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Book 1


Chapter 1

The sun beats down on my back as I push through another set of pushups, sweat dripping from my forehead onto the grass below. My muscles burn with that good kind of pain, the kind that tells me I'm getting stronger. Fifty-eight, fifty-nine, sixty. I grunt with the final rep, arms trembling as I hold myself up for an extra second before collapsing onto my chest, breathing hard. The backyard feels like a fucking oven today, but I need this—need to be ready for next season. Can't lose my edge, not when college scouts are watching.

I roll onto my back, staring up at the cloudless sky as my chest heaves. The grass tickles my skin, damp with my sweat. Coach says I need more explosive power in my legs, so I've been adding more lunges to my routine. Fuck, they hurt, but I'm not about to let some sophomore take my starting position.

"Come on, Long," I mutter to myself, forcing my body upright. "Pussys don’t get scholarships."

I shake out my arms and legs before dropping into a lunge position. The first rep sends fire down my thigh, but I push through it. Two, three, four. I count under my breath, focusing on my form. My shorts cling to my thighs, soaked through with sweat. Gotta look good for those USC recruiters. Gotta be better than good.

A flash of movement catches my eye from the yard next door. I nearly lose my balance when I see her—Mrs. Pitt—Angelina—spreading out a towel on her sunbed. Holy fuck.

I pretend not to notice, keeping my eyes forward as I continue my lunges, but I can't help stealing glances. She's wearing this tiny fucking bikini that barely covers anything. The bright red fabric stands out against her tan skin, making my mouth go dry instantly.

Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen. I lose count as she bends over to adjust the back of the sunbed, her ass perfectly round and practically spilling out of her bikini bottoms. My cock stirs in my shorts, and I try to think about football plays, about Coach yelling at us during practice—anything to keep from getting hard right here in my backyard.

It doesn't work. Not when she lies down on her back, reaching behind to untie her top. She doesn't take it off, just loosens it, but it's enough to make my dick throb. Her tits are incredible—full and perky despite her age, with just enough cleavage showing to make my imagination run wild.

I switch to jumping jacks, hoping the movement will distract me from the MILF goddess sunbathing twenty feet away. The sweat pours down my chest, trickling over my abs. I catch her glancing my way and instinctively flex a little harder, straighten my back a little more.

She's old enough to be my mom, but fuck, she doesn't look it. Not with those long legs and that tiny waist. I've jerked off thinking about her more times than I can count, always feeling a little guilty afterward. But not guilty enough to stop.

I drop back into pushup position, grinding out another set. Ten, eleven, twelve. Each rep brings her into my peripheral vision.

She's rubbing lotion on her legs now, her hands sliding up her thighs in slow, deliberate motions. My cock is fully hard, pressing uncomfortably against the fabric of my shorts.

I imagine those hands on me instead. Those manicured fingers wrapping around my shaft, stroking me while she whispers dirty things in my ear. I bet she'd know exactly what to do, exactly how to touch me to make me lose my mind.

Fuck, I need to get it together. I flip onto my back for some sit-ups, but that's even worse because now I'm facing her directly. She's sipping from a water bottle, her throat working as she swallows. A droplet escapes, trailing down her neck, between her breasts, disappearing into her cleavage. My mouth waters at the sight.

Twenty-three, twenty-four. I power through the sit-ups, my abs clenching with each rep. My shorts have tented noticeably, and I shift positions to try to hide it. But the friction just makes it worse, sending jolts of pleasure through my groin.

I can't take it anymore. I pause, pretending to catch my breath as I discreetly slide my hand under the waistband of my shorts. Just a quick adjustment, that's all I need. But the moment my fingers brush against my cock, I can't resist giving it a quick stroke. My eyes flutter closed for a split second as my hand wraps around my shaft.

Holy shit, this is stupid. I'm in my backyard in broad daylight. But I can't help myself, not with Angelina stretched out like a fucking fantasy just yards away. I bite my lip, stroking myself slowly, careful to keep the movement subtle.

She shifts on the sunbed, arching her back slightly. Her bikini top slides a fraction of an inch, revealing more of her round tits. I imagine burying my face between them, sucking on her nipples until she moans my name. My hand moves faster under my shorts, my breath coming in short gasps that I try to disguise as workout exhaustion.

I'm close—so fucking close—when she suddenly turns her head. Our eyes lock across the yards, her gaze dropping to where my hand is shoved down my shorts. There's a moment of perfect, horrible silence as her perfectly sculpted eyebrow raises, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

I yank my hand out of my shorts like I've been burned, my face flushing hot with embarrassment. Did she see? She definitely saw. Fuck, fuck, fuck. I scramble to my feet, adjusting my shorts to hide my still-throbbing erection, not daring to look in her direction again.

My heart pounds in my chest, harder than during any workout, any football game. I grab my water bottle, taking a long drink to cover my mortification. When I finally risk a glance back at her, she's still looking at me, that same knowing smile on her lips.

I've never wanted to disappear so badly in my life. But as humiliating as this moment is, my cock still strains against my shorts, harder than ever.

I stand frozen like an idiot, my hand still tingling from where it touched my cock, my face burning hotter than the sun beating down on us. She saw me. Angelina fucking Pitt caught me with my hand down my shorts while staring at her tits. I should sprint inside, lock the door, and never look at her again. But then she moves, rising from her sunbed with the grace of a cat, and my feet refuse to budge from the grass.

She stretches languidly, arching her back in a way that makes her breasts push against the thin fabric of her bikini top. My throat goes dry as she adjusts the bottom of her swimsuit, pulling it up slightly over the curve of her ass. Is she doing this shit on purpose? Has to be.

My cock throbs painfully against my shorts as she starts walking toward me—toward the fence that separates our yards. Each step she takes is deliberate, her hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm that makes it impossible to look away. The way she moves reminds me of those slow-motion cheerleader videos I watch late at night with the volume turned low.

I try to look casual, wiping sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand. Maybe I should act like nothing happened. Maybe she didn't actually see. Maybe—

"You really know how to work up a sweat, Richard," she says, her voice like honey as she reaches the fence. Her fingers curl around the wooden slats, red nails standing out against the weathered gray wood.

My brain short-circuits. All those practiced lines I've used on cheerleaders and party girls vanish from my mind. I manage a nod that feels mechanical and awkward.

"I've seen you practicing out here all summer," she continues, her eyes traveling slowly down my chest, lingering on the sweat glistening on my abs. "No wonder you're the star of the football team with dedication like that."

I swallow hard, trying to find my voice. "Thanks, Mrs. Pitt. Gotta stay in shape for the season."

She laughs, the sound light and musical. "Angelina, please. 'Mrs. Pitt' makes me sound like your teacher or something."

The way she says it carries a subtle suggestion that makes my skin tingle. I take a few steps closer to the fence, suddenly aware of how the sweat makes my shorts cling to my thighs, how my hair is probably a mess, how I probably stink from working out.

"Those lunges are really building up your legs," she says, her eyes now openly assessing my body. "I bet you're popular with all the girls at school."

I force a confident grin, some of my usual swagger returning. "I do alright."

"I'm sure you do more than 'alright,'" she smirks, leaning forward against the fence. The movement gives me a perfect view of her cleavage, round and full, beaded with tiny droplets of sweat. "I hear things, you know."

My heart rate kicks up another notch. "What kind of things?"

She raises one perfectly shaped eyebrow. "Oh, just rumors. Something about you and a few booster club moms after the championship game last year? In the equipment room?" Her smile turns wicked. "They say you have... quite the arm."

Holy fuck. My face flushes hot again, but this time not entirely from embarrassment. Mrs. Carlton. It was supposed to be a secret. She'd cornered me after everyone left, told me how watching me play made her wet. One minute she was congratulating me, the next she was on her knees with my cock in her mouth.

"I, uh..." I stammer, not sure if I should deny it or play it cool.

"Don't worry," Angelina says, lowering her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. "Your secret's safe with me. I just think it's... interesting."

The way she says "interesting" sends a jolt straight to my dick. It's still hard from earlier, maybe even harder now, tenting my shorts in a way that's impossible to hide. She notices—of course she notices—and her smile widens slightly.

"You know," she says casually, "I was about to do some stretching myself. Could use a strong young man to spot me."

Is this really happening? Am I dreaming? Did I hit my head during practice and now I'm in a coma having the best fucking fantasy ever?

"Yeah?" I manage to say, my voice embarrassingly husky.

"Mmm-hmm," she nods, running her tongue quickly over her bottom lip. "Why don't you come over? The gate's open. I've got a yoga mat all set up, and I could make us some lemonade after. It's so hot today."

She's not talking about the weather, and we both know it. My heart hammers against my ribs like I've just sprinted the length of the football field. This is Angelina Pitt—the woman who's starred in every late-night jerk-off fantasy I've had since her family moved in next door last year. The woman whose husband is some rich older dude who's barely ever home. The woman who's now inviting me over while wearing next to nothing.

"Sure," I say, trying to sound casual and failing miserably. "Just let me grab my water bottle."

She smiles, pushing away from the fence with deliberate slowness. "Don't take too long," she calls over her shoulder as she starts walking back to her sunbed. Her ass sways with each step, the red bikini bottom riding up just enough to make my mouth water.

I grab my water bottle with shaking hands, adjusting my shorts to try to hide my raging hard-on. It's useless—there's no hiding it. Fuck it. She's already seen it anyway. She knows exactly what she's doing to me, and she seems to like it.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself. It doesn't work. Not when I'm about to hop over the fence and join the hottest MILF in the neighborhood for her "workout."


Chapter 2

Minutes later, I'm on my knees arranging a purple yoga mat next to Angelina's gleaming pool. The backyard is even more impressive up close—pristine landscaping, expensive outdoor furniture, and not a single neighbor who can see in. My hands shake slightly as I smooth out the corners of the mat, hyperaware of every sound behind me that might signal her return. To calm my nerves, I drop into push-up position and start grinding out reps, my muscles already burning from my earlier workout. But I need to look good for her. Need to show her what an eighteen-year-old athlete can do.

The sun beats down on my back as I push through another set, sweat dripping onto the yoga mat. One, two, three. I count under my breath, forcing my form to stay perfect even though my arms are screaming for a break. The pool water glitters invitingly just feet away, but I resist the urge to cool off. I want Angelina to find me working, to see the muscles in my back and shoulders flexing with each movement.

Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen. My rhythm falters when I hear the sliding glass door open behind me. I push even harder, lowering my chest until it nearly touches the mat before powering back up. The sound of bare feet padding across the stone patio makes my heart race faster than any sprint drill.

"Thirsty?" Her voice floats over me like a caress.

I push up one last time and turn to face her, still on my knees on the yoga mat. The sight nearly knocks me backward. Angelina stands over me holding a tall glass of lemonade, condensation beading on the outside. But it's not the drink that has my mouth watering.

Her bikini bottom sits low on her hips, revealing a flat stomach and a hint of tan lines disappearing beneath the red fabric. My eyes travel up to her chest, where her bikini top still clings to her curves—but just barely, the thin fabric straining against her full breasts. Her blonde hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, framing a face that belongs in magazines.

"Thanks," I manage to say, reaching for the glass with a hand that isn't quite steady.

She doesn't release the glass right away, her fingers brushing against mine. "You know," she says, her voice dropping to a seductive purr, "I think it's too hot for this, don't you?"

Before I can ask what she means, she reaches behind her neck with her free hand and unties the string of her bikini top. The fabric loosens but stays in place, held by the lower tie. My breath catches in my throat as she hands me the lemonade, then uses both hands to untie the remaining string.

The bikini top falls away, revealing her tits in all their glory. Full, rounded perfection—smooth tan skin giving way to paler flesh where her bikini covered her. Her nipples are a soft pink, already hard and pointing directly at me. They're even more perfect than I imagined during all those late-night jerk-off sessions.

"Jesus," I whisper, unable to stop myself. The lemonade in my hand is completely forgotten.

She laughs softly, clearly enjoying my reaction. "Like what you see?"

I nod dumbly, my cock throbbing painfully against my shorts. I've seen tits before—plenty of them—but never on a woman like Angelina. Never on a body so perfectly maintained, so exquisitely shaped. Her breasts defy gravity, sitting high and firm despite her age, with just enough natural movement to make my mouth water as she shifts her weight from one foot to the other.

"You're staring," she says, but her tone is pleased, not accusatory.

"Sorry," I mumble, forcing my eyes up to her face. "It's just... fuck, you're gorgeous."

Her eyes drop to the obvious tent in my shorts. "Seems like more than just your arms get a workout," she says with a wicked smile. She takes the lemonade from my hand and sets it on a nearby table. "Maybe it's time for a different kind of exercise."

I swallow hard, unable to believe what's happening. She steps closer, standing between my spread knees as I remain kneeling on the yoga mat. The scent of her sunscreen and something floral—her perfume, maybe—fills my nostrils, making my head swim.

"I think," she says, her voice barely above a whisper as she reaches for the waistband of my shorts, "this needs some attention."

Her fingers slip beneath the elastic, brushing against the sensitive skin of my lower abdomen. My cock jerks in response, and I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning. She tugs the shorts down just enough to free my erection, which springs up eagerly, already leaking pre-cum.

"Oh my," she breathes, her eyes widening slightly. "The rumors weren't exaggerated."

Before I can respond, she wraps her hand around my shaft, her touch cool against my heated skin. My eyes roll back into my head as she begins to stroke me, her grip firm but not too tight, her movements slow and deliberate. Her thumb swipes across the head, spreading the moisture gathered there.

"Fuck," I gasp, my hips bucking involuntarily.

"That's the idea," she whispers, leaning down so that her face is level with mine. Her free hand comes up to cup my jaw, tilting my face toward hers. "But first things first."

Her lips meet mine in a heated kiss that steals what little breath I have left. Her mouth is soft, her tongue insistent as it slips between my lips. I respond eagerly, my hands finally finding the courage to touch her. One hand goes to her waist, the other to her breast, cupping the soft weight of it in my palm.

She moans into my mouth when I brush my thumb across her nipple, the sound vibrating through me. All the while, her hand continues its maddening rhythm on my cock, stroking up and down with increasing speed. The dual sensations—her tongue against mine, her hand around my shaft—are almost too much to bear.

Her tits bounce slightly with each movement, brushing against my chest as she leans into the kiss. I squeeze the one in my hand, marveling at its perfect firmness, the way it fills my palm completely.

"You like my tits, don't you?" she murmurs against my lips.

"Fuck yes," I groan, pinching her nipple gently. "Been dreaming about them for months."

She laughs, a sultry sound that goes straight to my groin. "I know. I've seen you watching me through your window when I sunbathe."

The revelation should embarrass me, but instead, it just turns me on more. She's known all this time that I've been lusting after her, and now she's here, topless, jerking me off beside her pool.

Her hand speeds up, twisting slightly on the upstroke in a way that makes me see stars. I'm not going to last long at this rate—not with Angelina Pitt's perfect tits in my face and her skilled hand working my cock like she owns it.

"Think you can handle me, quarterback?" she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "Because I've got plans for this big cock of yours."

Angelina's lips brush against mine as her hand continues its maddening rhythm on my cock. Her breath is hot against my mouth, her tongue darting out to taste me between words. "You know," she whispers, her voice thick with desire, "Coach Wilson's wife told me something interesting at the last booster meeting." My brain struggles to process her words, too focused on the feeling of her fingers wrapped around my shaft, the sight of her perfect tits swaying with each movement.

