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Chapter 1

The penthouse suite at the Cosmopolitan is exactly the kind of over-the-top luxury I'd expect from a desperate middle-aged man trying to impress his wife. Floor-to-ceiling windows offer a panoramic view of the Las Vegas Strip, bathing the massive living room in the gaudy neon glow of casinos and hotels. Jack beams like he's personally responsible for building the place as he shows us around—master bedroom with a California king, marble bathroom with a shower big enough for three, fully stocked bar, and a private terrace with a hot tub. It's excessive, expensive, and exactly the kind of playground where I plan to fuck his wife in every possible way.

"What do you think?" Jack asks, gesturing grandly at the sprawling space. "Worth the extra for the upgrade, right?"

"It's beautiful," Angelina replies, her eyes meeting mine for just a second longer than appropriate. We both know she's not thinking about the view or the amenities—she's cataloging all the surfaces where I'll be bending her over for the next five days.

"And Richard, you're right down the hall," Jack continues, pointing to a closed door near the master suite. "Your room has its own bathroom too. Nothing but the best for my wife's dedicated trainer!"

I suppress a smirk. "Really appreciate it, Jack. I'll make sure Angelina gets everything she needs while we're here."

Before Jack can respond, his phone erupts with an urgent ringtone. His face immediately falls as he checks the screen. "Damn it," he mutters, "It's Bennett. I specifically told him no calls until tomorrow." He answers with a forced cheerfulness that doesn't match his expression. "David! What a pleasant surprise—"

His fake smile quickly dissolves as he listens to whatever crisis is unfolding on the other end. "No, that's not what we agreed to... Well, of course, I understand market fluctuations, but... Yes, I have the documentation right here in my briefcase."

Jack covers the phone with his hand, turning to us with an apologetic grimace. "I need to take this in my office. Might be a while—Bennett's panicking about something in the contract." He hurries toward a door on the far side of the living room, already diving back into the conversation. "No, David, that clause was specifically designed to accommodate..."

The office door clicks shut behind him, immediately muffling his voice to a distant murmur. For a moment, Angelina and I stand in silence, the tension between us practically crackling in the air. I glance at my watch—we've been in Vegas less than twenty minutes, and Jack's already disappeared into work mode.

Angelina's eyes lock with mine, and something primal shifts in her expression. Without a word, she crosses the space between us in three quick strides, grabs the front of my shirt with both hands, and rips it open. Buttons fly across the expensive marble floor as she pushes me backward until my back hits the wall.

"I've been thinking about your cock since we left the house," she whispers, her voice husky with need as her hands move to my belt, working it open with practiced efficiency. "Haven't been able to think about anything else."

I let her take control for the moment, curious to see how desperate she really is. "What about your husband? He's right through that door."

"I don't care," she hisses, yanking my jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion, freeing my already hardening cock. "Let him hear. Let him know what a real man sounds like fucking his wife."

Her words send a surge of arousal through me. This is a new level of recklessness for Angelina—usually so careful to keep our affair hidden, now seemingly eager to flaunt it. Vegas is having an immediate effect on her inhibitions.

Before I can respond, she drops to her knees, taking my cock into her mouth without preamble. The wet heat of her throat engulfs me as she swallows my length with the expertise that comes from months of practice. Her eyes never leave mine as she works my shaft, one hand squeezing my balls while the other grips my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth.

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. Angelina's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Enough," I growl, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and pulling her off my cock. "On the floor. Now."

She doesn't hesitate, scrambling to strip off her clothes as she moves to the center of the living room. The expensive dress she wore for travel falls to the floor in a heap, followed quickly by her lace bra and thong. Within seconds, she's completely naked on the plush carpet, her legs already spread in invitation.

But I have other plans. "Turn over," I command. "Hands and knees."

She obeys instantly, assuming the position like the well-trained slut she is. Her ass raises high, presenting her glistening pussy to me in a display of submission that makes my cock throb with anticipation. I kneel behind her, rubbing my shaft against her slick entrance, coating myself in her arousal without pushing inside.

"Please," she whimpers, pushing back against me. "I need you inside me."

"Not yet," I tell her, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that makes her yelp. "You're going to work for it today. Turn over and ride me."

I lie back on the carpet, my cock standing proudly at attention as Angelina quickly repositions herself above me. She straddles my hips facing away from me—reverse cowgirl, giving me the perfect view of her ass as she lowers herself onto my shaft. The first touch of her wet heat against my cockhead has us both gasping.

"That's it," I encourage as she slowly sinks down, taking me inch by inch until I'm buried completely inside her. "Take all of this young cock."

She braces her hands on my thighs, lifting herself up before slamming back down with an enthusiasm that knocks the breath from my lungs. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and slick and perfect as she establishes a brutal pace that has her ass slapping against my pelvis with each downward thrust.

"Oh fuck, Richard!" she cries out, not bothering to lower her voice despite knowing her husband could potentially hear. "Your cock feels so fucking good inside me!"

I grab her hips, helping to lift and guide her as she rides me with wild abandon. The sight of my cock disappearing into her married pussy with each bounce is hypnotic—the contrast between my youth and her maturity, the taboo of our affair, the sheer wrongness of fucking another man's wife while he works just feet away.

"Harder," I command, slapping her ass again, harder this time, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale skin. "Fucking bounce on that cock."

She responds immediately, increasing her pace until she's practically slamming herself down on me, her big tits bouncing wildly with each movement. The wet sound of our bodies connecting fills the penthouse, an obscene soundtrack that mingles with Angelina's increasingly loud moans.

"Yes! Yes! Oh god, Richard, your cock is so deep!" she wails, her head thrown back in ecstasy. "Nobody fucks me like you do! Nobody!"

Her lack of discretion is both surprising and incredibly arousing. There's no way Jack can't hear what's happening—the slapping of skin against skin, the wet sounds of my cock plunging into her pussy, her explicit cries of pleasure. Either she's finally stopped caring about getting caught, or the thrill of potentially being discovered has become part of the excitement for her.

As her skilled movements continue to work their 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. I give them a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips as she continues to ride me with reckless abandon.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between bounces, her voice sultry and seductive despite its volume.

"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.

"Take me, Richard. Make me yours," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust.

I reach around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with my thumb as she continues to ride me. Her response is immediate—a sharp cry of pleasure, her pussy clenching tighter around my shaft, her rhythm faltering momentarily before resuming with even greater urgency.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her body move above me. "Use my cock. Show me how badly you need it."

She looks back over her shoulder, her face flushed with exertion and pleasure, her eyes glazed with lust. "I need it so bad," she admits, her voice breaking as my thumb continues to work her clit. "Can't live without your cock anymore. Can't go back to just Jack."

The confession, so raw and honest, sends a surge of power through me. I've completely ruined her for her husband—made it impossible for her to be satisfied by the man she married. At eighteen, I've conquered this mature woman so thoroughly that she's willing to risk her marriage, her security, everything she's built, just for more of what I give her.

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails digging into my forearms. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the large penthouse, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

I feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my release approaching as Angelina continues to bounce on my cock with wild abandon. Her pussy grips me like a silken vise, her internal muscles squeezing my shaft with each rise and fall of her hips. My hands grip her waist tightly, guiding her movements as we chase our mutual pleasure. Just as I'm about to announce my approaching orgasm, we hear it—the distinct sound of Jack's office door opening. Angelina freezes mid-bounce, my cock buried deep inside her, both of us holding our breath as her husband's footsteps approach.

"Fuck," she whispers, panic flooding her flushed face. She starts to lift herself off me, but I tighten my grip on her hips, holding her firmly in place with my cock still lodged deep inside her trembling body.

"Don't move," I command quietly, the danger of the situation only making my cock harder inside her. "He'll walk right past us."

The footsteps grow louder, and I can hear Jack's voice as he continues his business call. "Yes, David, I understand the concerns, but the language in section three clearly stipulates..." His voice trails off as he enters the living room, and for a heart-stopping moment, I think we're caught.

Angelina's entire body tenses around my shaft, her pussy clenching involuntarily as fear and arousal mix in a potent cocktail. I look past her shoulder to see Jack pacing near the bar, his back to us, one hand holding his phone to his ear while the other gestures animatedly as he speaks. He's so absorbed in his conversation that he hasn't even noticed his naked wife impaled on my cock barely fifteen feet away.

"No, that's not acceptable," Jack continues, rifling through some papers he's carrying. "The terms we agreed to were very specific..."

The absurdity of the situation hits me—this pathetic, middle-aged man is so consumed by his business dealings that he can't even see what's happening right in front of him. His wife, completely naked, sitting on my cock in the middle of their luxury penthouse, and he doesn't even turn around. It would be sad if it wasn't so fucking hilarious.

I decide to push our luck, giving Angelina's ass a light squeeze before sliding my hand around to find her clit. Her eyes widen in shock as my fingers begin to circle her sensitive bud, silently telling me to stop. But her body betrays her—a fresh wave of wetness coats my shaft as I continue my gentle assault.

Jack turns slightly, and Angelina holds her breath, but he's still focused on his papers, still oblivious to our presence. "Look, I need to come down to the lobby. These documents don't make sense over the phone. Can you meet me in the business center in ten minutes?"

He pauses, listening to the response. "Great. I'll bring everything we need. This shouldn't take more than an hour or two to sort out."

Finally, he seems to register that he's not alone in the suite. He turns, but his eyes are fixed on his papers, not looking up to actually see the scene before him. "Angie, Richard, I need to head down to the lobby for a meeting. Sorry about this—first day of vacation and I'm already working."

Angelina can't speak, can't even breathe with my cock still deep inside her and my fingers still working her clit. I take over, keeping my voice casual despite the situation. "No problem, Jack. We understand. Business is business."

Jack nods, still not looking up as he gathers more papers from the coffee table. "Thanks for understanding. Angie, why don't you get that workout in with Richard while I'm gone? No sense wasting the day."

A small, strangled sound escapes Angelina's throat—something between a laugh and a moan that she quickly disguises as a cough. "Sure thing, honey," she manages, her voice higher than normal. "We'll... we'll definitely get a good workout in."

"Great!" Jack finally glances up, but his gaze is unfocused, already mentally in his meeting. He doesn't register the scene before him—the flushed skin, the position, the obvious sexual activity. "I shouldn't be more than a couple hours. We'll do dinner at seven, okay? That steakhouse in the hotel that's supposed to be amazing."

"Sounds perfect," I reply smoothly, my fingers never stopping their circles on Angelina's clit, making her thighs tremble with the effort of staying still. "We'll see you then."

Jack moves toward the elevator, pressing the call button. "Don't work her too hard, Richard," he calls over his shoulder with what he probably thinks is playful innuendo. "Save some energy for tonight!"

The elevator doors open, Jack steps inside, and finally—finally—the doors close behind him. For a second, we stay frozen in our obscene tableau, making sure he doesn't return for some forgotten item. Then Angelina collapses against me, a hysterical laugh bubbling from her throat.

"Oh my god," she gasps, half-laughing, half-moaning as the tension breaks. "He didn't even see us! He was standing right there!"

"Told you he's fucking clueless," I reply, grabbing her hips and lifting her slightly before slamming her back down on my cock. "Now, where were we?"

The close call with Jack has only heightened our arousal, adding a fresh edge of danger to our forbidden encounter. Angelina resumes riding me with renewed enthusiasm, her movements more frantic, more desperate than before. Her pussy is impossibly wet around my shaft, her arousal dripping down to coat my balls as she bounces with wild abandon.

"You're such a fucking slut," I growl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Getting wetter when your husband almost catches you. You wanted him to see, didn't you? Wanted him to know what a whore his wife really is."

"No," she gasps, but her body betrays her again—her pussy clenching tighter around me at the degrading words, her pace increasing as she chases her pleasure. "I don't want him to know—"

"Liar," I cut her off, slapping her other ass cheek with equal force. "Your cunt gets soaked whenever we talk about him finding out. You love the risk, the danger of getting caught. Fucking admit it."

She moans, her head falling back as she continues to ride me. "Yes," she finally confesses, the admission seeming to unlock something within her. "Yes, I love it. I love knowing we might get caught. Love how close we just came to him seeing everything."

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

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails digging into my forearms. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the large penthouse, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

Angelina's hands grip my thighs for support, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit again, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hips growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I feel my release approaching fast, that familiar tightening at the base of my spine signaling my imminent orgasm. For a moment, I consider staying buried inside her, filling her married pussy with my cum like I did back at their house. But a better idea forms—a more visible, more degrading way to mark what's mine.

With a growl, I lift her off my cock in one smooth motion, flipping her onto her hands and knees beside me. She gasps at the sudden emptiness, looking back over her shoulder in confusion. "What are you—"

"Stay just like that," I command, getting to my knees behind her, my cock in hand as I begin to stroke myself rapidly. The sight before me is perfect—Angelina on all fours, her ass raised high, her well-used pussy glistening with her arousal, her back arched in submission. "Going to paint that perfect ass with my cum."

She moans at my words, pushing her ass higher, presenting herself for my claiming. "Yes," she encourages, looking back at me with lust-glazed eyes. "Mark me. Make me yours."

It only takes a few more strokes before I'm there, pleasure exploding through me as my cock pulses in my hand. The first thick rope of cum shoots across her lower back, landing in a hot, white streak across her tanned skin. The second and third splatter across her ass cheeks, decorating them with pearly streaks that immediately begin to drip down the curve of her perfect globes. I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts across her back, making sure to cover as much of her skin as possible with my seed.

By the time I'm finished, Angelina's back and ass are completely covered in my cum, white rivulets running down her sides and between her cheeks. The sight is both primal and obscene—the mature, sophisticated wife of a successful businessman, on her hands and knees in a luxury penthouse, painted with a teenager's cum like the cheapest porn star.

"Fuck," I grunt, giving my cock a final squeeze to extract the last drops. "Look at you. Covered in my cum while your husband's downstairs at a business meeting."

She collapses onto her stomach, heedless of the mess now smearing across her skin. "That was incredible," she murmurs, her voice thick with satisfaction. "So fucking hot."

I smack her cum-covered ass one more time, watching it jiggle beneath my palm. "Better clean up before Jack gets back," I tell her with a smirk. "Unless you want him to see my handiwork."

Angelina rolls onto her side, careful to keep the cum-covered parts of her body from touching the expensive carpet. "We've got at least an hour before he's back," she says, a fresh spark of mischief lighting her eyes. "Plenty of time for round two in the shower."

I laugh, already feeling my cock stirring again at the suggestion. "Vegas, baby," I say, reaching down to help her up. "And we've still got four more days to go."

As I lead her toward the massive shower in the master bathroom, I can't help but marvel at my luck. Here I am, eighteen years old, about to have my second round with a smoking hot MILF in a luxury Vegas penthouse—all paid for by her clueless husband who thinks I'm just her personal trainer. If this is what the first few hours in Vegas bring, I can't wait to see what the rest of the week has in store.


Chapter 2

The penthouse suite at the Cosmopolitan is exactly the kind of over-the-top luxury I'd expect from a desperate middle-aged man trying to impress his wife. Floor-to-ceiling windows offer a panoramic view of the Las Vegas Strip, bathing the massive living room in the gaudy neon glow of casinos and hotels. Jack beams like he's personally responsible for building the place as he shows us around—master bedroom with a California king, marble bathroom with a shower big enough for three, fully stocked bar, and a private terrace with a hot tub. It's excessive, expensive, and exactly the kind of playground where I plan to fuck his wife in every possible way.

