

"Too self-absorbed," I reply, tucking myself back into my pants and straightening my clothes. "Typical of these rich husbands. Too busy networking to notice their wives getting railed right under their noses."

Angelina finishes cleaning up and readjusts her dress, checking herself in the small mirror mounted on the stall door. "This weekend has been..." she trails off, seemingly at a loss for words.

"Epic," I supply with a smirk. "First you in the gym with Jack on the treadmill, then Sophia's bachelorette party orgy, then Lea sneaking into my room, then the bride herself before walking down the aisle, and now you with your husband standing right there." I count off our encounters on my fingers. "Not bad for three days' work."

She shakes her head, but can't hide her smile. "You're terrible," she says without conviction. "And insatiable."

"You love it," I counter, unlocking the stall door and peering out to confirm we're alone before stepping out. "Admit it—best weekend of your married life."

"By far," she agrees, following me out. She washes her hands at the sink, using a wet paper towel to freshen up her face, which is flushed from our activities. "What happens now?"

I lean against the counter, watching her with appreciation. "Now you go find your clueless husband, and I go back to watching Sophia play the perfect bride while my cum dries in her hair."

She laughs again, the sound more relaxed now. "No, I mean after this weekend. When we go back to real life."

I shrug, already thinking about my next conquest. "We keep having fun. Keep pushing boundaries." I step closer, my hand sliding around her waist to pull her against me. "Maybe take a trip somewhere. I heard someone mention Vegas at the reception."

Her eyes light up at the suggestion. "Vegas could be interesting," she agrees, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. "Lots of hotel rooms. Lots of opportunities."

"Exactly," I say, giving her ass one last squeeze before stepping back. "But for now, you should go. Jack's probably worked his way through half the reception looking for you by now."

She nods, giving me one last lingering kiss before heading for the door. "Give me five minutes before you come out," she says over her shoulder. "Wouldn't want to make it too obvious."

As the door closes behind her, I check my own appearance in the mirror, straightening my tie and running a hand through my slightly mussed hair. My reflection stares back at me, a satisfied smirk playing on my lips. This wedding weekend has exceeded every expectation, turning into a sexual marathon I'll be replaying in my mind for months.

First Angelina, then Sophia and her entire bridal party, then Lea, and now Angelina again with the added thrill of nearly being caught by her husband. And if the hint about Vegas pans out, this is just the beginning.

I count to three hundred in my head before leaving the bathroom, rejoining the reception with the confident swagger of a man who knows exactly what he wants—and exactly how to get it.

Vegas, I think to myself as I grab a fresh drink from the bar. Something tells me that's going to be even better than here.
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