"What's that?" I manage to grunt, my hips involuntarily thrusting up into her grip.

Her teeth nip at my lower lip, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain through my body. "She told me about you two. After the championship game." Her hand tightens around my cock, twisting on the upstroke in a way that makes my eyes roll back. "Said you fucked her brains out in the equipment room. Said you have the biggest cock she's ever seen."

Holy shit. My heart pounds in my chest.

"Fuck," is all I can say, my mind racing.

Angelina laughs, a low, sultry sound that vibrates against my lips. "Don't worry, your secret's safe with me. But it got me thinking..." Her free hand trails down my chest, nails scraping lightly over my abs. "I haven't had a good, hard fuck in years."

I swallow thickly, my cock twitching in her hand at her words. "What about your husband?"

She rolls her eyes, her hand momentarily stilling on my shaft. "Jack? Please. He hasn't been able to get it up properly in years. And when he does..." She makes a gesture with her fingers, indicating something small. "Not exactly satisfying."

The thought of Angelina—this goddess—stuck in a sexless marriage with some limp-dicked old man makes my cock throb even harder. Her hand resumes its movements, faster now, more insistent.

"I miss it," she confesses, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Miss feeling a big cock stretching me open. Miss being fucked so hard I can't walk straight the next day." Her tongue traces the shell of my ear, sending shivers down my spine. "I used to fuck football players in college, you know. Big, strong boys like you. With big, hard cocks like this."

My brain short-circuits at her words, at the mental image of a younger Angelina taking cock after cock from guys like me. "Jesus," I groan.

"I want you to fuck my brains out, Richard," she whispers, her hand squeezing my cock for emphasis. "Want to be your little fuck doll. Want you to use me however you want."

Before I can respond, she's sliding down my body, her tits dragging against my chest and abs as she drops to her knees on the yoga mat. Her eyes never leave mine as she lowers her face to my cock, her hot breath washing over the sensitive head.

"Let me show you how much I want it," she purrs, and then her mouth is on me, lips wrapping around the head of my cock in a wet, warm seal that makes me gasp.

"Fuck!" I hiss, one hand automatically going to her hair, fingers tangling in the blonde strands.

Her mouth is incredible—hot and wet and eager as she takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around my shaft. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks, creating a vacuum that has my toes curling against the yoga mat. She moans around my cock, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure straight up my spine.

"God damn," I groan, watching in fascination as my cock disappears between her perfect lips, inch by inch. Her lipstick leaves a faint red smear along my shaft, marking her progress. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

She pulls back slightly, her tongue laving the sensitive underside of my cock head. "Better than the cheerleaders?" she asks, her voice teasing before she dives back down, taking me even deeper this time.

The sight of Angelina Pitt—THE Angelina Pitt, fantasy of every guy in the neighborhood—on her knees sucking my cock by her pool is almost too much to bear. Her tits bounce slightly with each bob of her head, her nipples hard and pointing straight at me. Her eyes, locked on mine, are filled with a hunger I've never seen before.

She pulls off my cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my shaft. "I want it rough," she says, her voice raspy. "Don't hold back. Treat me like one of your slutty cheerleaders."

Something primal awakens in me at her words. I tighten my grip in her hair, guiding her mouth back to my cock. "Open wide," I command, surprised by the authoritative tone in my voice.

She obeys instantly, her mouth forming an O as I guide my cock between her lips. This time, I don't wait for her to set the pace. I thrust forward, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth, feeling the back of her throat.

"That's it," I growl, using my grip on her hair to control her movements. "Take it all, you fucking slut."

She moans around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as I hit the back of her throat. But she doesn't pull away—instead, she relaxes her jaw, allowing me to push even deeper. The tight, wet heat of her throat closing around the head of my cock is almost enough to make me cum on the spot.

"You want to be my fuck doll?" I say, finding confidence in her submission. "Then take this cock down your throat like a good little whore."

I start fucking her face in earnest now, my hips pumping as I guide her head with both hands. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth on my cock fill the backyard, punctuated by her moans and my grunts. Saliva drips down her chin, onto her tits, making them glisten in the sunlight.

"That's how I fuck all the cheerleaders," I tell her, surprising myself with how easily the dirty talk comes. "Make them choke on my cock until they're begging for more."

She gags slightly as I thrust particularly deep, but instead of pulling away, she grabs my thighs and pulls herself closer, taking me impossibly deeper. Her throat convulses around my cock, milking the head in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Fuck, you're such a cock-hungry slut," I groan, my hips moving faster. "Look at you, choking on my dick and loving every second of it."

Spit bubbles at the corners of her mouth as she struggles to breathe around my thick shaft. I pull back slightly, allowing her a quick breath before pushing back in. Her mascara is starting to run, black streaks marking her cheeks, but the look in her eyes is pure lust.

"This what you want?" I demand, my voice rough as I continue to face-fuck her. "To be used like a worthless cum dump by a guy half your age?"

She moans an affirmative around my cock, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine. Her hands move from my thighs to my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth, encouraging my rough treatment.

I lose myself in the sensation, in the power of having this beautiful woman on her knees before me, willingly choking on my cock. I fuck her face without mercy, my balls slapping against her chin with each thrust. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only drive me wilder, pushing me closer to the edge.

"Take it, you fucking MILF whore," I grunt, my fingers tightening in her hair until she whimpers around my cock. "Show me how badly you need it."

Her eyes water as she looks up at me, mascara running down her cheeks, lipstick smeared across her face and my cock. She's a mess—a beautiful, cock-hungry mess—and it's the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life.

"This is what you get," I tell her, my voice strained as I approach my limit. "This is what happens when you tease me for months. I'm gonna use every hole you've got, make you my personal cum slut."

She moans louder at that, her hand moving between her legs, fingers slipping beneath her bikini bottom. The knowledge that she's touching herself while I fuck her face pushes me dangerously close to the edge.

The wet sounds of Angelina's mouth on my cock fill the backyard, mixing with my heavy breathing and her muffled moans. I'm lost in the sensation, in the sight of her blonde head bobbing between my legs, when a sound cuts through my pleasure-fogged brain—the distinct click and slide of a door opening. My heart stops, then kicks into overdrive, hammering against my ribs like it's trying to escape. Fuck. Someone's home.

"Angie? I'm back early. Meeting got canceled." A man's voice—Jack's voice—calls from inside the house.

I freeze, my hands still tangled in Angelina's hair, my cock still halfway down her throat. Panic floods my system, adrenaline hitting me like a linebacker at full sprint. I try to pull away, to somehow hide what we're doing, but Angelina has other ideas.

She grabs my ass, holding me in place, and looks up with mascara-streaked eyes that flash with mischief and defiance. She doesn't stop. If anything, she doubles down, sucking harder, taking me deeper, her throat constricting around the head of my cock in a way that makes it impossible to think straight.

"Angie?" Jack's voice is closer now, near the patio door.

I'm going to die. I'm going to be murdered in a MILF's backyard with my dick out. Coach will have to find a new quarterback. My parents will have to identify my body. Holy fuck.

Angelina finally pulls back, but only enough to call out, "Out by the pool, honey!" Then immediately swallows my cock again, her lips stretching wide around my girth.

The sliding door opens, and I hear footsteps on the patio. My entire body tenses, ready for the shit-storm that's about to hit when Jack sees me face-fucking his wife by their pool. But Angelina remains calm, her movements becoming more controlled but no less intense. She positions herself to block the view from the porch, her back to the house as she continues sucking me off.

"Did you get the mail?" Jack calls out, his voice frustratingly casual, as if his wife isn't on her knees with another man's cock in her mouth just yards away.

Angelina pulls off just enough to reply, "Mmm-hmm," the vibration of her hummed response sending jolts of pleasure through my shaft. Her lips immediately return to their task, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head of my cock.

My heart is pounding so hard I'm certain Jack must hear it. I can't see him from my position, and apparently, he can't see us clearly either. The angle of the patio, combined with Angelina's strategic positioning, has created just enough cover to hide what's happening.

"I need to head back out in a bit—got to pick up my prescription," Jack continues, oblivious to the obscene wet sounds coming from his wife's mouth as she deep-throats me. "Do you need anything while I'm out?"

Angelina pulls back, my cock slipping from her lips with an audible pop that makes me wince. "No, I'm good," she calls back, her voice remarkably steady despite the flush on her cheeks and the saliva glistening on her chin. "Just helping Richard with a special stretch routine."

My eyes widen in horror at her casual mention of my name. Is she trying to get me killed?

"Oh, is that Richard from next door? Hello there!" Jack calls out, still apparently not coming close enough to see what's happening.

Before I can respond, Angelina's mouth is back on my cock, swallowing me to the root. I bite my lip hard to keep from moaning, tasting blood as her throat muscles contract around my shaft.

"He can't hear you, honey," Angelina calls out, her hand stroking my spit-slick cock as she speaks. "He's really focused on his... exercise." She immediately returns to sucking, her cheeks hollowing with the force of her suction.

The situation is insane—absolutely fucking insane—and yet I've never been more turned on in my life. The danger, the forbidden nature of what we're doing, the sheer audacity of Angelina continuing to blow me while talking to her husband—it all combines into a heady mixture that pushes me dangerously close to the edge.

"Alright, I'll be back in about an hour," Jack says. "Nice of you to help the boy with his training, Angie."

"Mmm-hmm," she hums around my cock again, the vibration nearly sending me over the edge.

I hear the sliding door close, and Angelina immediately doubles her efforts, her head bobbing faster, taking me deeper, her hand squeezing and stroking what won't fit in her mouth. The wet, sloppy sounds grow louder now that she doesn't have to be as careful.

"Holy fuck," I whisper, still not quite believing what just happened. "He almost caught us."

She pulls off my cock just long enough to look up at me, her eyes gleaming with wicked delight. "Exciting, isn't it?" she says before diving back down, taking my entire length until her nose presses against my pubic bone.

The combination of her skilled mouth, the lingering adrenaline from nearly being caught, and the taboo nature of the whole situation pushes me rapidly toward climax. My fingers tighten in her hair, guiding her movements as I start to thrust into her mouth again.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn her, my voice tight with approaching orgasm. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum down your throat."

She moans around my cock, the vibration sending me hurtling over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, my cock pulsing as I shoot rope after rope of hot cum directly down her waiting throat. She swallows eagerly, her throat working to take everything I give her, not missing a drop.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant, my hips jerking involuntarily as she milks every last drop from me, her tongue lapping at the sensitive underside of my cock head.

When she finally pulls away, a string of saliva and cum connects her swollen lips to my softening cock. She licks it away with a deliberate swipe of her tongue, then sits back on her heels, looking up at me with a satisfied smile.

"Jesus Christ," I pant, my legs trembling from the force of my orgasm. "That was..."

"Just the beginning," she finishes for me, rising gracefully to her feet. She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, then reaches for her discarded bikini top, not bothering to put it on. "Jack will be gone for at least an hour. Probably longer, knowing him. He'll stop for coffee, run into someone he knows..."

She steps closer, pressing her bare chest against mine, her nipples hard against my skin. "That gives us plenty of time," she whispers, her lips brushing my ear.

My cock, impossibly, twitches with renewed interest against her thigh.

She pulls back, giving me a wink as she collects her things. "Come on, quarterback. Let's take this inside where we can be more... comfortable."


Chapter 3

Angelina leads me through the sliding glass door into a living room that screams money—sleek leather furniture, abstract art on the walls, and not a speck of dust anywhere. A massive flat-screen TV hangs on one wall, while floor-to-ceiling windows showcase the backyard we just left. The place smells like expensive perfume and lemon-scented cleaning products. My cock throbs against my gym shorts as I follow her, still unable to believe this is happening. She tosses her bikini top onto a side table like it's nothing, her perfect tits bouncing with each confident step.

"Jack's so clueless," she says with a laugh, running her fingers along the back of a black leather couch that probably costs more than my car. "I could be getting railed by the entire football team and he'd believe I was teaching you all a special stretching technique."

My cock twitches at the mental image of Angelina taking on multiple guys at once. Fuck, that's hot. But right now, I'm grateful she's all mine.

"That couch looks comfortable," she purrs, nodding toward the massive leather sectional. "Why don't you make yourself at home?"

I don't need to be told twice. I move to the couch and lie back against the cool leather, the material creaking slightly under my weight. Angelina watches me with hungry eyes, her gaze fixed on the obvious bulge in my shorts.

"For our special 'stretch and cardio workout,'" she says, making air quotes with her fingers, "we're going to need that big cock of yours."

My hands move to my waistband, pushing my shorts down and kicking them off. My cock springs free, already rock hard again despite having just cum in her mouth minutes ago. The power of being eighteen—I can go for hours.

"That's what I like to see," Angelina says, licking her lips as she stares at my erection. "Ready for action."

She hooks her thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottom and slowly—torturously—slides it down her long, tanned legs. I finally get to see her pussy, perfectly waxed with just a small strip of blonde hair above her slit. It's already glistening with arousal, her inner lips pink and swollen.

"Like what you see?" she asks, stepping out of the bikini and kicking it aside.

"Fuck yes," I groan, stroking my cock in anticipation. "You're even hotter naked than I imagined."

She smiles, clearly pleased with my reaction. "And I bet you imagined it a lot, didn't you?" She moves toward me, her hips swaying hypnotically. "Bet you jerked that big cock thinking about me, wondering what I look like under my swimsuits and sundresses."

I nod, not even bothering to deny it. "Every fucking night."

"Well," she says, reaching the couch and climbing onto it, "reality's about to be so much better than fantasy."

She straddles me, her knees sinking into the leather on either side of my hips. Her pussy hovers tantalizingly over my cock, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her core. Her tits sway above me, perfect teardrops capped with hard pink nipples that I'm desperate to taste.

"No condom?" I ask, suddenly remembering.

She smirks. "I'm on the pill. And I want to feel every inch of you. Unless you've got something I should worry about?"

I shake my head quickly. "Clean as of last month's physical."

"Good boy," she purrs, reaching between us to grasp my cock. She positions the head at her entrance, rubbing it through her slick folds. "I want you to fill me up with that big cock and fuck me like Jack never could."

With that, she sinks down onto me in one fluid motion, taking my entire length inside her. We both gasp at the sensation—her pussy is tight, gripping my cock like a vise, but so wet that I slide in without resistance.

"Holy fuck," I moan, my hands instinctively going to her hips. "You feel amazing."

"And you," she says, her voice strained as she adjusts to my size, "feel fucking huge inside me. God, I've needed this so badly."

She starts to move, lifting herself up until just the head of my cock remains inside her, then dropping back down hard. The slap of our skin echoes in the high-ceilinged room, mixing with our heavy breathing and occasional moans. Her tits bounce with each movement, hypnotic in their perfect rhythm.

I can't resist anymore. I lean forward, capturing one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard as she continues to ride me. She cries out, her pussy clenching around my shaft in response.

"Yes, that's it," she hisses, one hand going to the back of my head, holding me against her breast. "Suck my tits while I fuck you."

I alternate between her breasts, licking and sucking each nipple until they're rock hard and glistening with my saliva. My hands grip her ass, guiding her movements as she rides me harder and faster. The couch creaks beneath us, the leather squeaking with each thrust.

"Fuck, you're so big," she pants, her nails digging into my shoulders. "So much bigger than Jack. He couldn't fuck me like this if his life depended on it."