"What do you think?" Jack asks, gesturing grandly at the sprawling space. "Worth the extra for the upgrade, right?"

"It's beautiful," Angelina replies, her eyes meeting mine for just a second longer than appropriate. We both know she's not thinking about the view or the amenities—she's cataloging all the surfaces where I'll be bending her over for the next five days.

"And Richard, you're right down the hall," Jack continues, pointing to a closed door near the master suite. "Your room has its own bathroom too. Nothing but the best for my wife's dedicated trainer!"

I suppress a smirk. "Really appreciate it, Jack. I'll make sure Angelina gets everything she needs while we're here."

Before Jack can respond, his phone erupts with an urgent ringtone. His face immediately falls as he checks the screen. "Damn it," he mutters, "It's Bennett. I specifically told him no calls until tomorrow." He answers with a forced cheerfulness that doesn't match his expression. "David! What a pleasant surprise—"

His fake smile quickly dissolves as he listens to whatever crisis is unfolding on the other end. "No, that's not what we agreed to... Well, of course, I understand market fluctuations, but... Yes, I have the documentation right here in my briefcase."

Jack covers the phone with his hand, turning to us with an apologetic grimace. "I need to take this in my office. Might be a while—Bennett's panicking about something in the contract." He hurries toward a door on the far side of the living room, already diving back into the conversation. "No, David, that clause was specifically designed to accommodate..."

The office door clicks shut behind him, immediately muffling his voice to a distant murmur. For a moment, Angelina and I stand in silence, the tension between us practically crackling in the air. I glance at my watch—we've been in Vegas less than twenty minutes, and Jack's already disappeared into work mode.

Angelina's eyes lock with mine, and something primal shifts in her expression. Without a word, she crosses the space between us in three quick strides, grabs the front of my shirt with both hands, and rips it open. Buttons fly across the expensive marble floor as she pushes me backward until my back hits the wall.

"I've been thinking about your cock since we left the house," she whispers, her voice husky with need as her hands move to my belt, working it open with practiced efficiency. "Haven't been able to think about anything else."

I let her take control for the moment, curious to see how desperate she really is. "What about your husband? He's right through that door."

"I don't care," she hisses, yanking my jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion, freeing my already hardening cock. "Let him hear. Let him know what a real man sounds like fucking his wife."

Her words send a surge of arousal through me. This is a new level of recklessness for Angelina—usually so careful to keep our affair hidden, now seemingly eager to flaunt it. Vegas is having an immediate effect on her inhibitions.

Before I can respond, she drops to her knees, taking my cock into her mouth without preamble. The wet heat of her throat engulfs me as she swallows my length with the expertise that comes from months of practice. Her eyes never leave mine as she works my shaft, one hand squeezing my balls while the other grips my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth.

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. Angelina's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Enough," I growl, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and pulling her off my cock. "On the floor. Now."

She doesn't hesitate, scrambling to strip off her clothes as she moves to the center of the living room. The expensive dress she wore for travel falls to the floor in a heap, followed quickly by her lace bra and thong. Within seconds, she's completely naked on the plush carpet, her legs already spread in invitation.

But I have other plans. "Turn over," I command. "Hands and knees."

She obeys instantly, assuming the position like the well-trained slut she is. Her ass raises high, presenting her glistening pussy to me in a display of submission that makes my cock throb with anticipation. I kneel behind her, rubbing my shaft against her slick entrance, coating myself in her arousal without pushing inside.

"Please," she whimpers, pushing back against me. "I need you inside me."

"Not yet," I tell her, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that makes her yelp. "You're going to work for it today. Turn over and ride me."

I lie back on the carpet, my cock standing proudly at attention as Angelina quickly repositions herself above me. She straddles my hips facing away from me—reverse cowgirl, giving me the perfect view of her ass as she lowers herself onto my shaft. The first touch of her wet heat against my cockhead has us both gasping.

"That's it," I encourage as she slowly sinks down, taking me inch by inch until I'm buried completely inside her. "Take all of this young cock."

She braces her hands on my thighs, lifting herself up before slamming back down with an enthusiasm that knocks the breath from my lungs. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and slick and perfect as she establishes a brutal pace that has her ass slapping against my pelvis with each downward thrust.

"Oh fuck, Richard!" she cries out, not bothering to lower her voice despite knowing her husband could potentially hear. "Your cock feels so fucking good inside me!"

I grab her hips, helping to lift and guide her as she rides me with wild abandon. The sight of my cock disappearing into her married pussy with each bounce is hypnotic—the contrast between my youth and her maturity, the taboo of our affair, the sheer wrongness of fucking another man's wife while he works just feet away.

"Harder," I command, slapping her ass again, harder this time, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale skin. "Fucking bounce on that cock."

She responds immediately, increasing her pace until she's practically slamming herself down on me, her big tits bouncing wildly with each movement. The wet sound of our bodies connecting fills the penthouse, an obscene soundtrack that mingles with Angelina's increasingly loud moans.

"Yes! Yes! Oh god, Richard, your cock is so deep!" she wails, her head thrown back in ecstasy. "Nobody fucks me like you do! Nobody!"

Her lack of discretion is both surprising and incredibly arousing. There's no way Jack can't hear what's happening—the slapping of skin against skin, the wet sounds of my cock plunging into her pussy, her explicit cries of pleasure. Either she's finally stopped caring about getting caught, or the thrill of potentially being discovered has become part of the excitement for her.

As her skilled movements continue to work their 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. I give them a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips as she continues to ride me with reckless abandon.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between bounces, her voice sultry and seductive despite its volume.

"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.

"Take me, Richard. Make me yours," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust.

I reach around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with my thumb as she continues to ride me. Her response is immediate—a sharp cry of pleasure, her pussy clenching tighter around my shaft, her rhythm faltering momentarily before resuming with even greater urgency.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her body move above me. "Use my cock. Show me how badly you need it."

She looks back over her shoulder, her face flushed with exertion and pleasure, her eyes glazed with lust. "I need it so bad," she admits, her voice breaking as my thumb continues to work her clit. "Can't live without your cock anymore. Can't go back to just Jack."

The confession, so raw and honest, sends a surge of power through me. I've completely ruined her for her husband—made it impossible for her to be satisfied by the man she married. At eighteen, I've conquered this mature woman so thoroughly that she's willing to risk her marriage, her security, everything she's built, just for more of what I give her.

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails digging into my forearms. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the large penthouse, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

I feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my release approaching as Angelina continues to bounce on my cock with wild abandon. Her pussy grips me like a silken vise, her internal muscles squeezing my shaft with each rise and fall of her hips. My hands grip her waist tightly, guiding her movements as we chase our mutual pleasure. Just as I'm about to announce my approaching orgasm, we hear it—the distinct sound of Jack's office door opening. Angelina freezes mid-bounce, my cock buried deep inside her, both of us holding our breath as her husband's footsteps approach.

"Fuck," she whispers, panic flooding her flushed face. She starts to lift herself off me, but I tighten my grip on her hips, holding her firmly in place with my cock still lodged deep inside her trembling body.

"Don't move," I command quietly, the danger of the situation only making my cock harder inside her. "He'll walk right past us."

The footsteps grow louder, and I can hear Jack's voice as he continues his business call. "Yes, David, I understand the concerns, but the language in section three clearly stipulates..." His voice trails off as he enters the living room, and for a heart-stopping moment, I think we're caught.

Angelina's entire body tenses around my shaft, her pussy clenching involuntarily as fear and arousal mix in a potent cocktail. I look past her shoulder to see Jack pacing near the bar, his back to us, one hand holding his phone to his ear while the other gestures animatedly as he speaks. He's so absorbed in his conversation that he hasn't even noticed his naked wife impaled on my cock barely fifteen feet away.

"No, that's not acceptable," Jack continues, rifling through some papers he's carrying. "The terms we agreed to were very specific..."

The absurdity of the situation hits me—this pathetic, middle-aged man is so consumed by his business dealings that he can't even see what's happening right in front of him. His wife, completely naked, sitting on my cock in the middle of their luxury penthouse, and he doesn't even turn around. It would be sad if it wasn't so fucking hilarious.

I decide to push our luck, giving Angelina's ass a light squeeze before sliding my hand around to find her clit. Her eyes widen in shock as my fingers begin to circle her sensitive bud, silently telling me to stop. But her body betrays her—a fresh wave of wetness coats my shaft as I continue my gentle assault.

Jack turns slightly, and Angelina holds her breath, but he's still focused on his papers, still oblivious to our presence. "Look, I need to come down to the lobby. These documents don't make sense over the phone. Can you meet me in the business center in ten minutes?"

He pauses, listening to the response. "Great. I'll bring everything we need. This shouldn't take more than an hour or two to sort out."

Finally, he seems to register that he's not alone in the suite. He turns, but his eyes are fixed on his papers, not looking up to actually see the scene before him. "Angie, Richard, I need to head down to the lobby for a meeting. Sorry about this—first day of vacation and I'm already working."

Angelina can't speak, can't even breathe with my cock still deep inside her and my fingers still working her clit. I take over, keeping my voice casual despite the situation. "No problem, Jack. We understand. Business is business."

Jack nods, still not looking up as he gathers more papers from the coffee table. "Thanks for understanding. Angie, why don't you get that workout in with Richard while I'm gone? No sense wasting the day."

A small, strangled sound escapes Angelina's throat—something between a laugh and a moan that she quickly disguises as a cough. "Sure thing, honey," she manages, her voice higher than normal. "We'll... we'll definitely get a good workout in."

"Great!" Jack finally glances up, but his gaze is unfocused, already mentally in his meeting. He doesn't register the scene before him—the flushed skin, the position, the obvious sexual activity. "I shouldn't be more than a couple hours. We'll do dinner at seven, okay? That steakhouse in the hotel that's supposed to be amazing."

"Sounds perfect," I reply smoothly, my fingers never stopping their circles on Angelina's clit, making her thighs tremble with the effort of staying still. "We'll see you then."

Jack moves toward the elevator, pressing the call button. "Don't work her too hard, Richard," he calls over his shoulder with what he probably thinks is playful innuendo. "Save some energy for tonight!"

The elevator doors open, Jack steps inside, and finally—finally—the doors close behind him. For a second, we stay frozen in our obscene tableau, making sure he doesn't return for some forgotten item. Then Angelina collapses against me, a hysterical laugh bubbling from her throat.

"Oh my god," she gasps, half-laughing, half-moaning as the tension breaks. "He didn't even see us! He was standing right there!"

"Told you he's fucking clueless," I reply, grabbing her hips and lifting her slightly before slamming her back down on my cock. "Now, where were we?"

The close call with Jack has only heightened our arousal, adding a fresh edge of danger to our forbidden encounter. Angelina resumes riding me with renewed enthusiasm, her movements more frantic, more desperate than before. Her pussy is impossibly wet around my shaft, her arousal dripping down to coat my balls as she bounces with wild abandon.

"You're such a fucking slut," I growl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Getting wetter when your husband almost catches you. You wanted him to see, didn't you? Wanted him to know what a whore his wife really is."

"No," she gasps, but her body betrays her again—her pussy clenching tighter around me at the degrading words, her pace increasing as she chases her pleasure. "I don't want him to know—"

"Liar," I cut her off, slapping her other ass cheek with equal force. "Your cunt gets soaked whenever we talk about him finding out. You love the risk, the danger of getting caught. Fucking admit it."

She moans, her head falling back as she continues to ride me. "Yes," she finally confesses, the admission seeming to unlock something within her. "Yes, I love it. I love knowing we might get caught. Love how close we just came to him seeing everything."

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

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails digging into my forearms. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the large penthouse, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

Angelina's hands grip my thighs for support, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit again, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hips growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I feel my release approaching fast, that familiar tightening at the base of my spine signaling my imminent orgasm. For a moment, I consider staying buried inside her, filling her married pussy with my cum like I did back at their house. But a better idea forms—a more visible, more degrading way to mark what's mine.

With a growl, I lift her off my cock in one smooth motion, flipping her onto her hands and knees beside me. She gasps at the sudden emptiness, looking back over her shoulder in confusion. "What are you—"

"Stay just like that," I command, getting to my knees behind her, my cock in hand as I begin to stroke myself rapidly. The sight before me is perfect—Angelina on all fours, her ass raised high, her well-used pussy glistening with her arousal, her back arched in submission. "Going to paint that perfect ass with my cum."

She moans at my words, pushing her ass higher, presenting herself for my claiming. "Yes," she encourages, looking back at me with lust-glazed eyes. "Mark me. Make me yours."

It only takes a few more strokes before I'm there, pleasure exploding through me as my cock pulses in my hand. The first thick rope of cum shoots across her lower back, landing in a hot, white streak across her tanned skin. The second and third splatter across her ass cheeks, decorating them with pearly streaks that immediately begin to drip down the curve of her perfect globes. I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts across her back, making sure to cover as much of her skin as possible with my seed.

By the time I'm finished, Angelina's back and ass are completely covered in my cum, white rivulets running down her sides and between her cheeks. The sight is both primal and obscene—the mature, sophisticated wife of a successful businessman, on her hands and knees in a luxury penthouse, painted with a teenager's cum like the cheapest porn star.

"Fuck," I grunt, giving my cock a final squeeze to extract the last drops. "Look at you. Covered in my cum while your husband's downstairs at a business meeting."

She collapses onto her stomach, heedless of the mess now smearing across her skin. "That was incredible," she murmurs, her voice thick with satisfaction. "So fucking hot."

I smack her cum-covered ass one more time, watching it jiggle beneath my palm. "Better clean up before Jack gets back," I tell her with a smirk. "Unless you want him to see my handiwork."

Angelina rolls onto her side, careful to keep the cum-covered parts of her body from touching the expensive carpet. "We've got at least an hour before he's back," she says, a fresh spark of mischief lighting her eyes. "Plenty of time for round two in the shower."

I laugh, already feeling my cock stirring again at the suggestion. "Vegas, baby," I say, reaching down to help her up. "And we've still got four more days to go."

As I lead her toward the massive shower in the master bathroom, I can't help but marvel at my luck. Here I am, eighteen years old, about to have my second round with a smoking hot MILF in a luxury Vegas penthouse—all paid for by her clueless husband who thinks I'm just her personal trainer. If this is what the first few hours in Vegas bring, I can't wait to see what the rest of the week has in store.


Chapter 3

The Vegas sun beats down on my skin as I recline on a plush lounge chair by the hotel's main pool. My body still hums with satisfaction from fucking Angelina this morning—her desperate moans as she rode me while Jack paced obliviously nearby, the way her ass looked painted with my cum. I take a sip of my overpriced whiskey, watching bikini-clad bodies parade past me like merchandise on display. Being eighteen with a body sculpted by football and a cock that makes women beg has its privileges, especially in a playground like Vegas where inhibitions dissolve faster than ice in the desert heat.

I adjust my sunglasses, scanning the crowded pool area with the calculated precision of a predator. Angelina mentioned she'd join me later after some shopping—probably buying lingerie I'll rip off her tonight while Jack sleeps in the next room. For now, I'm content to bask in my dominance, watching the effect my shirtless physique has on women walking by. Their eyes linger on my chest, my abs, occasionally dipping lower with poorly disguised hunger.

The ambient chatter around the pool suddenly shifts, voices dropping to excited whispers. A commotion at the VIP entrance draws my attention, and that's when I see her—Eva Alba, the world-famous Latina actress whose curves have launched a thousand wet dreams across the globe. Even at forty-something, she radiates sex in a way that makes twenty-year-old Instagram models look like amateurs playing dress-up.