Her words send a surge of pride through me, my cock somehow growing even harder inside her. I thrust up to meet her downward movements, driving deeper into her pussy.

"You like that, don't you?" she says, her voice breathy with exertion. "Like knowing you're fucking me better than my husband ever could? Like knowing I'm going to be thinking about your cock every time he tries to satisfy me with his pathetic little dick?"

"Fuck yes," I growl, my mouth moving to her jawline, then her neck, kissing and sucking at the sensitive skin there. I know I might leave marks, but I don't care. Let her husband see them. Let him wonder.

"His cock hasn't made me cum in years," she confesses, her movements becoming more erratic as she chases her pleasure. "Always has to use his fingers or his mouth. But you—" she breaks off with a gasp as I thrust particularly deep, "—you're going to make me cum on your cock like a fucking freight train."

I feel her pussy starting to flutter around my shaft, a sure sign she's getting close. I increase my pace, planting my feet on the floor for leverage as I drive up into her. My mouth returns to her tits, teeth grazing her nipples as I suck them hard enough to leave marks.

"Fuck me harder than Jack ever could," she moans, leaning forward to whisper in my ear. "Make me forget his name."

Something primal takes over at her words. I wrap an arm around her waist and stand suddenly, lifting her with me. She squeals in surprise, her legs wrapping around my hips to keep my cock buried inside her. With quick steps, I carry her to a nearby table—some fancy glass thing with silver legs—and bend her over it.

As I position her, I notice something on the table—a framed wedding photo of Angelina and Jack, smiling in formal wear. The symbolism isn't lost on me, and apparently not on her either.

"Yes," she hisses, seeing where my eyes have gone. "Fuck me right here, in front of our wedding picture. Show him how a real man fucks his wife."

I grip her hips, pulling back until just the tip of my cock remains inside her, then slam forward with enough force to jolt the table. The wedding picture rattles but doesn't fall as I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

"Yes! Yes!" she cries, her hands gripping the edge of the table for support. "Just like that! Harder!"

I comply, fucking her with everything I've got, my balls slapping against her pussy with each thrust. Sweat drips down my chest, my breathing ragged as I pound into her.

"Tell me whose pussy this is now," I demand, surprising myself with my boldness.

"Yours!" she moans, pushing back to meet each thrust. "It's your pussy now! Oh god, I'm going to cum!"

Her back arches, her walls clamping down on my cock as her orgasm hits her. She cries out, a strangled sound of pure pleasure that echoes through the room. Her pussy pulses around me, milking my shaft, but I'm not ready to finish yet.

"I'm not done with you," I growl, continuing to thrust through her orgasm, prolonging her pleasure as she trembles beneath me.

I keep my grip tight on Angelina's hips as I pound into her from behind, the table creaking with each powerful thrust. Her ass jiggles with the impact, turning a light pink from the repeated slap of my pelvis against her flesh. She's bent over completely now, her cheek pressed against the cold glass tabletop, right next to her wedding photo. Her hands grip the edges of the table, knuckles white with the effort of holding herself steady against my relentless rhythm.

"That's it, quarterback," she moans, her voice vibrating with each impact. "Show me what that young cock can do."

Her words fuel something primal inside me. I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair, and pull back just enough to arch her spine. She gasps, her pussy clenching around my cock at the sudden domination.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I growl, yanking her hair harder. "Like being treated like a fuck toy?"

"Yes!" she cries out, her eyes rolling back. "Use me! Fucking use me!"

I tighten my grip on her hair, using it like reins to control her movements. My other hand digs into her hip, fingers sinking into her soft flesh hard enough to leave bruises. The thought of marking her—of her husband seeing my fingerprints on her body—sends a jolt of electricity down my spine.

The room fills with the obscene soundtrack of our fucking—the wet slap of skin on skin, the squelching sounds of my cock plunging into her soaked pussy, our heavy breathing and animalistic grunts. My balls swing forward with each thrust, slapping against her clit in a rhythm that makes her whimper.

"Harder!" she demands, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Fuck me harder! Make me feel it tomorrow!"

I comply, driving into her with enough force to make the table slide a few inches across the hardwood floor. The wedding picture rattles precariously close to the edge, but neither of us cares enough to save it.

"Tell me how much better I am than him," I demand, giving her hair another sharp tug. "Tell me whose cock you need."

"Yours!" she gasps, her words broken by the force of my thrusts. "Your cock is so much better! So much bigger! So much harder! Jack—ugh—Jack can't—fuck!—can't fuck me like this!"

Her words feed my ego, making me thrust even harder. I release her hair and move my hand to her throat, wrapping my fingers around it from behind. I don't squeeze hard—just enough to let her feel my control, enough to restrict her breathing slightly.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" I pant, feeling her swallow against my palm. "To be fucked like a whore by a guy young enough to be your son?"

"Yes!" she chokes out, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft. "Wanted it—since I first—saw you working out—fuck!"

I lean over her back, my chest pressing against her, my mouth close to her ear. "You're going to be my personal MILF slut from now on," I whisper, nipping at her earlobe. "Whenever I want to fuck, you're going to spread your legs for me."

"God, yes," she moans, turning her head to try to kiss me. I allow it, our tongues meeting in a sloppy, desperate kiss as I continue to pound into her from behind. "Use me whenever you want. I'll be your fuck doll."

The dirty talk pushes me closer to the edge, but I'm determined to make her cum again before I finish. I adjust my angle, driving upward into that spot that makes her whole body jerk with each thrust.

"You feel that?" I grunt, tightening my grip on her throat. "Feel my cock hitting your g-spot? Gonna make you cum so hard you scream my name."

"Yes! Right there! Don't stop!" she cries, her voice strained from the pressure on her throat.

Her pussy gets impossibly tighter, fluttering around my shaft as her second orgasm approaches. I maintain my punishing pace, hitting that same spot over and over, watching as she unravels beneath me.

"Gonna cum," she gasps, her breathing shallow under my choking grip. "Gonna cum on your big fucking cock!"

"Do it," I command, releasing her throat to grab her hair again. "Cum for me, you fucking slut. Show me how much you love this teenage dick."

That pushes her over the edge. She screams—a raw, primal sound that tears from her throat as her entire body convulses. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsing and squeezing as she rides out her orgasm. Wetness gushes around my shaft, dripping down to coat my balls and her inner thighs.

"Richard! Fuck! Yes!" she wails, her body shaking with the force of her climax.

I don't slow down, continuing to thrust through her orgasm, prolonging it until she's a trembling, incoherent mess beneath me. Her legs give out, and I have to wrap an arm around her waist to keep her upright as I continue to fuck her.

"Don't stop," she slurs, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Keep fucking me. Use me."

Her submission is intoxicating. Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine I'd have Angelina Pitt—the neighborhood MILF, the woman every guy fantasizes about—bent over her own furniture, begging me to use her body for my pleasure. It's better than scoring the winning touchdown, better than any high school party, better than anything I've ever experienced.

"You're mine now," I tell her, emphasizing each word with a deep thrust. "This pussy belongs to me."

"Yours," she agrees, her voice dreamy and distant. "All yours."

I feel my own orgasm building, my balls tightening as the familiar pressure builds at the base of my spine. But I'm not ready to finish yet—not when there's still more of Angelina to explore, more positions to take her in, more ways to make her scream my name.

I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and whimpering at the loss. Before she can protest, I flip her over onto her back, the glass table cool against her sweat-slick skin. Her tits jiggle with the movement, her nipples still hard and red from my earlier attention.

"What are you—" she begins, but I cut her off by roughly spreading her legs and plunging back into her in one swift motion.

"Want to see your face when you cum," I growl, hooking her legs over my shoulders, folding her nearly in half as I resume my brutal pace. "Want to watch those pretty eyes roll back when you scream my name."

Her mouth falls open in a silent scream as I hit even deeper in this position. Her tits bounce wildly with each thrust, her face contorted in a mixture of pain and pleasure that's the sexiest thing I've ever seen.

"Too much," she gasps, but her hands clutch at my arms, pulling me closer rather than pushing me away. "Too deep. So good. Fuck!"

I'm relentless, driving into her with everything I have, my stamina fueled by adrenaline and teenage hormones. The wedding picture finally loses its battle with gravity, toppling over with a thud that neither of us acknowledges.

I pound into Angelina with relentless force, my cock driving deep into her pussy as she lies sprawled on the glass table. Her legs are wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass to pull me deeper with each thrust. I'm close—so fucking close—the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with each slap against her ass. Her tits bounce wildly with each impact, hypnotic in their perfect rhythm.

"I'm gonna cum," I grunt, my movements becoming more erratic as I approach the edge. "Where do you want it?"

Her eyes light up with mischief. "On my face," she purrs, surprising me. "Want to feel your hot cum all over my face."

The image alone nearly pushes me over the edge. I pull out with a groan, my cock slick with her juices, achingly hard and throbbing with need. Angelina slides off the table with surprising agility for someone who's just been fucked senseless and drops to her knees in front of me.

She looks up, her mascara smeared, hair wild from my rough handling, lips swollen from our kisses. She's a mess—a beautiful, fuckable mess—and the sight of her on her knees waiting for my cum makes my cock twitch eagerly.

"Give it to me," she demands, one hand reaching up to stroke my shaft while the other cups my balls. "Cum for me, quarterback."

I grab my cock, stroking it rapidly as she tilts her head back, mouth open in expectation. It only takes a few strokes before I'm there, the pleasure cresting like a tidal wave.

"Fuck!" I shout as the first rope of cum shoots out, landing across her cheek and nose. I keep stroking, my hips jerking as I paint her face with thick streaks of white. Some lands on her lips, which she eagerly licks clean. More decorates her forehead, eyelids, and chin. By the time I'm done, her face is covered, cum dripping down to her tits.

"Jesus Christ," I pant, my legs shaking from the force of my orgasm. "That was..."

"Amazing," she finishes for me, running a finger through the mess on her cheek and sucking it clean. The sight makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. "You taste good, Richard."

She rises to her feet, cum still dripping down her face, and presses her naked body against mine for a deep, filthy kiss. I can taste myself on her tongue, which should be gross but somehow just turns me on more.

"We should clean up," she says against my lips. "Jack will be back soon."

Reality crashes back in. Right. Her husband. The one who could walk in at any moment and find me naked with his cum-covered wife. I step back, suddenly aware of our surroundings—the knocked-over wedding photo, the mess we've made of the table, the distinct smell of sex hanging in the air.

Angelina seems unconcerned, sauntering over to her discarded bikini with cum still on her face. She picks up the bottom first, stepping into it and pulling it up her long legs. The top comes next, barely containing her magnificent tits. She makes no move to clean her face yet, and I find myself staring at my handiwork with a primal sense of satisfaction.

I grab my shorts from where they landed on the couch and pull them on quickly. My heart rate is finally returning to normal when we both freeze at the sound of a car door slamming outside.

"Shit," Angelina hisses, suddenly moving faster. "He's early."

She grabs a tissue from a box on an end table and starts hastily wiping at her face, but the cum has already started to dry, leaving visible streaks. There's no time to wash it off properly before we hear keys in the front door.

"Angie? I'm home," Jack calls out as he enters.

Angelina shoots me a look that says 'act natural' as Jack walks into the living room. He stops short when he sees us—me standing awkwardly by the couch, Angelina in her bikini with unmistakable white streaks still visible on her face.

Jack blinks behind his thick glasses, squinting slightly as he takes in the scene. "What's going on?" he asks, his voice more confused than suspicious. "What's that on your face, Angie?"

My heart pounds in my chest, certain that this is it—I'm about to get my ass kicked by a fifty-year-old man or, worse, reported to the police. But Angelina just laughs, the sound surprisingly natural and casual.

"Oh, Richard was helping me with a new workout routine," she says smoothly. "I got a little overheated and spilled some milk on myself when I was taking a break."

Milk? Seriously? That's the best she could come up with? There's no way he's going to believe that. I brace myself for the explosion, for the accusations, for the fight that's surely coming.

But to my utter disbelief, Jack just nods, setting his keys down on a side table. "You should be more careful, honey. Did you get any on the furniture?"

I stare at him in amazement. Is he blind? Or just incredibly naive? The evidence is literally all over his wife's face, and he's worried about the furniture?

"No, it's fine," Angelina assures him, shooting me a triumphant smile over Jack's shoulder. "Richard was very careful. He's good at what he does."

I have to cough to cover the laugh that threatens to escape at her double entendre.

"Well, that's good," Jack says, moving toward the kitchen. "I'm going to grab some water. Can I get you two anything?"

"We're fine, thanks," Angelina calls after him. Once he's out of earshot, she turns to me with a wicked grin. "See? Told you he wouldn't notice."

I shake my head in disbelief, keeping my voice low. "He's looking right at you. How does he not see...?" I gesture vaguely at her face.

She shrugs, her tits bouncing enticingly with the movement. "Poor eyesight. And he sees what he expects to see." She steps closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Which means we can do this again. Anytime you want."

My cock stirs at her words, already eager for round two despite having just had the most intense orgasm of my life.

"Richard's been a huge help with my workout routine, honey," Angelina calls out as Jack returns with a glass of water. "I think he's going to help me with a lot more special workouts from now on."

Jack smiles, completely oblivious to what's really happening. "That's nice of you, Richard. Angie's been talking about getting in better shape."

If he only knew what kind of "workout" his wife had just gotten.

"Happy to help, sir," I say, somehow keeping a straight face. "Anytime."

"You should come by tomorrow," Angelina suggests, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "I have some new positions—I mean exercises—I want to try."

Jack nods approvingly. "That sounds great. I'll be at work all day, so you two will have plenty of time to... exercise."

I catch Angelina's eye over Jack's shoulder, and she runs her tongue slowly over her lips, tasting the last traces of my cum that she missed earlier. The message is clear: this is just the beginning.

"I'll definitely be back tomorrow," I promise, already imagining what new adventures await. "Can't miss a workout, right?"

Angelina's smile is pure sin as she walks me to the door. "Right. Health is everything." She leans in close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispers, "And I need to keep my fuck doll skills sharp."

As I head back to my house, I can't wipe the grin off my face. Summer vacation just got a whole lot more interesting.


Book 2


Chapter 1

My hips slam against Angelina's ass with each thrust, her body bent over the hood of her Mercedes. The garage is filled with the wet slapping sound of our bodies and her muffled moans. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back as I drive my cock deeper into her pussy from behind. The metal of the car hood creaks with our movement, but I don't care if anyone hears. There's nothing better than fucking the hottest MILF in the neighborhood—especially when she's married to someone else.

"You like that, don't you, you fucking slut?" I growl into her ear, my breath hot against her neck.

"Yes! Fuck me harder!" she gasps, her voice breaking with each thrust.

The fact that I'm only eighteen and she's pushing forty makes it even hotter. Star quarterback fucks the neighbor's trophy MILF wife—it's like a porno come to life. And she can't get enough of my young cock. Ever since that day she caught me checking her out while working out in the backyard, she's been insatiable. Her husband Jack doesn't have a clue what's happening right under his nose.

I pull out almost completely before slamming back into her, making her whole body jerk forward against the cool metal hood. Her pussy grips me tight, so wet and ready for me. The afternoon sun filters through the garage windows, illuminating beads of sweat on her perfect skin. For a woman her age, her body is incredible—firm tits, tight ass, flat stomach. No one would believe she's forty.