My cock stirs immediately as I take in her appearance. Eva's wearing a tiny white bikini that contrasts perfectly with her bronze skin, the thin fabric barely containing tits that defy both gravity and logic. They're full and round, pushing against the triangles of her top with nipples just visible through the material. Her waist narrows dramatically before flaring into hips that sway hypnotically as she walks, leading to an ass that deserves its own zip code—perfectly rounded, firm yet soft, bouncing slightly with each step. Long, toned legs extend from her barely-there bottoms, ending in designer heels that add inches to her already impressive height.

Her dark hair cascades down her back in loose waves, occasionally lifted by the breeze to reveal glimpses of her slender neck. But it's her face that completes the package—full lips painted a glossy red, high cheekbones, and eyes that somehow manage to look both innocent and filthy at the same time. I've jerked off to her movies more times than I can count, and now here she is, walking into the same pool area, surrounded by an entourage of assistants, security, and a thin, pale man who must be her husband.

The contrast between Eva and her husband is almost comical—he looks frail, at least fifteen years older than her, with the defeated posture of a man who knows his wife is desired by every man who sees her. She barely acknowledges him as he speaks, her attention already elsewhere, scanning the pool area like she's shopping for something specific.

And then her eyes land on me.

I don't look away. Instead, I hold her gaze, taking another deliberate sip of my whiskey. Unlike the other men whose eyes are glued to her body, I stare directly into her eyes with the confidence of someone who knows exactly what he's capable of giving a woman like her. The corner of her mouth lifts slightly—not quite a smile, more like recognition. Recognition of what we both are: apex predators in our respective domains.

Eva says something to her assistant, who leans in close to hear over the pool noise. Then, with a dismissive wave of her hand, she sends her entire entourage—husband included—toward the cabanas on the far side of the pool. They hesitate, especially the husband, but Eva's expression leaves no room for argument. They retreat like scolded children, casting curious glances back as Eva adjusts her bikini top in a way that pushes her tits even higher.

She walks toward me with the confident strut that's made her famous, hips swaying, eyes never leaving mine. Conversations halt as people realize who's passing by, but Eva pays them no attention. She's focused entirely on me, a target acquired.

"This seat taken?" she asks, gesturing to the empty lounge chair beside mine. Her voice carries that distinctive accent that's launched a thousand hard-ons in her movies—Spanish vowels stretched like honey, consonants softened into something almost musical.

"It is now," I reply, not bothering to sit up or appear impressed by her celebrity. I've learned that powerful women respond best to men who treat their power as irrelevant.

She settles onto the chair, angling her body toward mine. Up close, she's even more stunning—tiny lines at the corners of her eyes the only indication she's not twenty-five, skin glowing with expensive products and natural vitality, the scent of her designer perfume mixing with coconut sunscreen and something distinctly feminine.

"You're Richard Long," she says, not a question but a statement. "The football player everyone's talking about."

I raise an eyebrow, intrigued that she knows who I am. "And you're Eva Alba. Wouldn't have pegged you as a football fan."

She laughs, the sound low and throaty. "I'm a fan of many things. My assistant showed me an article about you this morning. Quite the promising career ahead." Her eyes drift down my body, lingering on my chest, my abs, and lower, making no attempt to hide her appraisal. "They didn't mention how... physically impressive you are."

"The articles never cover the most interesting parts," I reply, allowing my own gaze to drop to her cleavage, making it clear we both know what game we're playing.

Eva glances around, noting the number of phones pointed in our direction, people pretending not to stare. "I find myself in need of a more... private conversation," she says, leaning closer. "Somewhere away from cameras and curious ears."

I set my glass down, finally sitting up to face her directly. "What a coincidence. I happen to have a private cabana on the other side of the pool." I nod toward the row of secluded structures hidden behind lush landscaping. "Rented it this morning. Very exclusive. Very private."

"Perfect," she purrs, standing in one fluid motion that makes her breasts bounce slightly. "Lead the way, Mr. Long."

I rise to my feet, towering over her despite her heels, enjoying how she has to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. "What about your husband?" I ask, not because I care, but because I want to hear her say it.

Her eyes flash with something dangerous and exciting. "He's used to entertaining himself while I handle... business meetings."

I smirk, placing my hand on the small of her back as I guide her toward the private cabanas. Her skin is warm and smooth beneath my palm. "Is that what this is? A business meeting?"

Eva looks up at me through thick lashes. "Let's say I'm interested in exploring a potential... partnership."

***

We walk past crowds of onlookers, past her husband who watches with resigned familiarity as I lead his wife away, past the regular cabanas to the premium ones I secured with Jack's corporate card this morning—just in case an opportunity like this presented itself. The most exclusive one sits at the end of the row, completely sheltered from view by strategic landscaping and privacy walls.

I open the door, gesturing for Eva to enter. Inside, the temperature drops several degrees thanks to discreet air conditioning. A large daybed dominates the space, alongside a private bar, shower area, and views of the pool that can be completely closed off with the touch of a button.

"Very nice," Eva murmurs, running her fingers along the edge of the daybed. "Your... girlfriend's husband has good taste."

So she knows about Angelina. Interesting.

"Jack's good for some things," I reply, closing the door behind us and engaging the privacy lock with a soft click. "Paying for things. Being oblivious. Staying out of the way."

Eva turns to face me, her eyes darkening with desire as she reaches behind her neck to untie her bikini top. "And what are you good for, Richard Long?"

I step closer, invading her personal space, letting her feel the heat radiating from my body. "Why don't you find out?"

The door to the cabana has barely clicked shut when Eva drops to her knees in front of me, her hands already working at the drawstring of my swim trunks. Her fingers brush against my hardening cock through the fabric, making me hiss with pleasure at her eagerness. This world-famous actress, whose face has graced magazine covers and movie posters, is on her knees for me without a word of persuasion. The power of it, the sheer fucking dominance I feel watching her red-painted nails pull at my waistband, sends blood rushing to my cock so fast I feel light-headed.

"Someone's eager," I say, threading my fingers through her silky dark hair as she tugs my trunks down my thighs.

Eva looks up at me, those famous eyes even more striking up close. "You have no idea how long it's been since I've had a real man," she purrs, her accent thicker with arousal. "My husband hasn't fucked me properly in years."

My cock springs free as she pulls my trunks down, slapping against my stomach with its weight. Eva's eyes widen, her lips parting in genuine surprise as she takes in my size. I'm used to this reaction—women expecting something impressive but still shocked when they see the reality.

"Dios mío," she whispers, wrapping one hand around my shaft, her fingers unable to fully encircle its girth. "It's been so long since I've seen a cock like this. My husband can barely get it up anymore, and when he does..." She trails off, shaking her head with disgust.

"How does a woman like you put up with that?" I ask, genuinely curious despite the blood rushing to my dick.

She strokes me slowly, her grip firm but gentle. "Money. Convenience. The devil you know." Her free hand cups my balls, weighing them appreciatively. "But a woman has needs, no? Physical needs that old men with limp dicks can't satisfy."

I smirk down at her. "And you think I can satisfy those needs?"

Instead of answering with words, Eva leans forward and runs her tongue along the underside of my cock from base to tip in one long, slow lick that makes my thighs tense. Her tongue is hot and wet, leaving a trail of saliva that cools in the air-conditioned cabana. When she reaches the head, she swirls her tongue around it, maintaining eye contact the entire time.

"Fuck," I grunt, my hand tightening in her hair.

Eva smiles against my cock. "That's the plan, football star."

Then she takes me into her mouth, and holy shit, it's immediately obvious this isn't her first rodeo. Her lips stretch around my thickness, sliding down about halfway before pulling back with perfect suction. Her tongue works constantly, rubbing against the sensitive underside, flicking across the frenulum, applying pressure in all the right places.

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 up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Eva's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, pulling off to kiss the tip, 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 takes me deeper this time, relaxing her throat to accommodate more of my length. The wet heat of her mouth is incredible, her technique flawless—varying pressure, alternating between fast and slow, using her hands in perfect coordination with her mouth. This isn't just good head; this is professional-grade oral sex from a woman who's made an art form of pleasing men.

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 Eva's irresistible body, one hand firmly gripping her hair while the other traces along her jawline, feeling the movement of my cock inside her mouth from the outside. Her bikini top is completely gone now, her perfect tits swaying slightly with her movements as she bobs on my cock.

"Ah, Eva," I gasp as she takes me particularly deep, her throat constricting around my head.

She responds by humming, the vibration sending electric currents of pleasure up my spine. Her hands aren't idle either—one continues to stroke what doesn't fit in her mouth, while the other massages my balls with expert precision, occasionally dipping lower to tease the sensitive skin behind them.

"Eva, you're so fucking hot," I groan, my desire for her only growing stronger. I grab her hair tighter, guiding her movements now, controlling the pace and depth. To my surprise, she doesn't resist—if anything, she moans around my cock, her eyes fluttering closed as she surrenders to my direction.

"Take it deeper," I command, testing how far I can push her. "All the way."

Without hesitation, Eva relaxes her throat and swallows me down, her nose pressing against my pelvis as my entire cock disappears into her mouth. She holds there for several seconds, her throat contracting around me, before slowly pulling back, gasping for air as strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my glistening shaft.

"Fuck," I breathe, genuinely impressed. "Where did you learn to suck cock like that?"

She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, a gesture somehow both crude and elegant. "I've had a lot of practice," she admits with a wicked smile. "Not with my husband, obviously."

"His loss," I tell her, stroking her cheek almost tenderly before guiding her mouth back to my cock. "My gain."

Eva returns to her task with renewed enthusiasm, taking me deep again, her hands roaming across my thighs and abs as she worships my cock. The sight of this A-list celebrity on her knees, eagerly servicing me, is almost too much to bear. I could cum right now, could paint that famous face with my load, but I hold back.

Eva takes me deep once more, her tongue flat against the underside of my shaft, creating delicious pressure as she bobs her head with increasing speed. Her hands aren't idle—one squeezes and massages my balls while the other strokes the base of my shaft in rhythm with her mouth. She's working me expertly, building me toward climax with precision that only comes from extensive experience.

I grab the back of her head with both hands now, holding her still as I begin to thrust into her mouth. Her eyes water slightly, but she doesn't resist, doesn't gag—just relaxes her throat and lets me use her famous face like the fucktoy it is. The wet, sloppy sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her mouth fill the cabana, punctuated by her occasional muffled moans.

"Look at you," I growl, watching my thick shaft disappear between those lips that have smiled on countless magazine covers and red carpets. "Hollywood star on her knees for teenage cock. What would your fans think?"

The degradation clearly excites her—I feel her moan around my shaft, her eyes closing briefly in pleasure. When they open again, they're darker, hungrier, challenging me to take it further. She pulls back against my grip, releasing my cock with a wet pop.

"They'd be jealous," she pants, her voice raspy from the throat-fucking. "Every one of those bitches wishes they were me right now." Her hand continues to stroke my slick shaft, keeping me on edge. "But you're holding back. You haven't cum yet. Don't you want to paint my pretty face?"

I grab her chin roughly, tilting her face up to mine. "Not yet. Your throat was just the warm-up. I've got other plans for this tight MILF body."

"Show me," she challenges, rising slightly on her knees, pressing her perfect tits against my thighs. "I want everything you've got, papi. Quiero tu verga dura."

The Spanish dirty talk nearly pushes me over the edge—her accent thickening with desire as she begs for my hard cock. But I maintain control, determined to make this famous whore earn every inch. I grab her by the arms, pulling her to her feet.

"Turn around," I command, already planning exactly how I'll take her. "I want to see what that Academy Award-winning ass can do."

She turns eagerly, casting a sultry glance over her shoulder that's probably made millions of men around the world hard. But today, that look is just for me—the teenage stud who's about to fuck her better than her rich, famous husband ever could.

I grab Eva by her slender waist and spin her around, shoving her toward the plush daybed in the corner of the cabana. Her tanned body gleams with a light sheen of sweat in the filtered sunlight, her expensive bikini barely containing those famous curves that have graced countless magazine covers. I push her down roughly, watching her catch herself on her hands, her ass raised perfectly in the air like she knows exactly what I want. The sight of Eva Alba positioning herself against the daybed sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. She looks back at me over her shoulder, her dark eyes hungry with need, her lips parted in anticipation.

"Come on, Richard," she purrs, casting a sultry glance over her shoulder. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, I step forward, my hands finding purchase on her slender hips. The air around us is heavy with desire, our breaths mingling as I press myself against her. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, beckoning me closer. My cock throbs against her ass, still wet from her expert mouth.

"These need to go," I growl, grabbing the strings of her bikini bottoms. With one violent yank, I tear them away from her body, the expensive designer fabric giving way easily. She gasps at the sudden display of strength, her back arching deeper in response.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, slapping my cock against her exposed pussy, feeling how wet she already is.

"Just fuck me already," she pleads, her impatience evident in her voice. "Stick that big cock in my pussy."

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

"Fuck! Richard..." Eva moans as I sink deeper into her, her back arching further, pushing her ass against me to take every inch. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, as if she's trying to absorb every inch of me.

"Shit, Eva, 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.

I grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back roughly as I begin to pound into her with increasing force. Her moans grow louder, more desperate, a string of Spanish profanities spilling from her lips as I claim her famous body.

"You like that, you dirty fucking movie star?" I snarl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint on her tanned skin. "Is this what you think about when you're walking the red carpet with your useless husband?"

"Sí, papi," she gasps, her accent thickening with each thrust. "Más duro, por favor!"

I give her what she wants, slamming into her with even more force, watching her body jolt forward with each impact. "Fucking Hollywood whore," I growl, switching effortlessly between languages. "Eres una puta famosa, taking teenage cock like the desperate slut you are."

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Eva's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into the daybed's cushions, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the tiny space, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

A movement at the cabana entrance catches my eye—a shadow, a shift in the light. I glance up without breaking my rhythm and spot her standing there, partially hidden by the drapes. Angelina. Her blue eyes are wide, her lips parted in shock or arousal—maybe both. She doesn't back away when our eyes meet. Instead, her hand slowly, deliberately slides into her bikini bottoms.

The sight of Angelina watching me fuck another woman, touching herself to the spectacle, sends a fresh surge of arousal through my body. My cock swells even harder inside Eva, who's completely oblivious to our voyeur.

"Harder, baby!" Eva pants, her nails digging into the daybed. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Eva's own breathy moans fill the small cabana, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. But my eyes stay locked with Angelina's, watching as her breathing becomes more rapid, her hand moving faster beneath the fabric of her swimsuit.

Eva's hands grip both sides of the daybed, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction, especially with Angelina's eyes on us.

"You're so fucking hot, Eva," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hips growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist, especially with my secret audience.

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. I keep my gaze fixed on Angelina, whose face is now flushed with arousal, her hand moving rhythmically beneath her bikini. The knowledge that Jack's wife is getting off watching me fuck another woman makes me even more aggressive, more dominant.

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

"Please, Richard… fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to her own clit, rubbing frantically 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.

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

Suddenly, Eva's entire body stiffens, her back arching impossibly as she pushes back against me. "I'm cumming!" she wails, her pussy convulsing around my cock, gripping me in rhythmic pulses as her orgasm tears through her. Her legs shake uncontrollably, her knuckles white where she grips the daybed for support.

Over her shoulder, I see Angelina's eyes darken with desire, her teeth catching her lower lip as she watches another woman come apart on my cock. Our eyes remain locked as Eva trembles through her release, neither of us willing to break the connection, the silent acknowledgment of what's really happening here.

This isn't just about Eva anymore. It's a performance for Angelina, a preview of what awaits her when we're alone again.

Eva's still trembling from her orgasm when I decide I'm not done with her yet. Without warning, I flip her onto her back in one fluid motion, her body weightless in my hands. She gasps at the sudden movement, her eyes glassy with post-orgasmic bliss. I grab her ankles, pushing her legs up and back until her knees are practically beside her ears, completely exposing her glistening pussy to my hungry gaze. I position myself at her entrance again, but this time, I want to see her face—want to watch this famous actress take my cock while Angelina watches from the shadows. Eva's legs tremble in my grip as I line myself up, the head of my cock pressing against her sensitive entrance.

"Ready for round two, movie star?" I growl, pushing forward without waiting for her answer.

She cries out as I enter her in one brutal thrust, her entire body jolting from the impact. The new angle lets me go impossibly deep, my cockhead hitting places inside her that make her eyes roll back in her head. I waste no time establishing a punishing rhythm, my hips driving forward with machine-like precision, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the cabana.

"You like that, you famous whore?" I grunt, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her thighs. "You like getting fucked by an 18-year-old?"

"Yes!" she gasps, her accent thickening with each thrust. "Fuck me harder, papi! Use me!"

I give her exactly what she's begging for, jackhammering into her with brutal force. Each thrust drives her body up the daybed, her perfect tits bouncing wildly with the impact. But my eyes aren't on Eva—they're fixed on the gap in the cabana drapes where Angelina stands watching, her hand now moving frantically beneath her bikini bottoms, her chest heaving with aroused breaths.

Our eyes lock across the space, and something electric passes between us. Angelina's pupils are dilated with lust, her lips parted slightly as she witnesses my complete domination of another woman. I can see the effect it's having on her—the way her movements become more urgent, more desperate, as she pleasures herself to our private show.

"Tell me how much you love this young cock," I command Eva, giving her a hard slap across her tit that leaves a red mark on her tanned skin. "Tell me how much better I am than your husband."

"So much better," Eva moans, completely oblivious to our voyeur. "Your cock is so big... so hard... Dios mío, you're going to make me cum again!"

I increase my pace even more, my balls slapping rhythmically against her ass with each powerful thrust. The daybed creaks beneath us, threatening to break under the force of our coupling. Eva's fingernails rake down my arms, leaving angry red welts in their wake—marks of her pleasure, her surrender.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her face contort with approaching ecstasy. "Take this cock. Show me what a whore you really are."

My gaze flicks back to Angelina, who's now openly rubbing her clit, her bikini bottoms pulled to the side to give her better access. Her free hand is squeezing her breast through the thin fabric of her top, her eyes never leaving the scene before her. The more aggressive I get with Eva, the faster Angelina touches herself—a silent encouragement to push further, to dominate more completely.

I respond by grabbing Eva's throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her eyes widen with a mixture of fear and intense arousal, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock at this new demonstration of control.

"Richard!" she gasps, her voice strained under my grip. "Oh god, I'm going to—"

"Not yet," I growl, releasing her throat to slap her face lightly. "You cum when I say you can cum. Understand, puta?"

She nods frantically, her body trembling with the effort of holding back her release. I can feel her pussy quivering around me, desperate for the permission I'm withholding. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency building in my own body. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin.

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

"Please," Eva begs, her eyes wild with need. "Please let me cum! I need it so bad!"

Over her shoulder, I can see Angelina's movements becoming more frantic, her face flushed with approaching orgasm as she watches me completely dominate this famous actress. Our eyes remain locked in silent communication—she wants to see me finish this, wants to witness the final act of my control.

I feel my own release building, pressure coiling at the base of my spine as my thrusts become more erratic. Eva's pussy is gripping me like a vise, her whole body trembling on the edge of release. But I have no intention of finishing inside her—I want something more visual, more degrading, more of a show for my secret audience.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, my voice rough with exertion. "Going to paint that pretty famous face."

With a growl, I pull out of Eva's soaking pussy, grabbing her by her hair and yanking her upright. She doesn't resist as I maneuver her to her knees on the floor, her eyes glassy with lust and submission. I position myself over her, my cock aimed directly at her face, her lips parted in anticipation.

"Open wide, movie star," I command, stroking my slick shaft rapidly. "Show me how much you want my load."

Eva obediently tilts her face up, her tongue extending slightly, eyes closed as she awaits her reward. But my gaze remains fixed on Angelina, whose hand is now a blur between her legs, her body tensed on the precipice of her own climax.

"Fucking take it," I roar, the first rope of hot cum erupting from my cock with unexpected force. It lands across Eva's forehead and into her hair, the second streak painting her cheek and nose. I aim the third directly at her open mouth, watching as it splashes across her tongue and lips. I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts across her other cheek, her chin, and finally her perfect tits, marking every part of her famous body with my seed.

Through it all, I maintain unwavering eye contact with Angelina, watching as she finally falls apart at the sight of my dominance. Her body shudders silently, her free hand pressed against her mouth to muffle any sounds as her orgasm crashes through her. The knowledge that Jack's wife is cumming while watching me mark another woman with my cum only intensifies my own pleasure, drawing out my release until Eva's face is completely covered.

"Fuck," I grunt, giving my cock a final squeeze as Eva licks the remnants of my cum from her lips, her eyes still closed, completely unaware of our audience.

Angelina's gaze holds mine for one more heated moment before she silently backs away from the drapes, disappearing from view. The silent promise in her eyes is clear—she wants her turn next. And I'm more than ready to give it to her.

Eva looks up at me through cum-streaked eyelashes, her expression one of complete satisfaction. "That was... incredible," she murmurs, wiping some of my seed from her cheek and sucking it off her finger. "My husband hasn't fucked me like that in... well, ever."

I smirk down at her, already thinking about my next conquest waiting outside. "Just doing my civic duty," I reply, reaching for a towel to clean myself off. "Keeping America's favorite actress properly fucked."

She laughs, a sultry sound that doesn't match her cum-covered face. "If that's patriotism, you should run for office."

I tuck myself back into my swim trunks, my body still humming with residual pleasure and the anticipation of what awaits with Angelina. "One satisfied woman at a time, Eva. One at a time."


Chapter 4

The Bellagio's premier restaurant glitters with old money and new pretensions—crystal chandeliers casting soft light over white tablecloths, waiters moving with practiced precision between tables, the quiet murmur of expensive conversations. Jack sits across from me, eagerly explaining market projections to his potential client, some gray-haired dinosaur who looks like he stepped straight out of a country club catalog. Next to me, Angelina smiles politely, nodding at appropriate intervals, the perfect trophy wife supporting her husband's business dealings. She looks stunning tonight—a low-cut black dress that hugs every curve, diamond earrings catching the light when she turns her head, her blonde hair swept up in an elegant style that exposes the delicate curve of her neck. Jack warned us both to behave, to impress this stuffy old bastard who apparently controls millions in potential investments. But good behavior has never been my strong suit, especially when boredom sets in.

"The fourth-quarter projections show substantial growth potential," Jack drones on, sliding a folder across the table to his potential client. "As you can see, Mr. Hollister, we're positioned to capitalize on market inefficiencies that other firms simply aren't equipped to identify."

Hollister—the aging client with thinning white hair and a Brooks Brothers suit that probably costs more than most people's monthly rent—adjusts his glasses and nods thoughtfully. "Impressive analysis, Jack. Very thorough."

I catch Angelina's eye across the rim of her wine glass, a silent communication passing between us. She hasn't mentioned what she witnessed at the cabana earlier today, but the heated glances she's been throwing me all evening tell me everything I need to know. The image of her watching me fuck Eva, touching herself in the shadows, has been playing on repeat in my mind all day.

As Jack launches into another tedious explanation of bond yields and market volatility, I casually drop my napkin on the floor. "Sorry," I murmur, ducking slightly beneath the heavy tablecloth. The long, draped linens offer perfect cover for what I'm about to do.

While retrieving my napkin, I let my hand brush against Angelina's bare knee. I feel her tense slightly but she doesn't pull away. As I resurface, napkin in hand, I leave my other hand resting on her thigh, hidden from view beneath the table. Her skin is warm and smooth against my palm, the expensive fabric of her dress sliding easily beneath my touch.

"Richard is studying finance at UCLA," Jack explains to Hollister, completely oblivious to what's happening across the table. "He's got a bright future ahead of him."

"Is that so?" Hollister asks, turning his attention to me. "What area are you focusing on, young man?"

I smile politely while simultaneously sliding my hand higher up Angelina's thigh. "Risk management," I reply smoothly, enjoying the double entendre. "I'm particularly interested in... handling volatile assets."

Angelina coughs slightly as my fingers reach the edge of her lacy panties. Her thighs part almost imperceptibly—an invitation I have no intention of refusing. I maintain perfect eye contact with Hollister as my fingers slide beneath the delicate fabric to find her already wet.

"An excellent field," Hollister nods approvingly, completely unaware that I'm now tracing slow circles around his dinner companion's wife's clit. "Quite in demand these days."

"I've always believed in being hands-on," I reply, pushing one finger slowly inside Angelina, feeling her inner walls clench around me. "Practical experience is invaluable."

Angelina reaches for her water glass, taking a long sip that I suspect is meant to hide her reaction. Her breathing has quickened, her chest rising and falling more rapidly beneath the low-cut neckline of her dress. When the waiter approaches to take our orders, she crosses her legs, trapping my hand between her thighs, either trying to stop me or increase the pressure—I'm not sure which.

"The sea bass, please," she orders, her voice impressively steady despite the fact that I'm now pumping two fingers slowly in and out of her pussy. "And another glass of Chardonnay."

As Jack and Hollister discuss their appetizer selections, I lean closer to Angelina, ostensibly to share the bread basket between us. "I saw you watching earlier," I whisper, my lips barely moving. "Did you enjoy the show?"

Her cheeks flush pink, but she maintains her composure. "I don't know what you're talking about," she whispers back, but her pussy tells a different story, getting wetter around my invading fingers.

"Liar," I murmur, curling my fingers to hit that spot inside her that I know drives her wild. "Your panties are soaked. Was it seeing me fuck another woman? Or was it watching me cum all over her face?"

Angelina bites her lip, her eyes momentarily closing before she catches herself. When they open again, they're dark with arousal and something like anger. "You're playing a dangerous game," she warns quietly.

"You love dangerous games," I reply, adding a third finger, stretching her further beneath the table. "That's why you're not stopping me."

Jack looks over, his brow furrowing slightly. "Everything okay over there?"

Angelina smiles brilliantly, the perfect actress. "Just discussing the wine selection," she lies smoothly, even as my thumb finds her clit again, pressing down with firm, deliberate pressure.

"Angelina has excellent taste," I add, increasing my pace slightly, feeling her thighs beginning to tremble.

The conversation shifts to golf, Hollister proudly describing his recent game at Pebble Beach. Jack hangs on every word, desperate to impress this potential cash cow. Neither man notices how Angelina grips the edge of the table, her knuckles white, or the way she occasionally has to pause before responding to a direct question.

My fingers work her relentlessly beneath the pristine tablecloth, my rhythm never faltering even as I contribute occasionally to the mind-numbing conversation. Angelina's control is impressive—her face betrays nothing of the storm building inside her. Only I can feel the telltale signs of her approaching orgasm: the increased wetness coating my fingers, the subtle tensing of her inner muscles, the almost imperceptible rocking of her hips against my hand.

"The market forecast for next year is particularly optimistic," Jack says, passing another document across the table. "Angelina, honey, you were telling Mr. Hollister about that charity gala earlier..."

Angelina nods, somehow finding her voice despite the fact that I'm now focused entirely on her clit, rubbing quick, tight circles that I know from experience will push her over the edge. "Yes, the Children's Hospital benefit. It's next month at the Waldorf. We've secured some exceptional auction items this year."

Her delivery is flawless, but beneath the table, her hand suddenly grabs my wrist—not to stop me, but to hold me in place as her orgasm begins. I feel it start as a flutter around my fingers, building quickly to powerful contractions that she's desperately trying to conceal from the men across the table.

"I'm particularly excited about the weekend package at the vineyard in Napa," she continues, her voice only slightly breathier than normal as waves of pleasure crash through her body. She crosses her legs tighter, trapping my hand against her pulsing center, riding out her climax while maintaining perfect eye contact with Hollister. "Last year, it raised over fifty thousand for the pediatric oncology wing."

It's the most impressive display of control I've ever witnessed—Angelina cumming silently on my fingers while discussing charity work, her face betraying nothing but polite interest in the conversation. Only I can feel the truth—the way her pussy spasms around my fingers, the flood of wetness soaking my hand and probably her expensive dress, the subtle vibration running through her entire body as she fights to keep still.

As her orgasm finally subsides, she relaxes her thighs enough for me to withdraw my hand. Under the pretext of reaching for my napkin again, I bring my fingers to my mouth, sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact with her across the table. Her pupils dilate at the obscene display, her chest rising with a sharp intake of breath.

"Richard, Mr. Hollister was asking about your football scholarship offers," Jack prompts, completely unaware of what's transpired.

I smile pleasantly, savoring the taste of Angelina on my fingers as I turn to address the older man. "I've received several compelling offers, sir. Still weighing my options."

"Smart," Hollister nods approvingly. "Never rush into commitments without thoroughly examining all possibilities."

"Oh, I always thoroughly examine everything available to me," I reply, watching Angelina's flush deepen. "It's important to be... hands-on with your research."

Our appetizers arrive, saving Angelina from having to respond. As she takes a sip of her wine with slightly trembling hands, our eyes meet across the table. The message in her gaze is crystal clear—payback is coming, and soon. I simply smile back, already planning our next encounter. Vegas still has three days to go, and I intend to make the most of every minute.

Jack raises his glass in a toast to new business partnerships, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife just came on his teenage guest's fingers right across the table from him. Some men truly deserve what they get.


Chapter 5

"To closing the Bennett deal," Jack announces, raising his glass of overpriced Bordeaux. "And to many more successful ventures together."

I clink my glass against his, then Angelina's, maintaining my mask of the appreciative guest while my foot slides between Angelina's thighs under the table. Her breath catches slightly, but she maintains her composure—a skill she's perfected over months of fucking me behind her husband's back.

The restaurant in the Cosmopolitan is exactly what you'd expect—dimly lit, pretentiously named steaks, waiters who hover without being noticed. Jack's been droning on for the last hour about his brilliant negotiation tactics, while I've been mentally replaying Eva Alba on her knees and planning how I'll take Angelina later tonight.

"Well," Jack says, checking his Rolex with exaggerated importance, "David has invited me to join him and some investors for cigars and brandy in the private lounge." He turns to Angelina, placing his hand over hers in what he probably thinks is an affectionate gesture. "You two should go enjoy the casino. Put it all on the company card."

"Are you sure?" Angelina asks with practiced concern. "We wouldn't want to leave you alone on your celebration night."

Jack waves dismissively. "This is business, darling. Besides, Richard can keep you company. Maybe teach you a thing or two about blackjack." He winks at me, completely oblivious that I've been teaching his wife far more interesting things for months.

"If you insist," I reply, already planning exactly how I'll take advantage of this opportunity.