"Look at you, taking a teenager's cock while your husband's at work," I taunt, giving her ass a hard slap that echoes through the garage. A red handprint forms immediately on her pale skin. "What would people say if they knew the prissy Mrs. Pitt loves getting fucked by the neighbor boy?"

"I don't care," she moans, pushing her ass back against me. "Just don't stop!"

I tighten my grip in her hair, pulling harder until her back arches at an impossible angle. With my free hand, I reach around to grab one of her tits, squeezing it roughly through the thin fabric of her opened blouse. Her nipple is hard against my palm.

"You're just a fucking whore, aren't you?" I hiss, increasing my pace. My balls slap against her with each thrust, creating a rhythm that drives us both wild. "Say it."

"I'm a whore," she gasps, her eyes closed in ecstasy. "I'm your fucking whore, Richard!"

Hearing my name on her lips like that sends a jolt of electricity through my body. I lean down, still pumping into her, and grab her chin, turning her face toward mine. I spit directly into her open mouth, watching as she eagerly accepts it, swallowing and moaning for more.

"That's it, take it all," I command, spitting again. "Nasty fucking MILF. Your husband has no idea what a dirty slut you really are."

She moans louder, her pussy clenching around my cock. The sensation nearly makes me cum, but I hold back. I'm not ready to finish yet. I want to make this last, want to see how much she can take.

"Please, Richard," she begs, her voice desperate. "Harder!"

I oblige, pounding into her with all the strength in my eighteen-year-old body. The car rocks beneath us, and I wonder if it might set off the alarm. The thought of being caught only makes me harder. What would the neighbors think if they saw their star quarterback balls-deep in Mrs. Pitt?

"You love this young cock, don't you?" I growl, slapping her ass again, harder this time. "Answer me!"

"Yes! God, yes!" she cries out. "I love your cock! It's so big, so much bigger than Jack's!"

I chuckle darkly, leaning down to bite her earlobe. "Of course it is. That's why you keep coming back for more."

Her breathing becomes more erratic, her moans higher pitched. I know she's close. I can feel her pussy pulsing around me, getting wetter with each thrust. I spit in her mouth again, and this time she moans so loudly I have to clamp my hand over her lips.

"Shut up, you'll get us caught," I hiss, but the danger only makes it more intense. My hand slides down to her clit, finding it swollen and slick. I rub it in tight circles as I continue to thrust, and her whole body starts to shake.

"I'm gonna cum," she whimpers against my hand. "Richard, I'm gonna cum!"

"Do it," I command. "Cum on my cock like the dirty whore you are."

That pushes her over the edge. Her pussy clamps down around me like a vice, her whole body tensing as the orgasm crashes through her. She tries to scream but it's muffled by my hand. Her back arches impossibly further, and I can feel the wetness gushing around my cock.

The sight of her completely lost in pleasure, coupled with the tight grip of her pussy, is too much for me. I feel my own orgasm building, that familiar tightening in my balls.

"I'm gonna fill you up," I grunt, my hips moving in a frenzy. "Take my fucking cum."

"Yes!" she moans. "Cum inside me!"

With one final thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her pussy. I groan through gritted teeth, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. The world goes white for a moment as pleasure courses through my entire body.

We stay like that for a moment, both panting, my cock still pulsing inside her as the last drops of cum leak out. Slowly, I pull out, watching as a mixture of our fluids drips down her thigh. It's a sight that makes my spent cock twitch with interest again.

Angelina stands up shakily, fixing her blouse and smoothing down her skirt. Her hair is a mess from my rough handling, her makeup smudged. She looks thoroughly fucked, and the knowledge that I did that to her fills me with pride.

"God, that was amazing," she says, her voice still breathless. She reaches down to touch herself, collecting some of my cum on her fingers before bringing them to her mouth and sucking them clean. "You keep getting better at this."

I smirk, tucking my cock back into my jeans. "Practice makes perfect."

She laughs, a throaty sound that promises more to come. She steps closer, pressing her body against mine, her lips brushing my ear.

"Meet me at the Belleview Resort this Friday," she whispers. "Jack and I will be there for the weekend, but he has some business meetings." Her hand snakes down to cup my crotch. "I want you to fuck me in our suite while he's away. The thought of it makes me so wet."

My cock stirs again at her words. "What if he catches us?"

She smiles wickedly, squeezing me through my jeans. "That's part of the thrill, isn't it? Besides, he's so oblivious he probably wouldn't even notice if we fucked right in front of him."

The idea sends a jolt of excitement through me. "I'll be there."

"Good boy," she purrs, giving me one last squeeze before stepping back. "Now go, before someone sees your car."

I steal one more look at her—flushed, disheveled, marked by my hands—before slipping out of the garage. Friday can't come soon enough.


Chapter 2

I pull up to the Belleview Resort in my beat-up Camaro, feeling seriously out of place among the Benzes and Beamers. The valet gives me a skeptical look before taking my keys. The lobby is all marble and crystal, reeking of old money and privilege. I adjust my duffel bag on my shoulder and head for the front desk, heart pounding with anticipation of the weekend ahead. Then I see them—Angelina and Jack, standing right by the concierge desk. Fuck. I wasn't supposed to run into them together like this. Angelina locks eyes with me, and I can see the momentary panic before she puts on her act.

"Richard?" Angelina's voice rises with fake surprise. She's wearing a tight white dress that hugs every curve of her body, showing just enough cleavage to make my mouth water. "What on earth are you doing here?"

Jack turns around, his eyes magnified behind those thick glasses of his. He looks like a confused owl as he squints at me, then breaks into a friendly smile. He has no fucking idea I've been balls-deep in his wife multiple times a week for the past week.

"Well, well! Isn't this a funny coincidence?" Jack says, extending his hand to me. I shake it, fighting the urge to smirk. This hand has been wrapped around his wife's throat while I fucked her on their kitchen counter. "Running into my wife's personal trainer at a resort like this!"

I glance at Angelina, who gives me a subtle wink. So that's the cover story she's been feeding him. Personal trainer. Not bad.

"Yeah, total coincidence," I say, scratching the back of my neck. "I, uh, won a weekend stay here. Football team raffle."

"How wonderful!" Jack claps me on the shoulder. "Star quarterback deserves some luxury, eh? Angelina tells me you've been working her very hard." He chuckles at his own words, oblivious to the double entendre.

Angelina steps closer to me, her perfume invading my senses. "Richard has been incredible," she purrs, her eyes locked with mine. "He really knows how to push me to my limits."

I swallow hard, feeling my cock stir in my jeans. She's playing with fire right in front of her husband, and it's turning me on more than I care to admit.

"Just doing my job, Mrs. Pitt," I say with a straight face.

Jack adjusts his glasses. "We're here for the weekend too. I have some business meetings, but Angelina will be mostly free." He looks at his wife. "Maybe you two can continue your... what do you call them? Sessions?"

"That's a wonderful idea, honey," Angelina says, touching her husband's arm while giving me a look that promises filthy things. "Richard keeps me in such good shape."

The receptionist calls me over to check in. As I'm getting my room key, I hear Angelina's voice behind me, speaking to the staff.

"Excuse me, but is it possible to put Mr. Long in a room near ours? He's my fitness trainer, and we often do early morning sessions." Her voice is sweet and professional. "It would be so much more convenient."

The receptionist taps at her computer. "We can place him in room 412, which is directly adjacent to your suite, Mrs. Pitt."

"Perfect," Angelina says with a smile that doesn't show her true intentions.

Jack nods approvingly. "That's smart thinking, dear. Makes those morning workouts easier to schedule."

If he only knew what kind of "workouts" his wife had in mind. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing.

"That works for me," I say, taking my key card. "I'm always happy to accommodate Mrs. Pitt's... training needs."

We ride the elevator together, an excruciating experience as Angelina stands beside me, occasionally letting her hand brush against mine. Jack rambles on about the resort amenities, completely unaware of the electric tension between his wife and me.

"Well, this is us," Jack says when we reach the fourth floor. He points to their suite, 414, and then to my room, 412. "Just a knock away if Angelina needs her... what do you call it? That special stretching routine?"

"Dynamic flexibility training," Angelina supplies smoothly, giving me a heated look. "Richard has shown me positions I never thought possible."

I cough to cover my reaction. "It's all about pushing the body's natural limits, Mr. Pitt."

"Fascinating," Jack says, looking genuinely interested. "Well, I've got to make some calls. Dinner later, dear?"

"Of course, honey," Angelina says, kissing his cheek. "I might rest a bit first. The drive was exhausting."

As Jack disappears into their suite, Angelina lingers in the hallway with me. She glances around quickly to make sure we're alone.

"I can't believe you're really here," she whispers, her eyes dark with desire. "The things I'm going to let you do to me this weekend..." She leans in, her lips almost touching my ear. "Be ready. I'll text you."

With that, she follows her husband into their suite, leaving me standing in the hallway with a hard-on straining against my jeans. I unlock my room and step inside, tossing my duffel bag onto the king-size bed. The room is luxurious—way nicer than anything I could afford on my own. A large window overlooks the resort's sprawling grounds, with the ocean visible in the distance.

I kick off my shoes and lie back on the bed, thinking about Angelina in that tight white dress, and how I'm going to peel it off her later. Just as I'm considering taking matters into my own hands to relieve some tension, my phone buzzes with a text.

It's from Angelina. I open it and nearly drop my phone. She's sent a picture of herself, topless in what must be their bathroom, her large breasts on full display. Her nipples are hard, and she's biting her lower lip in that way that drives me crazy. The text beneath it reads:

"My pussy is already wet thinking about you ruining me this weekend. Jack will be right in the next room while you fuck me senseless. I need your big cock inside me so bad. Get ready."

My cock is instantly rock hard. I stare at the picture, taking in every inch of her perfect body. The knowledge that her oblivious husband is just a thin wall away while she's sending me nudes makes everything more intense. The danger, the secrecy, the raw lust—it's a fucking rush like nothing else.

I text back: "I'm going to make you scream so loud he'll hear you cumming on my cock."

Her response comes seconds later: "Promise? 😈"

I grin at my phone, already imagining all the ways I'm going to take her this weekend. Poor Jack has no fucking clue what's coming—or rather, who his wife will be coming for.


Chapter 3

I'm sprawled on the king-size bed, flipping through channels on the massive TV when my phone buzzes against the nightstand. Angelina's name flashes on the screen, sending a jolt straight to my cock. The message is simple: "Jack's at his meeting. Room 414. Door's unlocked. Come now."

I'm off the bed in seconds, adjusting my already hardening dick in my shorts. The thought of her waiting for me, probably naked and wet, has me moving like I'm rushing the end zone in the final seconds of a championship game.

I check myself in the mirror—running a hand through my hair, making sure there's nothing in my teeth. Silly, maybe, but I want to look good for my MILF. I step out into the hallway, glancing both ways to make sure Jack isn't lurking around. The coast is clear. Three quick strides and I'm at her door, my heart pounding in my chest. I try the handle. It turns easily, just like she promised.

The suite is massive compared to my room—a spacious living area with plush furniture and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean. But I'm not here for the view. At least, not that one.

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

"In here," her sultry voice responds from the bedroom.

I follow the sound, pushing open the partially closed door, and my breath catches in my throat. Angelina is sprawled across the king-sized bed, wearing nothing but a white hotel bathrobe that's hanging open, exposing every inch of her incredible body. Her blonde hair is spread across the pillow, her lips painted a deep red. Her tits rise and fall with each breath, nipples hard and begging for attention. Between her slightly parted legs, I can see she's completely bare, her pussy glistening with arousal.

"Took you long enough," she purrs, running a hand down her body. "I've been waiting."

"Fuck," is all I can manage as I stand there, drinking in the sight of her. My cock is already straining against my shorts, forming a visible tent.

She licks her lips, her eyes locked on my crotch. "Is that for me?"

I move closer to the bed, my confidence returning. "You know it is. Been thinking about this since I got your text."

"Then why don't you let me see it?" She sits up slightly, the movement causing the robe to fall further open. "I want to taste you."

I don't need to be told twice. I pull my shirt over my head, tossing it aside. Her eyes roam hungrily over my muscular chest and abs—the result of years of football training. I unbutton my shorts, letting them drop to the floor along with my boxers. My cock springs free, fully hard and pointing straight at her.

"God, I love your young cock," she moans, getting onto her hands and knees and crawling toward the edge of the bed. "So big and hard. Always ready for me."

She reaches out, wrapping her delicate fingers around my shaft. The contrast of her red nails against my flesh sends a shiver down my spine. She strokes me slowly, from base to tip, her touch teasing yet firm.

"You like when I touch you like this?" she asks, her voice dripping with desire.

"Fuck yeah," I groan, my hips involuntarily pushing forward into her hand.

She leans forward, her lips just inches from my cock. I can feel her hot breath against my sensitive skin. "Tell me what you want."

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, guiding her face closer to my throbbing member. "I want you to suck my cock. Deep and sloppy, just how I like it."

Her eyes darken with lust as she opens her mouth, her tongue darting out to lick the pre-cum from my tip. "Whatever you want, quarterback."

Without warning, she takes me into her mouth, enveloping half my length in one go. The wet heat of her mouth is incredible, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she begins to bob her head. She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through my body.

I keep my hand tangled in her hair, controlling her movements. "That's it, take it deeper."

She responds by relaxing her throat, allowing me to push further into her mouth until I feel the back of her throat. Her eyes water slightly, but she doesn't pull back. Instead, she looks up at me, maintaining eye contact as she deep-throats my cock.

"Fuck, you're such a good cocksucker," I growl, starting to thrust into her mouth. "Such a perfect fucking mouth."

Saliva begins to drip from the corners of her lips as I face-fuck her, creating the wet, sloppy sounds that turn me on so much. She reaches up with one hand, cupping and massaging my balls as she continues to work my shaft with her mouth.

"That's it, you fucking slut," I hiss, pushing deeper. "Take it all."

She gags slightly but doesn't stop, her enthusiasm only increasing. She pulls back just enough to catch her breath, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. Her hand takes over, stroking me firmly while she catches her breath.

"You like it when I choke on your big cock?" she asks, her voice raspy from the throat-fucking.

"Fuck yes," I groan. "Love seeing those pretty lips stretched around my dick."

She smiles wickedly before diving back down, taking me deep again. This time, she uses both her mouth and hand in tandem, creating an incredible sensation. Her hand twists as it follows her mouth, her saliva making everything slick and wet.

"You're going to make me cum if you keep that up," I warn, my cock twitching in her mouth.

She pulls off with a pop, looking up at me with lust-filled eyes. "Not yet. I want to taste every inch of you first."

She begins to lick up and down my shaft, paying special attention to the sensitive underside. Her tongue traces the veins, her hand still stroking me steadily. She moves lower, taking each of my balls into her mouth, sucking gently while her hand works my cock.

"Jesus Christ," I moan, my head falling back. "Your mouth is fucking incredible."

"You haven't seen anything yet," she purrs, before returning to my cock and taking me deeper than before.

I look down to see her taking nearly my entire length, her nose brushing against my pelvis. The sight is so erotic I have to fight back the urge to cum right then.

"That's it, you fucking whore," I growl, thrusting harder now. "Take that young cock down your throat while your husband's at his meeting. You think he knows what a slut his wife is? How she loves choking on teenage dick?"

She moans around me, the degrading words clearly turning her on. Her free hand moves between her legs, and I can tell she's touching herself, getting off on being used like this.