Jack stands, adjusting his expensive suit. "I shouldn't be more than a couple of hours. We'll meet back at the suite later." He kisses Angelina's cheek, claps me on the shoulder, and struts away toward the restaurant exit, looking like every other middle-aged businessman trying to appear important in Vegas.

The moment he's out of sight, I slide my hand up Angelina's thigh under the table. "Ready to have some real fun?" I ask, giving her a squeeze that makes her gasp.

"After what I heard about your little pool adventure with Eva Alba?" she replies, one eyebrow raised. "Absolutely."

I should have known news would travel fast. "You're not jealous, are you?"

She leans in, her lips brushing my ear. "I'm turned on. The thought of you with other women... it does things to me." Her hand finds my growing hardness under the table. "I want to watch you sometime."

The confession sends blood rushing to my cock. "Careful what you wish for," I warn, standing and offering my hand. "You just might get it."

We make our way to the casino floor, the transition from restaurant refinement to gambling chaos immediate and jarring. Lights flash, slot machines chirp, and the constant murmur of hope and desperation fills the air. I lead Angelina straight to the high-limit blackjack area, where the minimum bet is $500 a hand.

"You know how to play?" I ask, pulling out one of the plush chairs for her.

"Jack taught me the basics," she replies, settling in beside me.

I slide $10,000 in chips from Jack's account onto the felt. "Then watch a master at work."

The cards fall in my favor from the start. I split aces, double down on elevens, and somehow manage to hit when conventional wisdom says to stay—each time coming out ahead. Within thirty minutes, I've turned Jack's ten grand into nearly fifty thousand, drawing a small crowd of onlookers.

"Hot streak!" the dealer comments, pushing another substantial pile of chips my way after I hit 21 for the third time in a row.

"Skill, not luck," I correct him, stacking my winnings with deliberate precision.

That's when I notice them—two women standing just behind the gathering crowd, watching me with unmistakable hunger in their eyes. The blonde catches my attention first—tall, with tits that threaten to spill out of her skin-tight silver dress, legs that go on forever, and the confident stance of a woman who knows exactly how good she looks. Beside her stands a slender brunette in a barely-there red dress, her hair cut in a sharp bob that accentuates high cheekbones and full lips currently wrapped around the straw of some fruity cocktail.

I hold the blonde's gaze as I push another five grand onto the betting circle, then deliberately wink at her. She whispers something to her friend, and they both giggle, moving closer to the table.

"Mind if we watch?" the blonde asks, her voice carrying a slight Southern drawl. "You seem to be the only one winning in this whole place."

"Be my guest," I reply, gesturing to the empty seat on my other side, away from Angelina. "I always perform better with an audience."

The blonde slides into the chair, crossing her legs in a way that rides her dress up to reveal a tantalizing amount of thigh. "I'm Tiffany," she says, extending a manicured hand. "And this is Brittany." She gestures to the brunette, who waves with her cocktail-free hand.

"Richard," I reply, shaking her hand and holding it slightly longer than necessary. "And this is Angelina."

Tiffany gives Angelina a once-over, clearly assessing both the competition and potential. To my surprise, Angelina offers a warm smile in return. There's a moment of silent female communication that passes between them, some understanding that I can sense but not fully decipher.

"You girls here for a special occasion?" I ask, turning my attention back to the cards as the dealer starts a new hand.

"Bachelorette party," Brittany answers, leaning over my shoulder to watch the cards fall. Her breasts press against my back, and I can smell tequila and expensive perfume on her breath. "Our friend's getting married next weekend. We're her designated party planners."

"And where's the bride-to-be?" Angelina asks, surprising me with her engagement in the conversation.

Tiffany laughs, a sound like expensive crystal being tapped. "Passed out in our suite already. Lightweight. Couldn't handle the VIP bottle service at Marquee."

I hit blackjack again, and the table erupts in cheers. I tip the dealer generously, then turn to fully face the two women. "So the night's still young for you two, then?"

"Very young," Tiffany confirms, her eyes dropping deliberately to my crotch before meeting my gaze again. "We were just saying how boring it is to drink in the casino when we have this massive suite with a private bar upstairs."

"Is that right?" I ask, feeling Angelina's hand slide onto my thigh under the table—not in warning, but in encouragement.

"We'd love for you both to join us for drinks," Brittany adds, her finger trailing lightly across my shoulder. "Our suite has a hot tub on the balcony with an amazing view of the Strip."

I look to Angelina, giving her the chance to shut this down if she wants. Instead, she surprises me by leaning forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

"That sounds like exactly what we need tonight," she says, her eyes gleaming with mischief and arousal.

I cash out my chips—over sixty thousand dollars of Jack's money—and slip them into my pocket. Standing, I offer my arm to Angelina while Tiffany hooks her arm through my other elbow.

"Lead the way, ladies," I say, feeling Brittany's hand slide around my waist from behind as we start walking toward the elevators. "I'm very interested in seeing this view you mentioned."

The elevator doors close behind the four of us, and as we begin our ascent, the energy shifts from flirtation to something far more primal. Tiffany's hand is already sliding down my chest toward my belt, and Brittany is whispering something in Angelina's ear that makes her blush and nod eagerly.

This Vegas trip just keeps getting better.


Chapter 6

The suite door barely closes behind us before Tiffany's tongue is in my mouth, her hands already working at my belt buckle with drunken eagerness. Brittany wastes no time either, pressing her slender body against Angelina's back, reaching around to cup her tits through her dress while kissing her neck. The suite is massive—all cream-colored luxury and floor-to-ceiling windows offering a neon-lit view of the Vegas Strip—but I'm far more interested in the flesh being offered so freely before me. Jack's client meeting couldn't have come at a better time.

"Slow down," I tell Tiffany, grabbing her wrists to stop her frantic pawing. "We've got all night."

She pouts playfully, her lipstick already smudged. "I've been watching you win at that table for an hour. Got me all hot and bothered seeing a man so in control."

"Drinks first," Brittany suggests, reluctantly detaching from Angelina to slink toward the suite's private bar. Her red dress rides up as she bends to retrieve a bottle of champagne from an ice bucket, deliberately showing off a lack of panties that makes my cock twitch in anticipation.

I guide Tiffany to the plush sectional sofa, pulling Angelina down beside me. The dynamic is electric—two strangers and a couple, all vibrating with the understanding of exactly where this night is heading. Angelina's hand finds my thigh, squeezing it as if to say she's all in.

Brittany returns with four champagne flutes, the bubbles catching the golden light from the overhead chandelier. "To new friends," she toasts, her eyes flickering between me and Angelina with undisguised hunger.

We clink glasses, and I watch Tiffany's throat work as she swallows, imagining those same muscles contracting around my cock later. She catches me staring and deliberately licks a drop of champagne from her upper lip.

"So," Tiffany asks, setting her glass down and turning to face us directly, "are we going to pretend this is just about drinks, or can we skip to the part where we're all naked?"

Angelina laughs, a sound I rarely hear—genuinely relaxed and excited. "I like her directness," she tells me, then surprises me completely by leaning across my lap to press her lips against Tiffany's.

The sight of my married girlfriend kissing another woman sends a jolt of electric lust straight to my cock. Their lips move together tentatively at first, then with growing hunger as Tiffany's hand slides up to cup Angelina's face. When their tongues meet, visible between parted lips, I nearly groan aloud.

Brittany doesn't wait for an invitation. She kneels between my legs, pushing them apart to make room for her slender body. Her hands slide up my thighs, picking up where Tiffany left off with my belt. This time, I don't stop her.

"I've been dying to see what you're packing," she murmurs, successfully freeing my belt and popping the button on my pants. "Tiff said she bet it was huge."

"Why don't you find out?" I challenge, lifting my hips to help as she tugs my pants down.

My cock springs free, already rock hard from watching Angelina and Tiffany make out beside me. Brittany's eyes widen appreciatively, her hand wrapping around my shaft with gentle pressure.

"Fuck," she whispers, "you could do some damage with this thing."

"That's the plan," I reply, threading my fingers through her short hair and guiding her head toward my lap.

Angelina breaks her kiss with Tiffany, both of them turning to watch as Brittany's glossy lips part around the head of my cock. She takes me into the wet heat of her mouth, moaning around my length as she swallows me down.

"God, that's hot," Tiffany breathes, her hand sliding up Angelina's thigh, bunching the fabric of her dress. "Does he taste good, Brit?"

Brittany responds by taking me deeper, her tongue swirling around my shaft as her head bobs in a steady rhythm. 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 up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Brittany's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

Meanwhile, Tiffany has managed to unzip Angelina's dress, pulling it down to expose her perfect tits. She wastes no time taking one nipple into her mouth, sucking and flicking it with her tongue while her hand massages the other breast. Angelina's head falls back against the sofa, her eyes closing in pleasure as she surrenders to this new experience.

"Let's move this to the bedroom," I suggest, gently pulling Brittany off my cock. "More room to play."

We shed clothes as we stumble toward the massive king bed in the suite's main bedroom, hands grabbing and mouths tasting every new inch of exposed skin. By the time we reach the bed, we're all completely naked, a tangle of limbs and desire.

I push Tiffany onto her back, spreading her legs to reveal a perfectly waxed pussy already glistening with arousal. "You first," I tell her, positioning myself between her thighs. "I want to see if you're as wet as you look."

She whimpers in anticipation as I drag my cockhead through her slick folds, coating myself in her wetness before slowly pushing inside. Her pussy stretches around me, tight and hot, her back arching as she takes my full length.

"Oh fuck!" she cries out, her nails digging into my shoulders. "You're so fucking big!"

I establish a steady rhythm, my hips slapping against her thighs as I pound into her. The sight of her big tits bouncing with each thrust is hypnotic, her blonde hair splayed across the white pillows, her red lips parted in ecstasy.

Angelina and Brittany haven't been idle. They're beside us on the bed, Brittany on her back with Angelina between her legs, her face buried in the brunette's pussy. The sight of my girlfriend eating out another woman while I fuck a third is beyond erotic—it's a fantasy I never knew I needed fulfilled.

"How does she taste?" I ask Angelina, maintaining my pace inside Tiffany.

Angelina looks up, her chin glistening with Brittany's juices. "Delicious," she purrs. "Different than me. Sweeter."

Tiffany's pussy clenches around me at those words, her arousal clearly heightened by the taboo conversation. I increase my pace, driving into her harder, making her tits jiggle violently with each impact.

"I'm gonna cum," Tiffany gasps, her hands gripping the sheets. "Oh god, I'm gonna—"

She doesn't finish her sentence as her orgasm crashes through her, her body convulsing beneath me, her pussy spasming around my cock in rhythmic waves. I fuck her through it, prolonging her pleasure until she's a trembling, gasping mess beneath me.

When I finally pull out, Angelina immediately abandons Brittany to crawl toward me. Without a word, she takes my cock—still slick with Tiffany's juices—into her mouth, cleaning me with obvious relish. Her eyes never leave mine as she sucks her friend's flavor from my shaft, making satisfied humming noises around my length.

"Fuck, that's hot," Brittany whispers, watching wide-eyed as Angelina thoroughly cleans my cock.

Once she's satisfied, Angelina releases me with a wet pop. "Your turn," she tells Brittany, giving my cock a gentle stroke. "He tastes even better mixed with pussy."

Brittany doesn't need to be told twice. She scrambles across the bed, positioning herself on hands and knees, presenting her ass to me in obvious invitation. "Please," she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder. "I need that cock inside me."

I kneel behind her, guiding my shaft to her entrance, now slick from Angelina's attentions. With one firm thrust, I bury myself to the hilt, drawing a sharp cry of pleasure from Brittany's lips. Her pussy is tighter than Tiffany's, gripping me like a vise as I begin to move.

Tiffany, recovered from her orgasm, crawls over to join Angelina. They kiss deeply, sharing the taste of Brittany's pussy and my cock, their hands exploring each other's bodies with growing confidence. Tiffany breaks the kiss to lower her mouth to Angelina's tits, sucking and nibbling at her nipples while her hand slides between my girlfriend's legs.

As her skilled fingers continue to work their magic on Angelina's pussy, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Brittany's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips as I continue to drive into her from behind.

"Ah, Richard," Brittany gasps between thrusts, her voice sultry and seductive despite being muffled by the pillow.

"Brittany, 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.

"Take me, Richard. Make me yours," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust.

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

The sight before me is something out of a porn fantasy—Brittany on all fours taking my cock, Angelina lying beside us with Tiffany's face between her legs, the four of us connected in a circle of pleasure that keeps building with each passing second. This is only the beginning of our night together, and already it's exceeding every expectation.

As Brittany pushes back against me, taking my cock deeper with each thrust, I catch Tiffany's eye over Angelina's writhing body. She winks at me, then mouths words that send fresh heat surging through my veins: "I want to try something special next."

"Let's try something fun," Tiffany purrs, finally disengaging from Angelina's pussy. Her lips glisten with my girlfriend's juices as she crawls across the bed with feline grace. "Brit, lie on your back. I want to ride your face while Richard fucks me from behind." The command in her voice makes it clear she's done this before—orchestrated group sex with the confidence of a conductor leading an orchestra. Brittany complies immediately, sliding beneath Tiffany's upraised hips as I position myself behind her perfect ass.

"But here's the twist," Tiffany continues, looking back at me over her shoulder, her eyes dark with lust. "She's going to lick your balls while you fuck me."

The suggestion sends fresh blood rushing to my already hard cock. Brittany adjusts herself beneath Tiffany, her head positioned perfectly between her friend's thighs, looking up at me with eager anticipation.

"And I want to see everything," Angelina adds, moving to kneel beside us, her hand sliding down to touch herself as she watches.

I grab Tiffany's hips, guiding my cock to her entrance. She's dripping wet, her pussy making obscene squelching sounds as I push inside her once more. The position allows me to go deeper than before, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips as I bottom out.

"Oh fuck, yes!" she moans, pushing back against me. "Now fuck me hard."

I establish a rhythm, pulling back until just the head remains inside her before slamming forward again. Each thrust pushes her pussy closer to Brittany's waiting mouth, and soon I feel the incredible sensation of a warm, wet tongue lapping at my balls as they swing forward.

"Holy shit," I grunt, the dual sensation nearly overwhelming. Brittany's skilled tongue darts from my sack to Tiffany's clit and back again, creating a circuit of pleasure that has us both moaning.

Tiffany's pussy clenches tighter around me with each lick to her clit, her back arching to change the angle slightly. "Right there," she gasps, "don't stop!"

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

Brittany's tongue works overtime, somehow managing to stimulate both of us simultaneously. Her hands reach up to grip Tiffany's thighs, pulling her down harder against her mouth while her tongue focuses on her friend's clit. I can feel the vibrations of her moans against my balls, adding another layer of sensation to the already mind-blowing experience.

My left hand finds its way down to brush against Brittany's face, feeling the spot where her tongue meets Tiffany's clit. The bead of moisture that's building there coats my fingers as I circle the sensitive bud, adding to Brittany's oral ministrations. Tiffany cries out sharply, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Tiffany," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hip growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

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 Brittany's eager tongue. The combination of sensations—tight pussy, wet tongue, the visual of these beautiful women arranged for my pleasure—pushes Tiffany over the edge.

Her entire body goes rigid, her pussy clamping down on my cock with vise-like pressure as an intense orgasm tears through her. She lets out a sound that's half scream, half sob, her body shuddering violently as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her. Brittany doesn't let up, continuing to lick and suck at her clit, prolonging the orgasm until Tiffany is practically collapsing.

"Too much," she gasps, trying to pull away from Brittany's relentless tongue. "Oh god, I can't—"

I slow my thrusts, allowing her to catch her breath as her inner walls continue to pulse around my shaft. "Who said you were done?" I ask, tightening my grip on her hips to keep her in place. "I haven't cum yet."

Angelina chooses this moment to make her move, sliding off the bed to kneel on the floor directly in front of Tiffany's hanging head. "My turn," she says, her eyes meeting mine with unmistakable hunger. "I want you to fuck my face while you're still inside her."

The request is so unexpectedly filthy coming from Angelina that my cock throbs in response. I've trained her well over these months—transformed her from Jack's proper wife into a woman who begs to taste another woman's juices on my cock.

"Come here then," I command, still buried deep in Tiffany's trembling body.

Angelina positions herself perfectly, her mouth open and waiting. I pull out of Tiffany with a wet sound, my cock glistening with her juices as I guide it toward Angelina's eager lips. She takes me in without hesitation, moaning around my shaft as she tastes Tiffany on me.

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. Angelina's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Fuck, that's hot," Tiffany murmurs, watching Angelina devour my cock. Despite her recent orgasm, she's clearly aroused by the display. "Let me taste too."

I pull out of Angelina's mouth and guide my cock to Tiffany's waiting lips. She takes me greedily, sucking her own juices from my shaft while maintaining eye contact with Angelina. The two women are inches apart now, taking turns servicing my cock in a display of shared submission that has my heart racing.

Brittany, not content to be left out, wriggles out from beneath Tiffany to join the other two. Now all three women are arranged before me—Angelina and Tiffany kneeling side by side with Brittany crouched slightly lower, all three with their mouths open, tongues occasionally meeting as they take turns sucking my cock.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, grabbing a fistful of Angelina's hair as I thrust into her mouth, then pulling out to do the same to Tiffany. I alternate between them, face-fucking each woman with increasing force, occasionally slapping my wet cock against their cheeks or letting them lick along the sides simultaneously.

"Please, Richard," Angelina whimpers when I pull out of her mouth, strings of saliva connecting my cock to her swollen lips. "I love watching you with them. It makes me so wet."

"Your cock is amazing," Brittany adds, taking her turn to swallow me down, her throat bulging slightly as she takes me deeper than either of the other two.

"Fuck our mouths," Tiffany demands, her hand reaching between her legs to touch herself as she waits her turn. "Use us however you want."

The sight of all three women debasing themselves for my pleasure, begging for my cock, sends me racing toward the edge faster than I expected. I grab my shaft, stroking it rapidly as I aim at their upturned faces. They instinctively move closer together, forming a perfect target of parted lips and eager tongues.

"I'm going to cum all over your pretty faces," I growl, my hand flying over my length. "Open wide."

They comply instantly, mouths open, tongues extended, faces tilted up toward me in perfect submission. The image is too much—three beautiful women waiting to be marked by my cum, their eyes glazed with lust and need.

My orgasm hits me like a freight train, pleasure exploding outward from my core as my cock pulses in my hand. The first thick rope of cum shoots across Angelina's forehead and into her hair. The second splashes over Tiffany's cheek and mouth, some landing on her tongue while the rest drips down her chin. The third hits Brittany directly between her eyes, making her flinch slightly before eagerly leaning forward for more.

I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts to ensure each woman gets her fair share. By the time I'm finished, all three faces are decorated with white streaks, cum dripping down their flushed skin and pooling at the corners of their mouths.

What happens next exceeds even my expectations. The women turn to each other, licking my seed from one another's faces with obvious relish. Angelina leans forward to lick a drop from Tiffany's chin, while Brittany's tongue darts out to clean a streak from Angelina's cheek. They kiss deeply, sharing my cum between them, swapping it back and forth before finally swallowing.

"Fuck," I breathe, genuinely awestruck by the display of depravity before me. "That might be the hottest thing I've ever seen."

Angelina, her face still streaked with my cum despite the cleanup efforts, looks up at me with pride in her eyes. "See? I told you I'd enjoy watching you with other women."

Tiffany laughs, using her finger to collect a final drop from Brittany's eyebrow before sucking it clean. "And we're just getting started. The night is still young, and I have so many more positions I want to try."

"After a short break," I suggest, my cock already beginning to stir again despite the intensity of my recent release. At eighteen, recovery time is measured in minutes, not hours—a fact these three women seem eager to take advantage of.

Brittany stands, stretching her naked body like a satisfied cat. "I'll get more drinks," she offers, padding toward the suite's bar on unsteady legs. "We're going to need to stay hydrated."

Tiffany and Angelina collapse onto the bed beside me, their bodies glistening with sweat, faces still bearing faint traces of my cum. The night stretches before us, full of possibilities, and I'm already planning what configurations to try next. Three women, all mine to command—Vegas is definitely living up to its reputation.

Just as Brittany returns with fresh champagne, my phone buzzes on the nightstand. I glance at it, expecting perhaps a text from Jack wondering where we are. Instead, I see a message from a number I don't recognize:

"Suite 4212. Now. Come alone. I've been waiting. -E"

Eva Alba hasn't forgotten our appointment, it seems. And suddenly, this already extraordinary night is about to get even more interesting.


Chapter 7

I stare at Eva's message, my cock already hardening again despite having just covered three women's faces with cum moments before. The opportunity to fuck a Hollywood A-lister twice in one day isn't something I'm about to pass up. I show the text to Angelina, who reads it with raised eyebrows before meeting my gaze with a mixture of surprise and arousal.

"Eva Alba?" she whispers, careful not to let Tiffany and Brittany overhear. "The actress?"

I nod, already calculating how to make my exit without raising suspicion from our new playmates. "Remember what you said about watching me with other women?" I murmur against her ear. "Maybe next time it can be her."

Angelina's pupils dilate at the suggestion, her hand sliding down to stroke my rapidly stiffening cock. "Go," she says, pressing a quick kiss to my lips. "I'll keep these two entertained. Just make sure you tell me every detail later."

I stand, grabbing my discarded clothes from the floor. "Ladies," I announce to Tiffany and Brittany, who are still sharing champagne on the bed, "I need to step out for a bit. Business call from back home that can't wait."

"Hurry back," Tiffany purrs, running her finger down Brittany's naked thigh. "We'll keep your girlfriend company until you return."

"Don't wear her out completely," I warn with a smirk, pulling on my pants. "I've got plans for later."

I dress quickly, watching as Brittany's hand slides between Angelina's legs, picking up where they left off. The sight of my girlfriend surrendering to another woman's touch sends a fresh surge of arousal through me, making my mission to reach Eva even more urgent.

The hotel corridors are mercifully empty as I make my way to the elevators. It's well past midnight now, the typical Vegas party crowd already settled into casinos, clubs, or beds. I check my reflection in the elevator's mirrored wall, straightening my shirt and running a hand through my tousled hair. I still look thoroughly fucked—eyes bright with lingering arousal, lips slightly swollen, the faint scent of sex clinging to my skin despite my best efforts to clean up.

The elevator ascends to the 42nd floor, opening onto a hushed, luxurious corridor carpeted in deep crimson. Suite 4212 is at the end of the hallway—the presidential suite, according to the ornate numbering beside the door. I knock once, testing, but the door swings open at my touch, unlocked and waiting as promised.

I step inside, the suite immediately revealing itself as several times larger than even our generous penthouse. Floor-to-ceiling windows showcase the entire Strip from a height that makes the neon signs look like toys. The living room alone is bigger than most apartments, decorated in understated luxury with cream and gold accents.

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

"In here," her accented voice replies from what must be the bedroom.

I follow the sound, passing through an elaborate dining area and a smaller sitting room before reaching a set of double doors left slightly ajar. I push them open, and the sight that greets me nearly stops my heart.

Eva Alba lies sprawled across an enormous king bed, wearing the most pornographic version of a French maid outfit I've ever seen. The black satin barely covers her ass, the white apron cut so low her tits nearly spill out completely. Fishnet stockings encase her toned legs, attached to a garter belt visible beneath the tiny skirt. Her dark hair is tied back in a ponytail, emphasizing her high cheekbones and full, red lips.

"You took your time," she purrs, rolling onto her side to face me properly. "I was beginning to think you preferred your little orgy downstairs."

Of course she knows what I've been doing. In a hotel like this, gossip travels fast, especially when it involves someone like me.

"How could I resist a private invitation?" I reply, shrugging off my jacket and starting on my shirt buttons. "Especially when it comes with such an enticing outfit."

Eva sits up, crossing her legs in a way that deliberately rides the skirt higher. "You like? I ordered it from the hotel's 'special services' menu. Thought you might appreciate the fantasy."

I finish undressing, my cock already fully erect again despite my recent activities. Eva's eyes drop to my crotch, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

"Impressive recovery time," she comments, uncrossing her legs and sliding to the edge of the bed. "But then, you are only eighteen. The benefits of youth."

I cross the room in three long strides, reaching the bed and grabbing her face in my hands. "Enough talk," I growl, crashing my mouth against hers in a kiss that's more possession than affection.

She responds immediately, her tongue meeting mine with equal hunger, her hands flying to my chest to feel the muscles there. I push her backwards onto the mattress, my body covering hers, my hardness pressing against the thin satin between her legs.

"Is this how you want it?" I ask, biting her lower lip hard enough to make her gasp. "Fast and rough? Like I'm punishing the naughty maid?"

"Yes," she hisses, arching against me. "Hard. Brutal. Make me feel it."

I rip the flimsy costume rather than waste time removing it properly, the sound of tearing fabric filling the room as I expose her perfect tits. They're even more impressive than I remember from our earlier encounter—full and round with dark nipples already hardened to tight peaks. I take one in my mouth, biting down harder than I would with most women, drawing a sharp cry from Eva's lips.

"Dios mío," she gasps, her hands clutching at my shoulders. "More. Harder."

I give her what she wants, kneading one breast roughly while my teeth work the other, leaving visible marks on the tanned skin. My other hand pushes between her legs, finding her already soaking wet through the thin satin panties. I push them aside rather than remove them, plunging two fingers into her without preamble.

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

I finger her roughly, curling upward to find that spot inside her that makes her eyes roll back. Her pussy clenches around my digits, her arousal coating my hand as I add a third finger, stretching her in preparation for my cock. My thumb finds her clit, circling it with firm pressure that has her hips bucking wildly against my hand.

"You want this cock?" I growl, removing my fingers and positioning myself at her entrance. "Beg for it."

Eva's eyes flash with momentary defiance—she's not used to being commanded, even in bed—but it quickly melts into raw need. "Please," she whispers, her accent thicker with arousal. "Fuck me, Richard. I need your cock inside me."

I push just the tip in, teasing her, watching her face contort with frustration. "Not good enough," I tell her. "Beg properly. Tell me exactly what you want."

She grabs my ass, trying to pull me deeper, but I resist, holding myself back with iron control. "Please," she says again, more desperate now. "I need you to fuck me hard. Pound my pussy until I scream. Use me. Hurt me. Please, I'm begging you!"

Satisfied with her submission, I slam forward, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal thrust. Eva screams, her back arching sharply as I stretch her completely. She's tight—tighter than I expected from a woman her age—but so wet that I slide in despite her body's initial resistance.

"Oh fuck!" she gasps, her eyes wide with the shock of accommodating my size. "You're so big!"

I don't give her time to adjust, immediately establishing a punishing rhythm that has the headboard slamming against the wall. My hands grip her hips hard enough to bruise, lifting them slightly to change the angle, hitting deeper with each powerful thrust.

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

"Harder," she demands, her nails raking down my back hard enough to draw blood. "Fuck me harder!"

I grab her by the throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her eyes widen, but she doesn't tell me to stop—if anything, her pussy gets wetter around my cock, her inner walls clenching tighter as I continue to pound into her.

"This how you like it?" I growl, maintaining my grip on her throat. "Being used like a cheap whore by a man half your age?"

"Yes!" she gasps, the word barely audible through my constricting fingers. "I love it!"

My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out sharply, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Eva," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her throat growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I can feel her getting close—her pussy fluttering around my shaft, her breathing becoming more erratic even through my grip on her throat, her eyes starting to roll back. I increase the pressure on her clit, rubbing faster, harder, in time with my relentless thrusts.

"Cum for me," I command, releasing her throat to slap her face lightly, shocking her. "Cum all over my cock, you fucking slut."

The combination of pain, pleasure, and degradation pushes her over the edge. Eva's entire body goes rigid beneath me, her back arching so sharply I fear it might snap. A primal scream tears from her throat as her pussy convulses around my cock, clamping down with surprising strength as waves of pleasure crash through her.

"FUCK! YES! OH GOD!" she wails, her voice carrying a raw, unfiltered quality I've never heard in her movies. This isn't the practiced moans of a woman used to performing—this is genuine, overwhelming pleasure that strips away all pretense.

I maintain my brutal pace through her orgasm, prolonging it, feeling her body spasm beneath me as I continue to hit that perfect spot inside her. Her legs wrap around my waist, heels digging into my lower back, pulling me deeper as if trying to take every inch of me inside her convulsing pussy.

As her climax begins to subside, her body going limp beneath me, I slow my thrusts slightly but don't stop. "We're not done yet," I tell her, watching her eyes widen with a mixture of exhaustion and renewed arousal. "Not even close."

"I need a moment," she gasps, her chest heaving with exertion. "That was—"

I cut her off with another hard thrust that makes her yelp. "I didn't ask what you need," I remind her, establishing a new rhythm. "We're just getting started."

The realization dawns in her eyes—she's not in control here. Despite her fame, her wealth, her status, in this room, she belongs to me. And judging by the fresh wetness I feel around my cock, that's exactly what she wants.

I continue pounding into Eva's still-quivering pussy, her body jerking with each thrust as aftershocks of her orgasm ripple through her. Her makeup is smeared, her hair a wild mess, the pristine maid outfit now hanging in tatters around her sweat-slick body. She looks thoroughly debauched—a far cry from the polished Hollywood star the public knows—and the sight only fuels my desire to wreck her further. I grab her legs, pushing them back toward her chest to change the angle, hitting even deeper inside her when suddenly the suite door clicks open.

"Eva? Are you in here?" a man's voice calls from the main room of the suite.

My blood freezes in my veins as I recognize the voice—her husband, the thin, older man I saw earlier at the pool. I immediately try to pull out, but Eva's legs lock around my waist with surprising strength, holding me deep inside her.

"Don't you dare stop," she hisses, her eyes flashing with something I can't quite interpret. "Keep fucking me."

"Your husband—" I start to object, but she cuts me off by clenching her pussy around my cock, sending waves of pleasure up my spine despite the panic of potentially being caught.

"Eva?" The voice is closer now, just outside the bedroom door.

I make one more attempt to withdraw, but Eva's grip only tightens, her heels digging into my lower back. "Trust me," she whispers, then raises her voice to call out, "In here, Robert! I have a surprise for you."

The bedroom door swings open, revealing her husband standing in the doorway. He freezes at the sight before him—his wife spread-eagled on the bed, her legs wrapped around me, my cock buried deep inside her. Our eyes lock over Eva's heaving body, and I brace myself for rage, for shouting, for the hotel security that will inevitably follow.

Instead, something entirely unexpected happens. Robert's expression shifts from shock to... interest. His eyes darken as they travel over the tableau we present, lingering where my body joins his wife's. Then, to my complete astonishment, he closes the door behind him and leans against it, his hand dropping to adjust what appears to be a growing erection in his pants.