I grip her hair tighter, controlling her movements completely now. "Look at me while I fuck your face."

Her eyes meet mine, glazed over with lust. Tears streak her mascara from the force of my thrusts, but she doesn't try to pull away. The sloppy sounds of her mouth on my cock fill the room, along with my grunts and her muffled moans.

"Such a good fucking cocksucker," I praise her, my voice strained with pleasure. "Born to suck dick, weren't you?"

She can only moan in response, her mouth full of my cock as I continue to thrust. Her hand works in perfect rhythm with her mouth, creating a sensation that's driving me wild. Spit drips down her chin and onto her tits, making them glisten in the afternoon light.

The knowledge that her husband could return at any moment, that we're in their shared suite, only adds to the intensity. I'm face-fucking another man's wife, and she's loving every second of it.

The wet, sloppy sounds of Angelina sucking my cock fill the room when suddenly a ringtone cuts through the air. Her phone vibrates on the nightstand, Jack's face lighting up the screen. Our eyes lock, and I expect her to stop, to grab the phone and compose herself. But instead, a wicked smile spreads across her lips as she pulls my cock from her mouth with a lewd pop, keeping her hand firmly wrapped around my shaft, stroking slowly.

"I should get that," she whispers, her eyes glinting with mischief. "It's Jack."

She reaches for the phone with her free hand while continuing to stroke me. My cock is slick with her saliva, making her hand glide effortlessly up and down my length. She swipes to answer, putting the phone to her ear.

"Hi honey," she says, her voice suddenly innocent and casual. There's no hint that she's currently jerking off a teenager in their hotel suite.

I can hear Jack's muffled voice through the phone, but can't make out what he's saying. Angelina continues to pump my cock, her grip tightening slightly. The danger of the situation has me harder than ever.

"Oh, I'm just relaxing in the room," she lies smoothly. "Taking a little break before dinner."

Her eyes never leave mine as she leans forward and, while still on the phone, runs her tongue along the underside of my shaft. I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning loud enough for Jack to hear.

"Yes, the meeting's going well?" she asks her husband, before taking just the head of my cock into her mouth and sucking gently.

I thread my fingers through her hair, fighting the urge to thrust deeper. The knowledge that her husband is on the other end of the line, completely oblivious to what his wife is doing, is the hottest fucking thing I've ever experienced.

"Mmm-hmm," she hums in response to something Jack says, the vibration sending shockwaves of pleasure through my cock.

She pulls off again but keeps her hand moving. "Oh, that noise? I'm just watching TV," she explains, then mouths "be quiet" to me with a wink.

Jack must say something funny because she forces a laugh while simultaneously twisting her wrist around the head of my cock in a way that makes my knees weak.

"Yes, I might do a quick workout with Richard later," she says, emphasizing my name while looking up at me with lust-filled eyes. "You know how I need my... exercise."

The double entendre almost makes me lose it. She dips her head again, taking me deeper this time, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks harder. I grab the base of my cock, squeezing hard to prevent myself from cumming too soon.

"Okay, honey. Enjoy the rest of your meeting. Love you too. Bye." She hangs up and tosses the phone aside, immediately taking me deep into her throat again.

"Holy fuck," I groan, finally able to be vocal. "That was the hottest thing ever."

She pulls off my cock, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip. "You like that? Knowing I'm sucking your cock while talking to my husband?"

"Fuck yes," I growl, pulling her up by her arms. "But now I need to be inside you."

I push her back onto the bed, her robe falling completely open. She looks like a fantasy spread out before me—blonde hair splayed across the pillows, tits heaving with each breath, legs parting in invitation.

"Take me," she purrs. "Fuck me like the slut I am."

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. My cock is throbbing, aching to be inside her. I grab her wrists and pin them above her head with one hand, asserting my dominance. With my free hand, I guide my cock to her entrance, finding her soaking wet.

"Look at how wet you are," I taunt, rubbing the head of my cock through her folds. "Getting your pussy all ready for me while talking to your husband. Such a fucking whore."

"Please," she whimpers, trying to lift her hips to take me in. "I need it."

"Need what?" I ask, still teasing her entrance. "Say it."

"I need your cock," she begs. "Please, Richard. Fuck me."

Without warning, I thrust all the way in, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, wet pussy. We both cry out at the sensation. She's so fucking tight, gripping my cock like a vise.

"Fuck! Yes!" she moans, her back arching off the bed. "God, you feel so big inside me!"

I keep her wrists pinned with one hand while the other grips her hip, holding her in place as I begin to thrust. Each stroke is deep and hard, making her tits bounce with the impact.

"You fucking love it, don't you?" I growl, leaning down to bite her neck.

"Yes! God, yes!" she cries, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper.

The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room as I pound into her. Her pussy makes wet, squelching noises with each thrust, evidence of just how turned on she is.

"Your pussy belongs to me," I hiss into her ear, increasing my pace. "Not his. Mine."

"Yours," she agrees breathlessly. "All yours. Fuck me harder!"

I release her wrists to grip both her hips, angling her pelvis to hit deeper. Her hands immediately fly to my shoulders, nails digging into my skin hard enough to leave marks. The pain only spurs me on, making me thrust harder, faster.

"Is this what you want?" I demand, sweat beading on my forehead with the effort. "Getting your married pussy pounded by young cock?"

"Yes! Fuck! Don't stop!" she moans, her eyes rolling back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot.

I reach down between us, finding her clit with my thumb. I rub circles around the swollen bud while continuing to thrust deep inside her. Her reaction is immediate—her whole body tenses, her pussy clenching around me even tighter.

"Oh god, Richard! I'm going to cum!" she cries out, her voice rising dangerously loud.

I clamp my free hand over her mouth. "Quiet," I command. "Unless you want the whole floor to hear what a slut you are."

Her eyes widen at the degradation, but I can feel her pussy pulsing around me. She likes it. I continue to thrust while rubbing her clit, feeling her body start to shake beneath me.

"That's it," I encourage, removing my hand from her mouth to grab her throat instead. I apply just enough pressure to make her gasp, but not enough to hurt her. "Cum on my cock. Show me what a good little whore you are."

The combination of my cock filling her, my thumb on her clit, and my hand on her throat pushes her over the edge. She comes undone, her whole body convulsing as the orgasm rips through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock rhythmically, milking me as she rides out the waves of pleasure.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she chants, her eyes squeezed shut, face contorted in ecstasy.

The sight of her coming apart beneath me, combined with the incredible feeling of her pussy spasming around my cock, has me racing toward my own climax. My thrusts become more erratic, more desperate.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn, my voice strained. "Gonna fill this married pussy with my cum."

"Do it," she urges, her hands gripping my ass to pull me deeper. "Cum inside me. I want to feel it."

That's all the encouragement I need. With one final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode. My cock pulses as I pump load after load of hot cum deep into her womb. The sensation is so intense I see stars, my entire body shuddering with the force of my orgasm.

"Fuck!" I groan, collapsing on top of her as the last spurts of cum leave my body.

We lie there for a moment, both panting, my cock still twitching inside her as the last waves of pleasure wash over us. I can feel our combined fluids leaking out around my shaft, soaking the sheets beneath us.

"Holy shit," I finally manage, rolling off her to lie on my back beside her. "That was..."

"Amazing," she finishes for me, a satisfied smile on her face. She trails her fingers down my chest, still catching her breath. "The best part? Jack has no idea what just happened."

The thought sends a fresh jolt of excitement through me, despite my spent state. "His wife just got fucked senseless by the neighbor boy," I say with a smirk.

Angelina laughs, a throaty sound that makes my cock stir again despite having just cum. "And he thinks we're just doing fitness training."

She reaches down between her legs, gathering some of my cum on her fingers before bringing them to her mouth and sucking them clean. The sight makes my breath catch.

"Mmm," she hums appreciatively. "You always taste so good."


Chapter 4

After a quick shower to wash away the evidence of our fuck session, I pull on my swim trunks and head down to the resort pool. The afternoon sun beats down on my shoulders as I push through the glass doors to the pool deck. The water sparkles turquoise under the cloudless sky, surrounded by pristine lounge chairs and swaying palm trees. I scan the area, looking for an empty spot, when my eyes land on them—Angelina and Jack, already settled on two loungers near the shallow end. Angelina's wearing a tiny white bikini that barely contains her tits, her skin glistening with tanning oil. Jack sits beside her, nose buried in a magazine, completely oblivious to how every guy around the pool is eye-fucking his wife. Including me.

I grab a towel from the attendant and make my way toward an empty chair a few spots down from them. Angelina spots me first, her eyes lighting up behind her designer sunglasses. She nudges Jack, who looks up from his reading.

"Richard!" he calls out, waving me over like we're old friends. "Come join us! Plenty of room here."

I stroll over, trying to act casual. "Hey, Mr. Pitt. Mrs. Pitt." I nod at each of them, lingering a second longer on Angelina. Just an hour ago, I was balls-deep inside her, and now I'm making small talk with her husband.

"Please, call me Jack," he insists, gesturing to the empty lounger beside Angelina. "How are you enjoying the resort so far?"

I drape my towel over the chair, very aware of Angelina's eyes tracking my movements. "It's pretty amazing. Way nicer than anywhere I've stayed before."

"The perks of being a grown-up," Jack chuckles, completely missing the irony that I'm here to fuck his wife.

I sit down, and Angelina immediately shifts in her lounger, adjusting her position so that her legs are slightly parted toward me. The thin fabric of her white bikini bottom clings to her pussy lips, and I can tell she's still wet from earlier. My cock twitches in my swim trunks at the sight.

"I was just telling Angelina about this couple I met at the bar earlier," Jack continues, oblivious to the silent exchange between his wife and me. "They're here for a marriage retreat. Apparently, they needed to 'reconnect.'" He makes air quotes with his fingers, looking amused. "Can you imagine needing a special retreat just to talk to your spouse?"

Angelina rolls her eyes. "Some people have communication issues, Jack."

"Not us, though," Jack says proudly, patting her leg. "Fifteen years and still going strong. Right, dear?"

"Mmm-hmm," Angelina hums noncommittally, her eyes still fixed on me. She runs her tongue over her bottom lip, a gesture so subtle Jack misses it completely.

I clear my throat. "I think I'm gonna cool off in the pool." I stand up, adjusting my trunks to hide my growing erection.

"Good idea," Angelina says suddenly, sitting up. "I should do some of those aquatic stretches you showed me, Richard. They really help with my... flexibility."

Jack nods encouragingly. "Yes, go ahead, dear. Don't let me stop your fitness routine."

I dive into the pool, the cool water a welcome relief against my heated skin. When I surface, Angelina is entering via the steps, her movements deliberate and sensual. The water makes her white bikini semi-transparent, and I can see the outline of her nipples poking through the fabric.

She wades over to me, stopping when the water reaches just below her breasts. We're in the shallow end, close enough to Jack for him to see us, but far enough that he can't hear our conversation over the ambient noise of the pool area.

"Miss me?" she whispers, her voice husky.

"It's been a whole hour," I reply with a smirk. "I was dying."

She laughs, the sound making my cock stiffen further. "Let me show you that special stretch I was talking about."

She turns her back to me, making a show of extending her arms above her head in a stretch. Her ass brushes against my crotch, and I know it's no accident. Under the water, hidden from view, her hand reaches behind to find my hardening cock through my swim trunks.

"I'm going to turn around and you're going to help me with my... flexibility," she murmurs over her shoulder. "Just keep talking to Jack like nothing's happening."

I swallow hard as she turns to face me, placing her hands on my shoulders as if I'm simply supporting her while she stretches. Under the water, my hand slides between her legs, finding the edge of her bikini bottom and pushing it aside. Her pussy is slick and hot, even in the cool water.

"Hey, Richard!" Jack calls from his lounger. "Are you competing in the state championships this fall?"

I insert a finger into Angelina's wet hole as I call back to him, my voice remarkably steady. "Yeah, coach thinks we have a good shot at the title this year."

Angelina bites her lip to stifle a moan as I add a second finger, curling them inside her to hit that spot that makes her crazy. Her hands tighten on my shoulders, nails digging into my skin.

"That's fantastic," Jack responds, flipping a page in his magazine. "I played a bit in high school myself, though I was never starting quarterback material like you."

"It takes... dedication," I reply, pushing my fingers deeper into his wife's cunt. "Lots of... hard work."

"Jack has no idea I've got two fingers inside me right now," Angelina whispers, her voice barely audible. "That his teenage neighbor is fingering his wife right in front of him."

The dirty talk makes me harder, my cock straining against my swim trunks. I start pumping my fingers faster, finding a rhythm that makes her thighs tremble.

"You like that, don't you?" I whisper in her ear. "Getting fingered in public with your husband just a few feet away. Such a dirty fucking slut."

Her breathing quickens, her eyes darting between me and Jack. The danger of being caught only seems to turn her on more.

"What kind of stretch is that, dear?" Jack calls, finally looking up from his magazine.

"It's for her hip flexors," I answer smoothly, never pausing the movement of my fingers. "Really helps with... range of motion."

"Fascinating," Jack says, his attention already drifting back to his reading.

"He's so fucking clueless," I whisper to Angelina. "Doesn't know I've been balls-deep in his wife all weekend. Doesn't know I'm fingering her tight pussy right now, making her wet."

"Oh god," she breathes, her pussy clenching around my fingers. "Keep going."

I add a third finger, stretching her wider as I increase the pace. My thumb finds her clit, rubbing circles around the sensitive bud. Her eyes flutter closed for a moment before she forces them open, aware that Jack might notice.

"Your pussy is so fucking wet," I whisper, my lips brushing against her ear. "I can feel it even underwater. You love this, don't you? Being used right under his nose."

She nods almost imperceptibly, her breath coming in short gasps. "Yes," she hisses. "Faster."

I oblige, fingers pumping into her at a furious pace now. It's a miracle Jack doesn't notice the way her body tenses, the flush spreading across her chest, the slight parting of her lips as pleasure builds.

"I'm going to make you cum right here," I tell her, my voice low and commanding. "With all these people around. With your husband watching. You're going to cum on my fingers like the whore you are."

"Richard," she breathes, her voice strained. "I'm close."

"That's it," I encourage, pressing harder against her clit. "Let go. Show me what a slut you are, cumming in a public pool with strangers all around."

Her nails dig deeper into my shoulders as her pussy begins to contract around my fingers. I can feel the rhythmic pulsing as her orgasm builds.

"Look at your husband while you cum," I command. "Look right at him."

Her eyes find Jack over my shoulder, and that's what pushes her over the edge. Her body tenses, her pussy clamping down hard on my fingers as waves of pleasure wash over her. I cover her mouth with my free hand, muffling the small whimper that escapes her lips.

"That's it," I whisper, working her through the aftershocks. "Good girl."

When her body finally relaxes, I slowly withdraw my fingers, fixing her bikini bottom back in place under the water. She's still breathing hard, her eyes glassy with satisfaction.

"You're incredible," she murmurs, tucking a strand of wet hair behind my ear in a gesture that would look innocent to anyone watching.

I grin, bringing my fingers to my lips and subtly tasting her juices. "Just warming up for later."

She swims back toward the steps, calling out to Jack. "I think I've done enough stretching for now, honey. Richard is an excellent trainer."

Jack looks up and smiles. "I can see that. You're positively glowing, dear."

If only he knew why.