"You started without me," he says quietly, his voice strained but not with anger—with arousal.

Eva laughs breathlessly beneath me. "Couldn't wait," she replies, rolling her hips to take me deeper, drawing a surprised groan from my throat. "He's even better than I told you he would be."

Understanding dawns like a bucket of ice water followed by immediate heat. This isn't an accidental discovery—this is planned, orchestrated. Eva's husband doesn't just know about her infidelity; he gets off on it. He's a willing cuckold, here to watch his wife get fucked by a younger, stronger man.

The realization sends a fresh surge of power through me, my initial shock transforming into renewed arousal. If they want a show, I'll give them a performance they'll never forget.

"Your wife's pussy is incredible," I tell Robert directly, maintaining eye contact as I slowly withdraw until just the head remains inside her, then slam back in with enough force to make Eva cry out. "So tight around my cock. You don't mind if I continue, do you?"

Robert's breath hitches, his hand now openly palming his erection through his expensive slacks. "Please," he says, his voice barely above a whisper. "Don't stop on my account."

That's all the permission I need. I turn my attention back to Eva, grabbing her throat again, squeezing harder this time. "You planned this, didn't you?" I growl, increasing the pace of my thrusts. "Wanted your pathetic husband to see you getting fucked by a real man?"

"Yes," she gasps, her eyes rolling back as I tighten my grip. "Wanted him to see—what he can't—give me—"

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

"Look at him," I command Eva, forcing her head to the side so she can see Robert, who has now unzipped his pants and taken out his disappointingly small cock. He strokes himself frantically as he watches us, his eyes never leaving the spot where my much larger shaft disappears into his wife. "Look at how pathetic he is, jerking his little dick while I stretch you open."

Eva moans at my words, her pussy clenching tighter around me. The humiliation of her husband clearly turns her on as much as it does him. I decide to push it further, to see just how depraved this Hollywood power couple truly is.

"Tell him," I demand, slapping her tits hard enough to leave red marks. "Tell him how much better my cock feels than his."

"Robert," Eva gasps, looking directly at her husband now. "His cock is so much bigger than yours. So much better. He fucks me like you never could. Like I've always needed to be fucked."

Robert groans, stroking himself faster, his face flushed with a combination of shame and intense arousal. I can see pre-cum leaking from his tip, evidence of just how much this twisted scenario excites him.

My left hand finds its way down to Eva's clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out sharply, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're going to cum again," I tell her, not a question but a command. "You're going to cum all over my cock while your husband watches. Show him how a real man makes you feel."

"Yes! Please!" she begs, her body already tensing beneath me as another orgasm builds. "Make me cum! I'm so close!"

I increase the pressure and speed of my fingers on her clit, timing the circles to match my increasingly brutal thrusts. Her breaths come in sharp, staccato gasps, her pussy fluttering around my shaft—telltale signs of her approaching climax.

"Cum now," I order, delivering a particularly hard thrust that hits exactly the right spot inside her.

Eva's second orgasm is even more intense than the first, her entire body convulsing beneath me as she screams loud enough to be heard throughout the hotel floor. Her pussy contracts violently around my cock, squeezing me with pulsating waves that nearly trigger my own release. I grit my teeth, fighting back the urge to cum—I'm nowhere near finished with her yet.

"Oh god! Fuck! RICHARD!" she wails, thrashing beneath me as pleasure overwhelms her system. Her nails dig into my forearms hard enough to draw blood, her legs still locked around my waist, keeping me buried deep inside her as she rides out the intense waves.

From the corner of my eye, I see Robert shudder and cum into his hand, unable to hold back at the sight of his wife's ecstasy. But unlike me, he's older, weaker—one orgasm is all he has to offer. I, on the other hand, am just getting started.

As Eva's second climax begins to subside, I flip her over without warning, manhandling her onto her stomach. She gasps in surprise as I pull her hips up, positioning her on all fours, her ass raised high. I re-enter her from behind in one smooth thrust, drawing a sharp cry from her lips.

"Watch closely, Robert," I call over my shoulder, establishing a new, even more aggressive rhythm. "Watch how your wife takes my cock like she was made for it."

Robert moves closer, settling into a chair beside the bed for a better view. His spent cock hangs limply from his open pants, but his eyes remain fixed on the action, hungry for more despite his physical limitations.

I grab a fistful of Eva's hair, yanking her head back at an angle that must be painful. "You like being watched, don't you?" I growl into her ear. "Like showing your husband what a whore you really are?"

"Yes," she sobs, tears of pain and pleasure streaming down her face. "I love it. Love showing him what I need."

I release her hair only to deliver a sharp smack to her ass, the sound echoing through the bedroom. A red handprint blooms on her tanned skin, quickly followed by another as I spank her in rhythm with my thrusts.

"Harder!" she begs, pushing back against me. "Spank me harder! Fuck me harder!"

I comply, alternating between harsh slaps to her reddening ass and brutal thrusts that have the headboard cracking against the wall. The sound of flesh hitting flesh fills the room, punctuated by Eva's increasingly desperate moans and Robert's labored breathing as he watches his wife being thoroughly dominated.

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 clit. The combination of the rough penetration, the spanking, and the psychological thrill of being watched pushes Eva toward a third orgasm faster than I would have thought possible.

"I'm cumming again," she announces, her voice breaking with the strain of so much pleasure. "Oh god, I'm cumming again!"

This orgasm seems to hit her from somewhere deeper, her entire body seizing up before collapsing forward onto the mattress, my cock still buried inside her as she trembles through waves of pleasure so intense they border on pain. She buries her face in the pillow, screaming into it as her pussy spasms around me, gushing wetness that soaks the sheets beneath us.

I don't slow down, continuing to pound into her oversensitive body, prolonging her orgasm until she's sobbing incoherently, begging me in a mixture of English and Spanish, though whether she's begging me to stop or continue is unclear even to her.

Through it all, Robert watches, his cock somehow hard again despite his age, stroking himself with renewed vigor as his wife comes completely undone beneath me.

"Please," Eva finally gasps when she can form words again, "my ass. I want you in my ass now."

The request sends a fresh jolt of arousal through me, my cock somehow growing even harder inside her at the thought of claiming her final hole. I look over at Robert, whose eyes have widened at his wife's request.

"Has he ever fucked you there?" I ask Eva, already knowing the answer from Robert's expression.

"No," she admits, turning her face to look at her husband. "He's always been too afraid of hurting me."

I pull out of her pussy, my cock glistening with her juices as I position it against the tight ring of her ass. "Then this is another first he gets to watch," I tell her, pressing forward slightly. "Another way he gets to see you surrender to me completely."

Robert leans forward in his chair, his hand working frantically over his cock as he prepares to watch me claim the part of his wife he's never been allowed to touch.

I press forward, the head of my cock meeting resistance at Eva's tight back entrance. Unlike her pussy, this hole isn't naturally lubricated, and I can feel her tensing in anticipation of the pain to come. I gather some of her abundant pussy juices on my fingers, rubbing them around her puckered hole to provide at least minimal lubrication.

"Relax," I command, slapping her ass sharply to make her yelp. "The more you tense up, the more it's going to hurt."

Eva nods, taking deep breaths, consciously trying to relax her muscles. Robert has moved even closer now, perched on the edge of his chair, his eyes wide with a mixture of jealousy and fascination as he watches me prepare to take his wife in a way he never has.

I press forward again, more insistently this time, feeling the tight ring of muscle slowly giving way to the pressure of my cockhead. Eva gasps sharply, her hands fisting in the sheets as the tip finally pops past the resistant muscle.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her entire body going rigid with the sudden intrusion. "It's too big!"

"Breathe," I instruct, pausing to let her adjust. "You can take it. Your husband wants to see you take it all."

She glances at Robert, who nods encouragement despite the conflict visible on his face. The mixture of arousal and jealousy in his expression is intoxicating—he wants to see this happen even as it kills him to watch another man claim his wife so completely.

I push forward slowly, inch by agonizing inch, feeling her body gradually accepting me despite its initial resistance. Eva's breath comes in shallow pants, her face contorted in a grimace that slowly transforms as pain gives way to a more complex sensation.

"Oh god," she moans once I'm about halfway in. "It burns, but... don't stop."

I continue my careful advance until I'm buried to the hilt, my balls resting against her pussy lips. The sensation is incredible—her ass grips me like a vise, hot and impossibly tight around my throbbing shaft. I hold still for a moment, savoring both the physical pleasure and the psychological victory of claiming her final hole under her husband's watchful gaze.

"That's it," I tell her, giving her ass another firm slap that makes her clench tighter around me. "You've got all of me now. Every inch of this cock that your husband could never give you."

Robert makes a small, strangled sound from his chair, his hand never stopping its movement on his own meager erection. The humiliation clearly feeds his arousal, his eyes fixed on the point where my cock disappears into his wife's stretched hole.

I begin to move, slowly at first, pulling back until just the head remains inside before pushing forward again. Each stroke becomes slightly easier as Eva's body adjusts, her initial pained whimpers gradually transforming into moans of pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage, increasing my pace as I feel her relaxing around me. "You're taking my cock in your ass so well. Such a good little whore."

"Yes," she gasps, pushing back against me, seeking more. "Fuck my ass harder. Show Robert how I need to be fucked."

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

My hands grip her hips brutally hard, pulling her back to meet each forward thrust. The sight of my cock stretching her ass, disappearing into that forbidden hole while her husband watches helplessly, fills me with a primal sense of conquest. This isn't just sex anymore—it's a complete domination of both Eva and Robert, a reshaping of their marriage that can never be undone.

"Tell him how it feels," I command, reaching around to find her clit, rubbing it in time with my increasingly brutal thrusts. "Tell your husband what my cock is doing to your ass."

"It's so good," Eva moans, turning her face toward Robert. "His cock in my ass feels so fucking good. So full. So deep. Things you could never give me."

Robert's face flushes darker, his hand moving faster over his cock as his wife's words cut into him. I decide to twist the knife further, to push this cuckold fantasy to its limits.

"Your wife's ass belongs to me now," I tell him directly. "Just like her pussy. Just like her mouth. Every hole is mine to use how I want."

"Yes," Robert agrees, his voice strained with arousal. "They're yours. She's yours."

The submission in his voice, the complete surrender of his wife to my control, sends a fresh surge of dominance through me. I pull out of Eva's ass suddenly, making her cry out at the emptiness.

"On your back," I order, flipping her over roughly. "Head hanging off the edge of the bed."

She complies immediately, scrambling into position with her head tilted back over the side of the mattress, her throat exposed in a straight line. I move around to stand at the edge of the bed, my cock level with her upside-down face.

"Open," I command, and she obediently parts her lips.

I grab her head with both hands, holding it steady as I push my cock—still dirty from her ass—into her waiting mouth. The angle allows me to slide straight into her throat, bypassing any resistance. Eva gags immediately, her throat convulsing around my shaft as I push deeper than any normal blowjob would allow.

"That's it," I growl, beginning to fuck her face with the same brutality I used on her other holes. "Take it all."

My thrusts are merciless, my cock disappearing completely into her throat with each forward movement. Tears stream from Eva's eyes, running up into her hairline from the inverted position. Her makeup is completely ruined now, mascara creating dark trails across her temples. She gags and chokes with each thrust, her hands clawing at the sheets as she struggles to breathe around my invading length.

Robert has moved again, standing now for a better view of his wife's throat bulging with each of my thrusts. His hand never stops working his cock, his breathing becoming more ragged as he watches Eva being used so thoroughly.

"Look at her," I tell him, not slowing my pace. "Look how she takes my cock down her throat. Better than any of her movie performances, isn't it?"

"Yes," he agrees, his voice barely audible over the wet, choking sounds Eva is making. "It's beautiful."

I can see Eva's face darkening from the restricted blood flow in this position, combined with her limited ability to breathe around my cock. She's approaching her limit, her eyes starting to roll back, her struggles becoming weaker. I pull out just long enough to let her gasp a few desperate breaths.

"Please," she croaks, her voice wrecked from the throat-fucking. "Please cum on my face. I want Robert to see me covered in your cum."

The request sends a jolt of arousal straight to my core. I push back into her mouth but don't go as deep, allowing her to breathe through her nose as I fuck her lips and tongue rather than her throat. My hand wraps around the base of my shaft, stroking in time with my thrusts, feeling my release building rapidly after the intense stimulation of her ass and throat.

"Get ready," I warn, feeling the familiar tightening at the base of my spine. "Going to paint that famous face with my load."

I pull out completely, my hand flying over my length as I aim at her upside-down face. Eva opens her mouth wide, her tongue extended, eager to catch whatever she can. The sight pushes me over the edge—a Hollywood A-lister, thoroughly debauched, begging for my cum while her husband watches.

My orgasm tears through me with unexpected force, the first rope of cum shooting across Eva's forehead and into her hair. The second splashes across her nose and cheeks, and the third lands directly in her open mouth. I continue pumping, ensuring every inch of her famous face receives its share of my seed.

By the time I'm finished, Eva's face is completely covered in thick white streaks, cum dripping down her skin and pooling in her eye sockets, nostrils, and the corners of her mouth. The image is obscenely perfect—the kind of thing that would break the internet if ever leaked, the complete degradation of one of Hollywood's most beautiful women.

I turn to Robert, who stands transfixed by the sight of his defiled wife. "Clean her up," I command, not a request but an order.

His eyes widen, but I can see the darkening of arousal in them. This is the ultimate humiliation, the final step in his cuckolding fantasy—to taste another man's essence from his wife's skin.

"Now," I emphasize, my voice leaving no room for argument.

Robert moves forward on trembling legs, leaning over his wife's cum-covered face. With a visible swallow, he extends his tongue and takes the first tentative lick along her cheek, gathering my seed. Eva moans at the contact, her eyes finding her husband's as he continues his degrading task.

I step back, admiring my handiwork as Robert methodically cleans every drop of my cum from his wife's face, swallowing obediently. His own orgasm had apparently arrived during my facial, evidenced by the fresh stain on his expensive pants.

"Good boy," I mock when he's finished, Eva's face now glistening with his saliva rather than my cum. "You've earned the right to watch round two."

Eva's eyes widen at this, a mixture of exhaustion and renewed arousal in her gaze. "There's more?" she asks, her voice rough from the abuse her throat has taken.

I grab my still-hard cock, stroking it lazily as I look between the Hollywood power couple—both thoroughly conquered and remade according to my desires. "We're just getting started," I promise, already planning what degradations to visit upon them next. "The night is still young."


Chapter 8

The Vegas sun filters through the half-closed curtains of my hotel room, painting golden stripes across the rumpled sheets. I'm half awake, my body still recovering from the marathon sex sessions of the past few days—the orgy with Tiffany and Brittany, the depraved night with Eva and her cuckolded husband, and countless rounds with Angelina in between. As if summoned by my thoughts, I hear the soft click of the connecting door between our rooms, followed by Angelina's light footsteps as she slips inside, closing it quietly behind her.

"Jack's completely passed out," she whispers, her voice vibrating with excitement as she approaches the bed. "Too many scotches with the clients last night. He won't be up for hours."

I open my eyes fully to take her in. She's wearing only a sheer hotel robe that does nothing to hide her perfect body, her nipples visibly hard against the thin fabric, her skin still flushed from the shower she must have just taken. Despite everything I've done with other women over the past days, the sight of Angelina still sends blood rushing straight to my cock.

"Our flight's not until this afternoon," she continues, letting the robe slip from her shoulders to pool at her feet. "Thought we could have one more Vegas adventure before returning to reality."