I watch Angelina's ass sway as she moves through the water back toward me, her eyes dark with desire despite having just cum on my fingers. Jack is still engrossed in his magazine, completely unaware of what just happened. The thrill of getting away with it has my cock rock hard, straining against my swim trunks. When she reaches me, her hand dips below the water, fingers brushing against my erection.

"I need more," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the splashing water and poolside chatter. "I need your cock inside me. Right now."

My heart hammers in my chest. "Here? With all these people?"

Her eyes flash with excitement. "Everyone's distracted. No one will know. Just keep our lower halves underwater."

I glance around the pool. There are a few other guests swimming and lounging, but no one's paying particular attention to us. Jack is still buried in his magazine, occasionally sipping from his drink. The water is cloudy enough with chlorine and movement that you can't see clearly below the surface.

"Turn around," I command, my voice low. "Face the edge."

She obeys without hesitation, moving to the side of the pool where a small ledge provides underwater seating. She positions herself as if she's just resting against the pool's edge, her arms folded on the concrete lip. From Jack's vantage point, it looks like she's simply taking a breather.

I move behind her, my body shielding most of her from view. Under the water, I quickly pull my cock out through the opening in my swim trunks. It springs free, hard and ready. Angelina reaches back, guiding my hand to the side tie of her bikini bottom. I tug at the string, and the fabric loosens. She shifts slightly, allowing it to float away from her pussy.

"Someone could see," I warn, even as my cock throbs at the danger.

"That's what makes it hot," she breathes. "Now fuck me before I scream for it."

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock brushing against her slick folds. Even underwater, I can feel how wet she is. With one smooth thrust, I push inside her, burying myself to the hilt.

"Fuck," she gasps, her knuckles turning white as she grips the pool edge.

I begin moving slowly, careful not to create obvious splashing. The sensation is incredible—her pussy grips me tightly, the water adding a different dimension to the feeling. I place my hands on either side of hers on the pool edge, making it look like we're just talking closely.

"Jack's right there," I whisper in her ear, my hips continuing their subtle movements. "Just twenty feet away while his wife takes a young cock in her married pussy."

She bites her lip, suppressing a moan. "Harder," she demands quietly.

I increase my pace slightly, driving deeper with each thrust. The water creates some resistance, but it only makes each stroke more deliberate, more intense. I shift my position to make my movements less obvious, placing one hand on the small of her back as if I'm helping with her form.

"Hey, everything okay over there?" Jack calls, finally looking up from his magazine.

"Perfect!" Angelina calls back, her voice remarkably steady considering I'm fully inside her. "Richard's showing me a new technique for lower back pain."

Jack gives a thumbs up and returns to his reading.

"He has no fucking clue," I growl in her ear, thrusting harder now. "No idea that his wife is getting her pussy filled with teenage cock."

I reach around under the water, sliding my hand up her stomach until I reach her bikini top. I slip my fingers underneath, finding her nipple hard and responsive. I pinch it between my fingers, making her gasp.

"You like that?" I whisper. "Being felt up and fucked in public?"

"Yes," she hisses. "God, yes."

I tug her bikini top aside, exposing one perfect breast. We're positioned in such a way that only someone directly in the water in front of us could see. The risk sends a surge of adrenaline through me, making my cock throb inside her. I cup her breast fully, kneading the soft flesh while continuing to thrust from behind.

"If anyone walked by right now, they'd see what a slut you are," I tell her, my voice rough with desire. "Your tit out, taking dick in a public pool."

She pushes back against me, matching my rhythm. "I don't care. Feels too good."

I glance over at Jack, who's now typing something on his phone, completely oblivious to the fact that I'm fucking his wife twenty feet away. The thought makes me thrust harder, my fingers digging into her hip with my other hand.

"Your husband's sitting right there while another man's cock stretches your pussy and plays with your tits," I whisper. "What does that make you?"

"A whore," she breathes, the word coming out as a barely audible moan. "Your whore."

I increase my pace, no longer caring if the water splashes a bit. Everyone around us is engaged in their own conversations, their own worlds. No one suspects what's happening beneath the surface.

"That's right," I confirm, pinching her nipple harder. "My personal MILF slut."

Her pussy clenches around me at the degrading words, growing even wetter. I can tell she's getting close again—her breathing becomes more ragged, her movements more desperate.

"I'm gonna cum," she whimpers. "Make me cum on your cock, Richard."

I drive into her harder, angling my hips to hit that spot inside her that I know drives her wild. With my free hand, I reach around to find her clit under the water, rubbing firm circles over the swollen bud.

"Cum for me," I command. "Cum with your husband watching, not knowing his wife is getting her pussy destroyed by a teenager."

Her body begins to shake, her pussy pulsating around my cock. I can feel her starting to lose control, her moans becoming less restrained. In one swift movement, I cover her mouth with my hand, muffling the sound as her orgasm tears through her.

She bites down on my palm, her body convulsing with pleasure. Her pussy squeezes my cock rhythmically, trying to milk the cum from me, but I hold back. I'm not ready to finish yet—I have other plans for later.

"That's it," I whisper in her ear as her orgasm subsides. "Take it all. Such a good slut."

My cock slides back into Angelina's pussy underwater, picking up where we left off. She gasps softly, disguising it as a reaction to the water temperature. We've repositioned ourselves slightly—she's now with her back against the pool wall, her legs wrapped around my waist beneath the surface. From above, it just looks like we're talking closely in the water. I thrust into her slowly, carefully, savoring the tight, wet heat of her. Her eyes flutter closed momentarily before she forces them open again, aware that we need to maintain appearances. That's when I notice Jack stirring on his lounger, sitting up and looking in our direction with squinted eyes.

"Shit, he's watching," I whisper, not stopping my subtle thrusts.

Angelina glances over my shoulder, her pupils dilated with a mixture of pleasure and panic. "Don't stop," she breathes, her voice barely audible. "The danger makes it better."

I adjust my angle, pushing deeper into her. The water provides perfect cover for our lower bodies while creating just enough resistance to make each thrust more deliberate. Her nails dig into my shoulders as she pulls me closer, making it look like we're just having an intimate conversation.

"Angelina? Richard?" Jack calls out, shading his eyes with his hand. "What exactly are you two doing over there?"

My heart pounds in my chest, but my cock only gets harder. There's something incredibly erotic about fucking this man's wife while he's looking directly at us. I slow my movements but don't stop, keeping myself buried inside her.

"Just working on that special stretch, honey!" Angelina calls back, her voice impressively steady despite the fact that I'm currently inside her. "The one for my hip flexors, remember?"

Jack stands up from his lounger, walking closer to the edge of the pool. I feel Angelina tense around my cock, but rather than pushing me away, she pulls me tighter against her, making it harder for Jack to see what's happening underwater.

"It looks a bit... intimate," Jack says, his tone more curious than suspicious.

"That's because it requires proper alignment," Angelina explains, shifting slightly and causing my cock to slide even deeper. I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning. "Richard needs to hold me in position to get the right stretch."

I turn my head slightly, keeping my lower body pressed against hers. "It's an advanced technique, Mr. Pitt," I add, my voice remarkably calm considering the circumstances. "The resistance of the water helps with mobility."

Jack nods, seemingly satisfied with our explanation. "Well, don't let me interrupt. Carry on with your... stretching."

But instead of returning to his lounger, he sits at the edge of the pool, his feet dangling in the water just a few yards from us. Angelina's eyes widen, but there's a glint of excitement in them that tells me she's not about to stop. She leans closer to my ear, her lips brushing against it as she speaks.

"Keep going," she whispers. "He can't see below the surface."

The thrill of fucking her with her husband so close sends a surge of adrenaline through my body. I resume my subtle thrusts, careful not to create obvious movements in the water. Her pussy tightens around me, the danger clearly turning her on even more.

"So, Richard," Jack calls out casually, "how's the football training going this summer?"

I turn slightly toward him, keeping my hips pressed firmly against Angelina. Her legs tighten around my waist underwater, holding me deep inside her.

"It's going great," I reply, my voice only slightly strained. "Lots of... intensive workouts."

As I speak, I roll my hips in a slow, circular motion that makes Angelina bite her lip to stifle a moan. Her hands grip my shoulders, nails digging into my skin.

"You know," Jack continues, completely oblivious, "I tried to get Angelina to come with me to my meetings this weekend, but she insisted on keeping up with her fitness routine. She's very dedicated."

"Oh yes," I agree, pushing deeper into his wife. "Mrs. Pitt is extremely... committed to her physical needs."

Angelina pinches my side in warning, but I can feel her pussy pulsing around my cock. She's enjoying this dangerous game as much as I am.

"This stretch is really helping with my tension," she says to Jack, her voice only slightly breathless. "Richard knows exactly where to... apply pressure."

I take advantage of Jack's momentary distraction as a server passes by, subtly increasing my pace. The water creates just enough movement to mask what we're doing, but the friction against my cock is incredible. Angelina's pussy is so wet, so tight around me, that it takes all my self-control not to pound into her the way I want to.

"You know, I might try some of these exercises myself," Jack muses, obliviously watching us. "My back has been giving me trouble."

The absurdity of the situation—discussing fitness with a man while fucking his wife—nearly makes me lose it. I grip Angelina's hips under the water, angling her to take me deeper. Her eyes flutter briefly before she regains her composure.

"I think these particular stretches might be too advanced for you, honey," she tells him. "They require a lot of... flexibility."

Jack laughs good-naturedly. "You're probably right. I'll stick to the resort gym."

I lean in close to Angelina's ear, using the position to thrust a bit harder. "Your husband is watching me fuck you," I whisper, my voice barely audible. "And he has no fucking clue."

Her pussy clenches around me at my words, and I know she's getting close again. Her breathing becomes more rapid, her cheeks flushed—but to Jack, it probably just looks like exertion from the stretching.

"How much longer does this particular stretch take?" Jack asks, checking his watch.

"Not much longer," Angelina replies, her voice tight with building pleasure. "We're getting... close to the end."

"Very close," I agree, feeling my own orgasm building. The combination of her tight pussy and the thrill of doing this right in front of her husband has me right on the edge.

Angelina's fingers dig harder into my shoulders, her thighs trembling around my waist. I can tell she's fighting to maintain her composure as another orgasm approaches.

"Jack, dear," she says suddenly, her voice slightly strained, "could you get me my sunscreen from my bag? I think I'm starting to burn."

"Of course," he replies, standing up. "Be right back."

The moment he turns his back, I thrust harder, faster, taking advantage of our brief privacy. Angelina gasps, her head falling forward onto my shoulder as her body begins to shake with her climax.

"That's it," I encourage quietly, feeling her pussy spasming around my cock. "Cum with your husband just a few feet away."

She bites down on my shoulder to muffle her moans as she rides out her orgasm. The feeling of her pulsing around me pushes me over the edge. My balls tighten, and with a final, deep thrust, I explode inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her pussy.

"Fuck," I groan quietly, burying my face in her neck to hide my expression. My hips jerk with each pulse of my cock, filling her underwater.

We barely have time to recover before Jack returns, sunscreen in hand. I'm still inside her, my cock softening but still twitching with aftershocks.

"Here you go, dear," he says, holding out the bottle.

Angelina slowly unwraps her legs from around my waist underwater, allowing me to slip out of her. I can feel my cum floating out of her pussy, dissipating in the pool water around us.

"Thank you, honey," she says, her voice impressively steady as she takes the sunscreen. "I think we've finished our stretching routine for now."

"Excellent timing," Jack says cheerfully. "I was thinking we could all have lunch together. What do you say, Richard? Care to join us?"

I meet Angelina's eyes, seeing the mixture of satisfaction and mischief in them. My cum is still inside her, leaking out as she stands there talking to her husband.

"I'd love to," I reply with a smile. "I've worked up quite an appetite."

Angelina suppresses a laugh, moving toward the pool steps. "I need to rinse off first. Chlorine isn't good for the skin."

As she climbs out of the pool, I notice a thin trail of white running down her inner thigh before she quickly wraps a towel around herself. Jack, adjusting his glasses, sees nothing.

"I'll join you guys in a bit," I say, needing a moment to compose myself. "I want to swim a few laps first."

"Take your time," Jack says, completely unaware that I just came inside his wife mere feet away from him. "We'll be at the terrace restaurant."

As they walk away, Angelina glances back at me over her shoulder, giving me a wink that promises more to come. I float on my back in the water, a satisfied smile on my face. This weekend is turning out even better than I imagined. And it's only Friday afternoon—we've still got two more days to go.

I watch Angelina's ass sway as she walks beside Jack, knowing that beneath her bikini, my cum is still dripping from her well-fucked pussy. The quarterback and the MILF, hiding in plain sight. Who says high school can't teach you valuable life skills? This is one hell of an education.


Chapter 5

I'm sprawled across my bed, trying not to think about Angelina's perfect tits straining against that bikini top earlier. My cock twitches in my shorts at the memory of her bending over to pick up her sunglasses, ass perfectly rounded in that tiny swimsuit. Fuck, I can't stop the fantasies flooding my brain—her blonde hair wrapped in my fist, those full lips wrapped around my cock, her eyes looking up at me while I—

A knock at the door interrupts my thoughts, and I quickly adjust myself to hide the obvious bulge.

"Just a second," I call out, taking a deep breath to calm down before opening the door.

Standing there like some kind of wet dream come to life is Angelina, with Jack hovering behind her like a shadow. She's changed from her swimsuit into a light sundress that clings to every curve of her MILF body. The neckline dips just low enough to give me a teasing glimpse of cleavage.

"Richard, honey," Angelina purrs, her voice like warm honey. "We're heading down for a little evening snack. You simply must join us."

Jack nods absently, his glasses sliding down his nose. "Yes, yes, come along, Richard."

"I don't want to impose," I say, not meaning a fucking word of it.

"Nonsense," Angelina says, smiling sweetly. But the moment Jack turns to adjust his watch, her expression changes. Those eyes flash with something darker, hungrier. She lets her gaze drop to my shorts for just a split second before looking back up at me, the tip of her tongue darting out to moisten her lips.

My cock jumps in response.

"I insist," she says, her voice normal again as Jack looks back.

"Well, I guess I could eat," I say, my mouth suddenly dry.

The walk to the resort restaurant is torture. Angelina walks between Jack and me, and I swear she's swinging those hips just for me. Every few steps, her arm brushes against mine, sending jolts of electricity straight to my groin. Jack rambles on about the resort's architecture or some shit—I can't focus on a single word when all my blood is rushing south.

The restaurant is dimly lit, intimate. I follow them to a table where another woman is already seated. My eyes nearly pop out of my head when I see her.

"Richard, this is my dear friend Jennifer," Angelina says, her hand lingering on my shoulder. "She's staying at the resort too."

Jennifer is another MILF wet dream—honey-blonde hair, crystal blue eyes, and tits that strain against her silky blouse. She gives me a smile that makes my cock throb.

"Well, hello there," Jennifer says, her eyes traveling slowly down my body. "Angelina's told me all about you."

I swallow hard. "She has?"

"All good things," Jennifer purrs, patting the seat next to her. "Sit by me."

I slide into the chair beside Jennifer, directly across from Angelina. Jack takes the seat at the head of the table, oblivious to the electricity crackling between the three of us.

The waiter brings us drinks—something fruity for the women, beer for Jack, and a soda for me since I'm still only eighteen. Jack launches into some boring-ass story about a business conference he attended last month. I try to nod at appropriate moments, but it's impossible to concentrate because Angelina's foot has found my leg under the table.