I sit up, the sheets falling away to reveal my morning erection. "Haven't had enough yet?" I ask, my voice still rough with sleep. "After everything I've done to you this week?"

Angelina's eyes darken with lust as she crawls onto the bed, her movements deliberately slow and seductive. "I want more," she admits, settling between my legs and running her hands up my thighs. "I can't stop thinking about what you did with Eva. And those girls from the bachelorette party."

Of course, I've told her everything—every depraved detail of fucking Eva's ass while her husband watched, of covering all three women's faces with my cum. Angelina devoured these stories, getting wetter with each filthy revelation, begging me to fuck her harder as I described degrading other women.

"It was so hot," she continues, her hand wrapping around my cock, stroking slowly. "The idea of you with all these women. Dominating them. Making them do whatever you want." She leans down, her tongue darting out to lick the head of my cock. "It makes me want to be used even worse."

Something snaps inside me at her words—a primal, possessive instinct that overrides any lingering sleepiness. I grab her hair roughly, yanking her up from my cock and throwing her onto her back in one fluid movement. She gasps at the sudden aggression, but I can see the excitement flashing in her eyes.

"You want to be used?" I growl, looming over her, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand. "You want me to treat you like the fucking whore you are?"

"Yes," she whispers, her chest rising and falling rapidly with anticipation. "Please, Richard. Use me. Hurt me. I need it."

I don't waste time with foreplay or gentleness. She's been my sexual plaything for months—she knows exactly what she's asking for. I grab her thighs, shoving them apart roughly before positioning myself between them. My cock is already rock hard, and I can see her pussy glistening with arousal. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, drawing a sharp cry from her lips.

"This what you want?" I snarl, grabbing her throat with one hand as I establish a punishing rhythm. "Being choked and fucked like a worthless slut?"

Her eyes roll back slightly as I apply pressure to her throat, cutting off just enough air to create that light-headed sensation she craves. Her pussy clenches tighter around me, confirmation that this is exactly what she needs.

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

"You're my personal cum-slut, aren't you?" I growl, releasing her throat just enough to let her answer, my balls slapping against her ass with each powerful thrust.

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely audible through her constricted airway. "Yours. Only yours."

I increase the pressure on her throat again, watching her face flush darker as oxygen becomes limited. My other hand finds her clit, rubbing hard circles that have her hips bucking wildly beneath me despite the choking.

"This married pussy belongs to me," I tell her, driving deeper with each thrust. "Not your pathetic husband. Me. Say it."

I ease the pressure just enough for her to respond.

"Yours," she chokes out, tears streaming down her temples from the intensity. "My pussy belongs to you, Richard. All of me."

Her submission fuels my dominance, pushing me to be rougher, more degrading. I release her throat only to spit directly in her face, a glob of saliva landing on her cheek and sliding down to her parted lips.

"Open your mouth," I command, and when she does, I spit again, this time directly into her waiting mouth. "Swallow it."

She obeys without hesitation, swallowing my spit with obvious arousal, her pussy getting impossibly wetter around my pounding cock. This is what separates Angelina from the others—her willingness to be thoroughly debased, to surrender completely to my darkest desires.

"Fucking dirty whore," I snarl, slapping her face hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Taking my cock while your husband sleeps next door. What would he think if he saw you now? Begging for my cum like the slut you are?"

The degradation pushes her toward her first orgasm, her body tensing beneath me, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft. I can feel her getting close, see it in the way her eyes lose focus, the way her breath comes in shorter gasps.

"Cum for me," I demand, rubbing her clit faster, harder. "Cum all over this young cock."

Her orgasm hits her like a freight train, her back arching off the bed, her mouth opening in a silent scream as pleasure overwhelms her. Her pussy convulses around me in violent waves, her thighs trembling uncontrollably as I continue to pound into her, prolonging her climax.

"Oh god, Richard!" she finally cries out, her voice breaking with the intensity of her release. "Fuck! Yes!"

But I'm nowhere near finished with her. As soon as her first orgasm begins to subside, I flip her over onto her stomach, yanking her hips up to position her on all fours. I re-enter her from behind with one brutal thrust, drawing a sharp gasp from her still-sensitive body.

"We're just getting started," I tell her, grabbing her hair and pulling her head back at a painful angle. "Going to fuck every hole before we leave Vegas."

My free hand delivers a stinging slap to her ass, leaving a perfect red handprint on her pale skin. I follow it with another, and another, until both cheeks are glowing bright red and hot to the touch. Angelina whimpers beneath me, pushing her ass back against my hips, silently begging for more.

"You love being treated like garbage, don't you?" I taunt, keeping up the brutal pace of my thrusts. "Love being nothing but a set of holes for me to fuck?"

"Yes," she sobs, her face pressed into the mattress. "Use me. Fuck me. I'm your whore."

I reach around to find her clit again, rubbing it roughly as I continue to slam into her from behind. The dual stimulation quickly pushes her toward a second orgasm, her body still oversensitive from the first.

"Gonna cum again already?" I mock, feeling her pussy beginning to clench rhythmically around my shaft. "Pathetic slut can't even hold out. Cum then. Show me what a desperate whore you are."

Her second orgasm is even more intense than the first, her entire body convulsing beneath me as she screams into the pillow. Her pussy gushes around my cock, wetness running down her thighs and soaking the sheets beneath us.

I don't slow down, don't give her time to recover. I maintain my punishing rhythm through her climax, already pushing her toward a third. Angelina is reduced to incoherent noises now, a mixture of sobs, moans, and broken pleas as pleasure bordering on pain crashes through her oversensitive body.

"Can't—can't take anymore," she gasps, even as her hips continue to push back against me, seeking more.

"You'll take what I give you," I tell her, punctuating the statement with a particularly brutal thrust. "Every. Fucking. Inch."

I grab her shoulders, using them as leverage to pull her back onto my cock with each forward movement of my hips. The new angle allows me to hit even deeper, drawing a fresh wail of pleasure-pain from her lips.

"You belong to me," I remind her, my voice low and dangerous in her ear. "My personal married slut. My cum dump. Nothing more."

The degradation, combined with the relentless pounding and continued stimulation of her clit, triggers her third orgasm in rapid succession. This one seems to tear through her from somewhere deeper, her entire body going rigid before collapsing beneath me, only my grip on her hips keeping her ass raised to continue receiving my cock.

"Richard! Oh god! Fuck!" she screams, past caring if Jack or anyone else hears her. "I'm cumming again! Don't stop!"

I have no intention of stopping. I'm just getting started, my own orgasm still building as I use her quivering body for my pleasure. As her third climax begins to subside, I pull out suddenly, making her whimper at the emptiness.

"Turn over," I command, already planning my next assault on her thoroughly ravaged body. "Want to see your face when I fuck that tight ass."

Angelina rolls onto her back, her legs spread wide, her body glistening with sweat. Her hair is a tangled mess, her face flushed with exertion, her eyes glazed with the lingering effects of multiple orgasms. She looks utterly debauched—a far cry from the sophisticated wife Jack thinks he married.

I grab her ankles, pushing her legs back toward her chest to expose her puckered hole. "Gonna fuck this ass one more time before we go home," I tell her, positioning my cock against the tight entrance. "Make sure you remember who owns you."

As I begin to press forward, preparing to claim her final hole, I hear a sound that freezes the blood in my veins—the soft click of the connecting door opening behind us.

The sound of the door opening sends a jolt of adrenaline through my system, but instead of the panic most men might feel at being caught balls-deep in another man's wife, I feel a perverse thrill of excitement. I don't stop, don't pull away, don't even slow my movements as I look over my shoulder to see Jack standing frozen in the doorway, his morning stubble still visible on his slack-jawed face, his eyes wide with shock as he takes in the scene before him—his wife spread-eagled beneath me, her body covered in sweat and red marks from my hands, her hair tangled from my rough treatment, both of us clearly in the middle of intensely aggressive sex.

Time seems to suspend as our eyes lock. Jack's mouth opens and closes soundlessly, like a fish gasping for air. His face drains of color, then flushes deep red in rapid succession. He's clutching a bottle of aspirin in one hand, likely having come to borrow some for his hangover, now confronted with a reality his mediocre mind can barely process.

Angelina hasn't noticed him yet—her eyes are closed in anticipation of me entering her ass, her body still trembling from her multiple orgasms. I have a choice in this moment. I could stop, could pull away, could try to explain or apologize or make excuses. That's what most men would do.

But I'm not most men.

Instead, I smile directly at Jack, maintaining eye contact as I place my hands on Angelina's thighs, spreading them wider for his view. I want him to see everything—to witness exactly what his wife has become under my influence. The look of absolute devastation on his face only feeds my arousal, my cock somehow growing even harder despite the interruption.

"Richard?" Angelina questions, her eyes fluttering open at my momentary stillness. She follows my gaze, turning her head toward the doorway. A small gasp escapes her lips as she spots her husband. "Jack!"

For a heartbeat, genuine fear flashes across her face—not fear of him, but fear of losing the comfortable life she's built, the security and stability Jack provides while I provide the passion. But then something shifts in her expression, a realization that the moment of truth has arrived and can't be undone.

I make a split-second decision, pulling out of her completely and grabbing her by the hair. "On your knees," I command, yanking her roughly off the bed and onto the floor.

To my delight and Jack's visible horror, she complies instantly, dropping to her knees before me, her eyes now locked on her husband's as she assumes the submissive position. I stand before her, my cock jutting proudly at her face level, glistening with her juices.

"Open," I order, and without hesitation, she parts her lips, still maintaining that challenging eye contact with Jack.

I grab my shaft, stroking it rapidly, feeling my release building quickly after the extended foreplay and the unexpected thrill of being caught. Jack remains frozen in the doorway, seemingly unable to move, to speak, to do anything but watch as I prepare to mark his wife as mine in the most primal way possible.

"I'm going to cum all over that pretty face," I announce loudly enough for Jack to hear clearly. "Show your husband who you really belong to."

Angelina moans at my words, her mouth still open, her tongue extended slightly in eager anticipation. The sight pushes me over the edge—her willing submission before me, Jack's devastating witness to his own cuckolding.

My orgasm tears through me with incredible force, pleasure exploding from my core as my cock pulses in my hand. With precise aim, I direct the first thick rope of cum across her forehead and into her hair. The second splashes over her left cheek and mouth, some landing on her tongue while the rest drips down her chin. The third hits her right eye and cheek, making her flinch slightly before eagerly leaning forward for more.

I continue pumping, ensuring her face is thoroughly covered, deliberately making it as visually explicit as possible for Jack's benefit. By the time I'm finished, Angelina's face is decorated with thick white streaks, cum dripping down her flushed skin and pooling at the corners of her mouth. Some has landed in her hair, some on her breasts, but most coats her face in an unmistakable mask of my claiming.

Jack stands completely immobile, his expression a mixture of shock, betrayal, anger, and—most pathetically—arousal. Even in his horror, some primal part of him responds to the sight of his defiled wife, the same cuckold instinct I witnessed in Eva's husband days earlier.

Angelina, still on her knees, turns to face Jack fully. Without breaking eye contact, she runs her tongue over her cum-covered lips, deliberately, slowly collecting my seed before swallowing it with obvious satisfaction. The act is so brazenly defiant, so explicitly sexual, that I half expect Jack to finally snap—to rage, to attack, to do something, anything to reassert his dominance.

Instead, he stands there, silent and broken, as his wife rises gracefully to her feet, cum still dripping down her face.

"Jack," she says, her voice steady and controlled despite the obscene sight she presents. "This is part of our workout regime. You weren't supposed to see this."

I nearly laugh aloud at the absurdity of her excuse, at the desperate hope that he might actually believe something so ridiculous. But the most incredible thing happens—Jack's expression shifts from devastation toward confusion, a flicker of desperate hope lighting his eyes as his brain grasps at any explanation other than the obvious truth.

"Workout... regime?" he repeats, his voice cracking slightly.

Angelina nods, wiping a glob of my cum from her cheek with her finger. "Yes, honey. Richard has been incorporating some... specialized techniques into our training. It's very cutting-edge."

"What's that on your face, Angelina?" he asks, gesturing toward the obvious semen dripping down her chin.

Without missing a beat, she smiles at Jack. "It's a special skincare cream. Helps with muscle recovery and toning. Very expensive, very exclusive. Athletes use it all the time."

I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. The "cream" is literally still dripping from her eyelashes, the scent of sex heavy in the air, her body marked with handprints and bearing all the signs of our aggressive fucking. There is no possible way any rational person could believe her explanation.

But Jack, in a display of denial so profound it borders on mental illness, nods slowly. "I... I didn't realize your training was so... intensive."

"The most effective techniques often look unusual to outsiders," I add helpfully, placing a possessive hand on Angelina's shoulder. "That's why I close the door. Some of these methods are proprietary."

Jack's eyes move between us, desperately searching for confirmation of this alternative reality where his wife isn't being sexually dominated by a teenager, where the substance coating her face isn't my cum but some legitimate "skincare cream."

"I'm sorry for barging in," he says finally, his voice small and defeated. "I just needed some aspirin. My head is killing me."

"There's some in my bathroom," I tell him generously, pointing toward the en suite. "Help yourself."

He nods mechanically and moves past us, careful not to look directly at his cum-covered wife, disappearing into the bathroom like a man sleepwalking through a nightmare he's choosing not to acknowledge.

Once he's out of earshot, I turn to Angelina, genuinely impressed by her quick thinking and brazen lie. "Skincare cream?" I whisper, raising an eyebrow.

She shrugs, wiping another streak of cum from her face. "He believes what he wants to believe. Always has."

"And he wants to believe his wife isn't a cum-hungry slut who fucks teenagers behind his back?"

"Exactly." A small, satisfied smile plays at her lips. "Men like Jack need their illusions. Makes them easier to control."

The bathroom door opens, and Jack emerges with the aspirin bottle, his eyes carefully averted from both of us. "I'll just... leave you to finish your, uh, workout. We should start packing soon, though. Flight's at four."

"We'll be done shortly, honey," Angelina assures him, still standing naked and cum-covered in the middle of the room.

Jack nods awkwardly and retreats through the connecting door, closing it firmly behind him. The moment he's gone, I can't hold back my laughter anymore.

"Holy shit," I gasp between chuckles. "He actually believed that? Skincare cream?"

Angelina grins, wiping more of my cum from her face and sucking it off her fingers. "Like I said, he believes what he needs to. It's easier than facing reality."

I shake my head in amazement, feeling a fresh surge of power coursing through me. I've just cum all over another man's wife while he watched, and rather than confronting us, he chose to accept the most transparent lie imaginable. The complete dominance I have established over both of them is intoxicating.

"What happens now?" I ask, genuinely curious about how she plans to navigate this new dynamic.

Angelina shrugs, heading toward the bathroom to clean up. "Nothing changes. Jack will convince himself he misinterpreted what he saw. I'll be extra attentive for a few days. And you—" she turns, giving me a look of pure desire despite the cum still covering parts of her face, "—you'll keep fucking me whenever and however you want."

As she disappears into the bathroom, I sit on the edge of the bed, marveling at the perfection of it all. In just one week in Vegas, I've fucked a Hollywood star and her cuckolded husband, participated in an orgy with three beautiful women, and completely solidified my ownership of Angelina while her husband watches and chooses delusion over confrontation.

And I'm only eighteen. My life is just beginning.

The rest of the world doesn't stand a chance.
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