At first, I think it's an accident. But then her toes begin a deliberate climb up my calf, and there's no mistaking her intent. My breathing hitches as her foot slides higher, approaching my inner thigh. She maintains perfect composure above the table—nodding, smiling, occasionally adding to Jack's story—while beneath, she's driving me wild.

"Don't you think, Richard?" Jack suddenly asks me.

"Uh, yeah, absolutely," I stammer, having no fucking clue what I'm agreeing to.

That's when I feel another touch—this one coming from my right. Jennifer's hand lands casually on my thigh, and my entire body goes rigid. She squeezes gently, her pinky finger dangerously close to the bulge that's growing by the second in my pants.

Jack continues his story, completely unaware. "So there I was, trying to explain to these investors why the projections were off..."

Jennifer's hand inches higher, her fingers dancing along my inner thigh. I clench my jaw, trying desperately to maintain a neutral expression. Angelina watches from across the table, a knowing smile playing on her lips as her foot continues its torturous path.

"Are you feeling alright, Richard?" Angelina asks innocently. "You look a bit... flushed."

"I'm fine," I manage to croak out. "Just... hot in here."

Jennifer takes this as her cue. Her hand moves directly to my crotch, cupping my erection through my pants. I nearly choke on my soda.

"Poor boy," she whispers, leaning close enough that I can smell her perfume. "Let me help you cool down."

Before I can process what's happening, her nimble fingers are undoing my zipper, carefully, silently. My eyes dart to Jack, but he's busy gesturing wildly as he reaches the climax of his boring fucking story.

Jennifer slips her hand inside my pants and wraps her fingers around my cock. My eyes roll back in my head as she pulls it free under the tablecloth, her grip firm but gentle. She begins to stroke, up and down, her thumb occasionally circling the head where pre-cum is already gathering.

"This is quite impressive," she whispers, so low only I can hear.

Across the table, Angelina's foot finds my balls, rubbing them through my underwear while Jennifer works my shaft. The dual sensation is almost too much to bear. I'm trapped between these two gorgeous MILFs, being pleasured in plain sight, with Jack fucking oblivious.

"So what do you think of the resort so far, Richard?" Jack asks suddenly.

Jennifer's hand speeds up, her grip tightening.

"It's... incredible," I gasp, meaning something entirely different. "Never experienced anything like it."

Angelina shoots me a wicked smile, her foot applying more pressure. "The best is yet to come," she says, the double meaning clear as day.

Jennifer turns to look at me, her blue eyes heavy-lidded and hungry. She licks her lips as she strokes my cock faster, her breath hot against my ear. "Angelina wasn't exaggerating about you," she murmurs.

I grip the edge of the table, knuckles turning white. I'm close, so fucking close...

My dick throbs in Jennifer's hand as she strokes me under the table, her movements getting faster and more deliberate. Angelina's foot presses against my balls, adding a whole new layer of pleasure that has me biting my lip to keep from moaning out loud. I'm so close to the edge I can taste it—my muscles tensing, my breathing ragged. Jack keeps talking about some bullshit spreadsheet while his wife and her friend are seconds away from making me explode right here at the fucking dinner table.

"Fuck," I whisper under my breath as Jennifer's thumb circles the sensitive head of my cock. Pre-cum leaks out, making her movements slicker, wetter. The sound would be obscene if it weren't drowned out by the ambient restaurant noise.

Angelina's toes curl against my balls, applying just the right amount of pressure. She sips her wine, eyes locked with mine over the rim of her glass. The corner of her mouth twitches up in a knowing smirk.

"Almost there?" she mouths silently.

I give a barely perceptible nod, my hips involuntarily bucking up into Jennifer's skilled hand. My orgasm builds, coiling tight in my groin, ready to explode—

And then, nothing. Jennifer's hand withdraws. Angelina's foot retreats. I'm left hanging on the edge, my cock painfully hard and exposed under the tablecloth, my body screaming for release.

"What the fuck?" I hiss, quiet enough that Jack doesn't hear.

Jennifer dabs the corner of her mouth with her napkin, the picture of innocence. "Patience," she whispers, her fingers brushing against my thigh as she helps me tuck my still-throbbing erection back into my pants. "Good things come to those who wait."

I struggle to zip up without drawing attention, my hands shaking with frustrated desire. Jack finishes his story, oblivious to my state of near-torture. I shift uncomfortably in my seat, trying to find relief from the pressure in my groin.

"That reminds me," Jennifer says casually, as if she hadn't just been jerking me off under the table. "Has anyone tried the resort's sauna yet? I heard it's fantastic. Especially in the evening when it's less crowded."

Angelina's eyes light up, her gaze flicking briefly to the bulge in my pants. "That sounds absolutely divine. I've been wanting to try it."

"I hear the facilities are top-notch," Jennifer continues, her fingertips tracing small circles on my thigh. "Very private. Perfect for... unwinding."

Jack yawns, checking his watch. "You ladies go ahead. I'm exhausted from all that sun today. Think I'll turn in early."

I can hardly believe my luck. My cock twitches in anticipation as Angelina pouts playfully at her husband.

"Are you sure, darling? You'll miss out on all the fun." Her emphasis on "fun" makes my mouth go dry.

"I need my beauty sleep," Jack says, already standing. "Richard, you should join them. Young man like you probably has energy to spare."

"Yeah, I think I'll check it out," I say, trying to sound casual while my heart hammers against my ribs.

Jack kisses Angelina on the cheek. "Don't stay out too late, honey."

"Don't wait up," she replies with a smile that's anything but innocent.


Chapter 6

As soon as Jack disappears, the energy at the table shifts. Both women lean forward, their eyes hungry.

"Shall we?" Jennifer purrs.

We exit the restaurant, my erection still painfully obvious in my pants. Angelina leads the way, her ass swaying hypnotically in that tight dress. Jennifer walks beside me, occasionally letting her hand brush against mine.

"Angelina's been telling me all about you," Jennifer whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "She said you're quite... gifted."

I glance at Angelina, who's a few steps ahead. "She talked about me?"

"Oh yes," Jennifer confirms. "In great detail."

Angelina slows down, falling into step with us. "I hope you don't mind," she says, her hand finding the small of my back. "Jennifer and I share everything."

"Including men," Jennifer adds with a wink.

My cock strains against my zipper at their words. We walk through the resort's winding pathways, the anticipation making every step feel like a mile. Finally, Angelina pushes open a wooden door marked "Sauna."

"I didn't just invite Jennifer here for a friendly visit," Angelina confesses as we enter a small changing area. "I may have bragged about the size of your cock."

Jennifer licks her lips. "And I simply had to see if she was exaggerating."

"She wasn't," I say, confidence surging through me. "If anything, she undersold it."

"Cocky," Angelina laughs. "I like that."

The sauna itself is dimly lit, with wooden benches lining the walls. Steam rises from hot stones in the corner, creating a misty, intimate atmosphere. The best part? It's completely empty.

"Perfect," Jennifer murmurs, locking the door behind us. "We don't want any interruptions."

I stand in the center of the sauna, watching as both women begin to undress. Angelina pulls her sundress over her head in one fluid motion, revealing a lacy black bra and matching thong. Her body is even more incredible than I'd imagined—toned stomach, full breasts, curves in all the right places.

Jennifer unbuttons her blouse slowly, teasingly. Underneath, she wears a red bra that barely contains her impressive tits. Her skirt slides down her legs, pooling at her feet to reveal a tiny red thong.

"Your turn," Angelina says, stepping closer. Her fingers find the hem of my shirt, tugging it upward. I raise my arms, letting her pull it off.

"Mmm," Jennifer hums appreciatively as she eyes my quarterback physique. "Very nice."

I don't waste another second. I grab Angelina by the waist and pull her against me, crashing my lips into hers. She moans into my mouth, her tongue darting out to meet mine. Her hands explore my chest, nails lightly scratching down my abs.

I break the kiss to turn to Jennifer, who's watching with hooded eyes. I yank her to me, one hand tangling in her honey-blonde hair as I devour her mouth. She tastes like wine and desire, her soft lips yielding under mine.

Angelina presses against my back, her hands reaching around to unbuckle my belt. "I want to see that big cock again," she whispers against my neck, her teeth grazing my skin.

Jennifer's hands join Angelina's, both working to free me from my pants. I groan as my erection springs free, harder than it's ever been.

"Fuck, look at that," Jennifer breathes, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. "You weren't kidding."

Angelina's hand slides down to cup my balls. "Told you."

I reach behind Angelina to unhook her bra, letting her perfect tits spill free. My mouth waters at the sight of her hard nipples. I bend down to take one in my mouth, sucking and flicking it with my tongue while my hands roughly squeeze her ass.

Jennifer unclasps her own bra, her full breasts bouncing free. I pull away from Angelina to grab Jennifer's tits, kneading them roughly as I crash my lips back against hers. The heat in the sauna is nothing compared to the fire burning through my veins.

"I need to taste both of you," I growl, my cock throbbing between us. "Right fucking now."

Angelina breaks away from our kiss, her eyes wild with lust. She turns around, bending over the wooden bench, presenting her perfect ass to me. The sight of her—this forty-year-old MILF goddess on all fours, looking back at me with hunger in her eyes—makes my cock throb painfully. She reaches for a bottle of lotion from her discarded purse, squeezing a generous amount onto her fingers. My breath catches as she reaches back and begins to work the lotion around her tightest hole, her fingers circling and dipping inside while she maintains eye contact with me.

"I want you here," she purrs, pushing a finger deep into her ass. "I want to feel that big young cock stretching my tight little asshole."

"Fuck," I groan, stroking myself as I watch her prepare herself for me. Jennifer moves behind me, her hands sliding around to pinch my nipples as she presses her tits against my back.

"Give her what she wants," Jennifer whispers in my ear. "She's been fantasizing about this since she first saw you."

I step forward, positioning the head of my cock against Angelina's lubed asshole. She pushes back against me, eager and impatient.

"Do it," she hisses. "Fuck my ass, Richard. Stretch me open."

I grip her hips and press forward, the tight ring of muscle resisting at first before giving way. The head of my cock pops inside, and Angelina gasps, her back arching sharply.

"Holy fuck," I grunt, feeling her body clench around me. "So fucking tight."

Inch by inch, I work my way deeper into her ass, savoring every millimeter of her tight heat enveloping me. Sweat beads on my forehead from the effort of controlling myself, of not slamming all the way in at once.

"More," Angelina demands, her voice strained but determined. "Give me all of it."

I push forward until I'm buried to the hilt, my balls pressed against her pussy. The feeling is unreal—tighter than anything I've ever felt, gripping my cock like a vise. I hold still for a moment, letting her adjust to my size, watching her face contort with the mix of pain and pleasure.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, pulling back slightly before thrusting forward again. "You like having this young cock in your tight MILF ass?"

"Yes," she moans, her fingers digging into the wooden bench. "God, yes."

I start a steady rhythm, my hips smacking against her ass with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin echoes off the sauna walls, mixing with Angelina's increasingly vocal moans.

Jennifer moves in front of Angelina, sitting on the bench and spreading her legs wide. Her pussy is glistening wet, pink and swollen with arousal.

"Eat me while he fucks you," Jennifer commands, tangling her fingers in Angelina's blonde hair and guiding her face between her thighs.

Angelina eagerly buries her face in Jennifer's pussy, her tongue darting out to taste her. The sight of Jack's wife eating out another woman while I pound her ass sends a fresh surge of lust through me. I grip Angelina's hair with one hand, yanking her head back roughly.

"That's it, you fucking slut," I snarl, my hips slamming forward harder now. "Take my cock in your ass while you eat that pussy. You fucking love this, don't you?"

"Mmm," Angelina moans into Jennifer's cunt, the vibrations making Jennifer throw her head back in pleasure.

I slap Angelina's ass hard, leaving a red handprint on her pale skin. She yelps, then pushes back against me even harder.

"Again," she gasps, briefly lifting her face from between Jennifer's thighs. "Spank me again. Harder."

I comply, bringing my palm down on her other cheek with enough force to make a loud crack. Angelina cries out, her asshole clenching around my cock in response.

"You fucking whore," I growl, getting rougher with each thrust. "Jack has no idea what a nasty slut his wife is, does he? Getting ass-fucked by a teenager while eating her friend's cunt."

Jennifer leans forward, capturing Angelina's face between her hands and kissing her deeply, tasting herself on Angelina's lips. Their tongues battle visibly, wet and obscene, as Jennifer's hands move down to squeeze Angelina's swinging tits.

"She's such a good little slut," Jennifer purrs, pinching Angelina's nipples hard. "Aren't you, baby? You love being used like this."

Angelina can only moan in response, her body shuddering between us as I continue to drive into her ass. I wrap my hand around her throat, applying pressure to the sides as I pull her upper body up against my chest. Her back arches dramatically, changing the angle of my penetration and making her cry out.

"Fuck! Right there," she gasps, her hands reaching back to grab my thighs. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Jennifer slides off the bench onto her knees, crawling beneath Angelina to suck on her hanging tits. Her tongue swirls around one nipple before she bites down, making Angelina jerk and tighten around my cock.

"You're such a dirty fucking bitch," I hiss in Angelina's ear, my grip on her throat tightening slightly. "Taking it up the ass like a fucking porn star. This what you wanted since you first saw me?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice ragged. "Wanted you... the moment I saw you..."

I feel her body start to tremble, her ass clenching rhythmically around me as she approaches orgasm. Her moans grow higher, more desperate. Jennifer's hand appears between Angelina's legs, rubbing her clit furiously.

"Come for us," Jennifer commands. "Come with this big young cock in your ass."

Angelina's entire body goes rigid, and then she's screaming, thrashing between us as her orgasm tears through her. Her asshole spasms around my shaft, nearly pushing me over the edge too, but I grit my teeth and hold back.

I pull out of her ass with a lewd pop, my cock slick and throbbing. "On your back," I order Jennifer, who quickly complies, lying on the wooden bench with her head hanging off the edge.

"Open wide," I command, positioning myself at her mouth. My cock is still covered in the remnants of Angelina's ass, but Jennifer doesn't hesitate. She opens her mouth eagerly as I grip her hair.

I push my cock between her lips, watching her eyes widen as she tastes Angelina on me. I don't give her time to adjust, thrusting deep into her throat in one smooth motion. She gags around me, her throat constricting deliciously.

"That's it, take it all," I growl, establishing a relentless pace. "Taste that ass on my cock, you filthy slut."

Angelina recovers enough to join us, kneeling beside Jennifer's head and kissing me deeply while I face-fuck her friend. Her hand wraps around the base of my shaft, feeling it slide in and out of Jennifer's stretched lips.

"Isn't she good?" Angelina whispers against my mouth. "Look at how she takes that big cock down her throat."

Jennifer's mascara runs down her face as tears form in her eyes, but she never breaks eye contact with me. Her throat opens for me, taking me deeper with each thrust. My balls slap against her forehead, the wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging filling the sauna.

"Fuck, your mouth feels amazing," I groan, my fingers tightening in her hair. "Such a good little cocksucker."

Angelina moves down to kiss Jennifer's exposed neck, her hand sliding between Jennifer's legs. "She loves it rough," Angelina tells me. "Don't hold back."

Taking her at her word, I increase my pace, fucking Jennifer's face with abandon. Spit runs down her face and neck, pooling on the bench beneath her head. The sight of my cock disappearing between her lips over and over, the mascara streaks down her cheeks, her glazed eyes still locked on mine—it's the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"You're nothing but a fucking hole for my cock," I snarl, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. I'm getting close, but I'm not ready to finish yet. I want more of these two insatiable MILFs.

I pull out of Jennifer's mouth with a wet pop, leaving her gasping for air, her lips swollen and red. Strings of saliva connect her mouth to my cock for a moment before breaking.

"Get up," I order, my voice rough with lust. "We're just getting started."

I grab Jennifer's hair in both hands, holding her head steady as I thrust back into her mouth. This time I'm even rougher, pushing past any resistance until I feel the tight squeeze of her throat around the head of my cock. Her eyes water, mascara streaming down her cheeks, but the hungry look in them tells me she loves every second of this treatment. I slam my hips forward, feeling her gag and choke around my length, her throat convulsing in a way that sends pleasure shooting up my spine.

"Take it all, you fucking slut," I growl, my fingers tightening in her honey-blonde hair. "Open that throat for me."

Jennifer moans around my cock, the vibrations adding another layer of sensation. Her hands grip my thighs, not pushing me away but pulling me deeper. I establish a brutal rhythm, my balls slapping against her forehead with each thrust.

"Angelina," I command, not breaking my stride, "get down there and eat her pussy. Make her cum while I fuck her face."

Angelina's eyes light up at the order. She slides down Jennifer's body, positioning herself between her friend's spread legs. Without hesitation, she dives in, her tongue finding Jennifer's swollen clit.

The effect is immediate. Jennifer's body jerks, her moan muffled by my cock stretching her lips. The dual assault—my thick shaft plunging into her throat while Angelina's skilled tongue works between her legs—has her writhing on the bench.

"That's right, take it like the whore you are," I snarl, watching Jennifer's eyes roll back as pleasure and pain mingle in her expression. "This what you two MILFs wanted? To be used by a teenage cock?"

Angelina looks up from between Jennifer's thighs, her mouth glistening with Jennifer's juices. "God, yes," she purrs. "We've been planning this since we first saw you at the pool."

The confession sends a fresh surge of lust through me. I pull out of Jennifer's mouth, leaving her gasping and coughing, strands of saliva connecting her lips to my cock.

"Both of you, on your backs," I order, my voice rough with desire. "Next to each other. Now."

They scramble to comply, lying side by side on the wider bench, their heads turned toward each other. The sight of these two gorgeous MILFs, spread out before me like a buffet, makes my cock throb painfully. Their bodies glisten with sweat in the sauna's heat, nipples hard, pussies wet and open.

I position myself between Jennifer's legs first, lining up my cock with her entrance. She's soaking wet from Angelina's attention, making it easy to slide all the way in with one hard thrust.

"Fuck!" Jennifer cries out, her back arching off the bench. "Oh god, yes!"

I pound into her with savage intensity, my hands wrapping around her throat. I apply pressure to the sides, careful not to cut off her airway completely but enough to make her light-headed. Her eyes widen, pupils dilating as I choke her.

"This pussy belongs to me now," I growl, my hips slapping against hers. "Say it."

"My pussy... belongs to you," she gasps out between thrusts, her voice strained from the pressure on her throat.

After a dozen brutal thrusts, I pull out of Jennifer and immediately position myself between Angelina's legs. Without warning, I slam into her, making her scream with pleasure.

"Yes! Fuck me, Richard!" she wails, her legs wrapping around my waist.

I grab her throat too, squeezing as I establish the same punishing rhythm. "You like watching me fuck your friend, don't you, you dirty bitch?"

"Yes," Angelina chokes out, her eyes rolling back. "So hot... watching you... destroy her..."

The two women turn their heads toward each other, their lips meeting in a sloppy, desperate kiss. They moan into each other's mouths as I alternate between them—a few hard thrusts into Angelina, then pulling out to drive back into Jennifer, back and forth, keeping them both on the edge.

Each time I switch, I slap their tits hard, making them yelp into their kisses. My hands find their throats, their hair, their asses—grabbing, squeezing, spanking. I'm lost in a haze of dominance and pleasure, using these beautiful women however I want.

"You're both my fucking sluts now," I declare, driving into Jennifer again. Her pussy clenches around me, signaling her approaching orgasm. "This young cock owns both of you."

"Yes," they moan in unison, their hands finding each other's bodies, pinching nipples and rubbing clits.

I feel Jennifer starting to quiver beneath me, her internal muscles fluttering around my shaft. Her moans grow higher, more desperate.

"You going to cum, slut?" I demand, releasing her throat to slap her face lightly. "Cum all over this young cock."

"I'm cumming!" Jennifer screams, her body convulsing beneath me. "Fuck! Yes! Don't stop!"

I ride her through her orgasm, maintaining my brutal pace even as her pussy spasms around me. The moment her climax begins to subside, I pull out and thrust back into Angelina, who's already on the edge from watching her friend come undone.

"Your turn," I growl, wrapping my hand back around her throat. "Cum for me, you fucking whore."

Angelina doesn't need much more encouragement. Within seconds, she's crying out, her nails digging into my back as her orgasm crashes through her. I feel her pussy clamping down on my cock, trying to milk me, but I'm not ready to finish yet.

"Did I say you could cum?" I snarl, not slowing my thrusts at all. "I didn't give you permission, bitch."

"I'm sorry," she gasps, her body still trembling. "Couldn't... help it..."

"Now you have to be punished," I say, pulling out of her and flipping her over onto her stomach. I deliver five sharp slaps to her ass, turning it bright red, before plunging back into her pussy from behind.

The new angle lets me go even deeper, and Angelina buries her face in the bench to muffle her screams. Jennifer watches us with hooded eyes, her fingers lazily circling her own clit as she recovers from her orgasm.

"Get over here," I order Jennifer, who quickly complies, positioning herself so that Angelina can reach her pussy. "Make her eat you out while I fuck her."

Jennifer straddles Angelina's face. The sight of Angelina's tongue darting out to lick Jennifer's swollen pussy while I pound her from behind nearly pushes me over the edge. I grit my teeth, determined to last longer.

I grab Angelina's hair, yanking her head back from Jennifer's pussy. "You like the taste of her cum, don't you? Fucking slut."

"Yes," Angelina moans, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "Love it... love your cock too..."

I release her hair, allowing her to dive back between Jennifer's thighs. My thrusts become even more brutal, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing off the sauna walls. Sweat pours down my body, partially from the sauna's heat but mostly from the exertion.

Jennifer starts grinding against Angelina's face, chasing another orgasm. Her hands cup her own tits, pinching and pulling at her nipples as she watches me ravage her friend.

"Fuck her harder," Jennifer encourages, her voice husky with renewed arousal. "Make this bitch cum again on your big cock."

I comply, grabbing Angelina's hips with both hands and using them as leverage to slam into her even harder. My balls slap against her clit with each thrust, adding to her stimulation.

"Oh god!" Angelina cries out, momentarily abandoning Jennifer's pussy as another orgasm starts to build. "I'm going to cum again! Please, may I cum this time?"

"Beg for it," I demand, slowing my pace to torturous, deep strokes. "Let me hear how badly you want it."

"Please," Angelina sobs, desperation clear in her voice. "Please let me cum, Richard. I need it so badly. Your cock feels so fucking good. Please, please, please..."

"Cum," I command, resuming my punishing rhythm. "Both of you, cum for me now."

Angelina screams as her second orgasm tears through her, even more powerful than the first. Her entire body convulses, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vice. Above her, Jennifer also reaches her peak, grinding frantically against Angelina's face as she throws her head back in ecstasy.

The sight of both these beautiful women cumming simultaneously because of me fills me with primal satisfaction. Yet despite the incredible tightness of Angelina's pussy milking my shaft, I still manage to hold back my own release.

I pull out of Angelina's soaking wet pussy, my cock glistening with her juices, still rock hard and throbbing with my own unreleased pleasure. Both women lie before me, panting and flushed from their multiple orgasms, their bodies slick with sweat. I stand at the edge of the bench, stroking my length slowly as I survey my handywork—two completely satisfied MILFs, their makeup smeared, hair disheveled, bodies bearing the marks of my rough treatment. I'm not finished yet, though. Not until I've used every part of them.

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

They exchange a look of excitement before sliding off the bench to kneel before me. Jennifer reaches me first, her tongue darting out to lick a streak of Angelina's juices from the underside of my shaft. Angelina joins her, working the other side. The sight of these two gorgeous women on their knees, eagerly lapping at my cock, nearly pushes me over the edge right then.

"That's it," I groan, tangling one hand in Jennifer's honey-blonde hair and the other in Angelina's golden locks. "Taste yourselves on me. Show me how good you are with those slutty mouths."

Their tongues work in tandem, swirling around my length, occasionally meeting at the tip where they engage in a brief, sloppy kiss before returning to their task. Angelina takes the initiative to suck one of my balls into her mouth, gently rolling it with her tongue while Jennifer focuses on the head of my cock, her lips wrapping around it and sucking hard.

"Fuck," I hiss, tightening my grip on their hair. "You two are such good little cocksucker sluts."

Jennifer pulls back, letting my cock slip from her lips with a wet pop. "We've had plenty of practice," she purrs, looking up at me through mascara-smudged lashes. "Haven't we, Angie?"

Angelina hums in agreement, releasing my ball to lick a long, slow stripe up the underside of my shaft. "But none as big as yours," she adds, her lips brushing against the sensitive head as she speaks. "Or as delicious."

I'm reaching my limit, the sight and sensation of these two experienced women worshipping my cock becoming too much to bear. I guide Angelina's mouth to the tip of my dick, pressing the head against her full lips.

"Open," I order. "I'm going to cum in your mouth, and you're going to show it to me before you swallow."

Angelina's eyes darken with lust as she parts her lips. I slide halfway into her mouth, still allowing Jennifer access to lick and suck at the base and my balls. With both women stimulating me, the pressure builds rapidly in my groin.

"Fuck, I'm close," I warn, my hips beginning to thrust shallowly into Angelina's eager mouth. "Get ready for it, bitch. Going to fill that pretty mouth with my load."

Jennifer intensifies her efforts, her tongue swirling around my balls while her hand reaches up to massage the base of my shaft. Angelina hollows her cheeks, sucking harder, her tongue pressing against the sensitive underside of my cock head.

The combination is too much. With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting into Angelina's waiting mouth. She moans around my cock, her eyes locked on mine as I empty myself onto her tongue. I can feel her swallowing reflexively, but she manages to keep most of it in her mouth as I instructed.

When the last pulse subsides, I pull out slowly. "Show me," I command.

Angelina obediently opens her mouth, revealing my white cum pooled on her tongue. The sight sends another jolt of pleasure through my spent cock.

"Now share it with Jennifer," I order, my voice rough with satisfaction. "Kiss her. Let me see my cum in both your mouths."

Without hesitation, Angelina turns to Jennifer, who eagerly leans in. Their lips meet in a sloppy, open-mouthed kiss, my cum passing between them as their tongues battle visibly. Some of it drips down their chins, but they don't break the kiss, moaning into each other's mouths as they swap my seed back and forth.

It's the most erotic thing I've ever witnessed—Jack's wife and her friend kissing passionately, sharing my cum between them. They pull apart slightly, a strand of cum-laced saliva connecting their lips before breaking. Both open their mouths to show me my cum mixed with their saliva, now divided between them.

Jennifer leans in again, this time pushing some of the mixture back into Angelina's mouth with her tongue before pulling away. Angelina swallows audibly, her throat working as she holds my gaze. Then she leans forward and spits the remaining cum back into Jennifer's open mouth, the white fluid landing on her tongue with obscene precision.

Jennifer plays with it for a moment, swirling it around her mouth before tilting her head back and letting it slide down her throat in one long, deliberate swallow.

"Delicious," she purrs, licking her lips. "Better than I imagined."

The three of us collapse onto the bench, our bodies spent and satisfied. I'm sandwiched between them, their soft curves pressed against either side of my sweat-slick body. We stay like that for several minutes, catching our breath, occasionally exchanging lazy kisses.

The moment of peaceful afterglow shatters when we hear the handle of the sauna door turning. All three of us freeze, panic shooting through my veins. Before we can move, the door swings open.

Jack stands in the doorway, blinking owlishly through his glasses. His hair is tousled from sleep, and he's wearing a resort bathrobe. "Angelina?" he says, confusion evident in his voice. "I woke up and you weren't there. What's going on?"

For a terrible moment, I think we're caught. But Angelina, quick-thinking even in crisis, smoothly rises to her feet, casually positioning herself to block Jack's view of our naked bodies.

"Oh, darling," she says, her voice impressively steady. "Jennifer was having trouble with her breathing—the altitude, you know. I was just showing her and Richard this breathing exercise I learned in my yoga class."

Jennifer nods quickly, forcing a cough. "It's really helping," she says. "Angelina's been a lifesaver."

I sit still, pulse hammering in my chest, acutely aware of how close we are to being discovered. Jack stares at us, and for a second, I think he sees through the obvious lie. His eyes narrow slightly as he takes in the scene—the discarded clothes, our flushed faces, the heavy scent of sex that permeates the sauna despite the steam.

"Right," he says slowly. "Breathing exercises."

"I'll be up soon, honey," Angelina promises, her tone softening. "Why don't you go back to bed? You need your rest."

Jack hesitates, still looking suspicious, but ultimately nods. "Don't stay too long," he says. "The heat can be dehydrating." With one last glance at us, he backs out of the doorway, pulling the sauna door closed behind him.

The moment he's gone, all three of us exhale in relief. Jennifer starts giggling nervously, and soon we're all laughing quietly, the tension breaking.

"That was close," I whisper, already feeling my cock stirring again at the thought of nearly being caught.

Angelina's eyes sparkle with mischief. "Worth it, though." She leans in to give me a quick kiss before standing to collect her clothes. "I should go up before he gets suspicious."

As we dress hastily, Angelina touches my arm. "I'll be meeting you tomorrow morning for an early workout," she says, loud enough for the statement to sound innocent should Jack still be lingering outside, but her eyes communicate something entirely different. "Say around six? At the gym?"

"I'll be there," I promise, understanding the hidden invitation.

Jennifer adjusts her blouse, leaning in to whisper in my ear. "And I might join you both," she adds with a wink. "If you're up for round two."

As we leave the sauna one by one, careful to maintain the appearance of innocence, I can't help but grin to myself. This vacation just went from boring to fucking incredible, and I know this affair with Angelina—and now Jennifer—is far from over. Tomorrow can't come soon enough.


Book 3


Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Neither does she.


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This weekend is going to be fucking incredible.


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Hey, Mr. Pitt. Great speech."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Book 4


Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Richard!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Angelina? Are you out here?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Neither woman hesitates. Kate reaches behind her back, unhooking her bikini top and letting her full tits spill free. Jordan follows suit, shimmying out of her one-piece with practiced ease. Within seconds, they're both naked in front of me, and I drink in the sight of their mature bodies—curves in all the right places, skin glowing with a light sheen of sweat in the stuffy bathroom.

"Turn around," I order, spinning my finger in the air. "Hands on the counter, asses out."

They exchange a knowing glance, their lips curving into identical smiles before they obey, positioning themselves side by side at the small bathroom sink. They bend forward, arching their backs to present their asses to me, and I have to grip the base of my cock hard to keep from losing it at the sight.

"Perfect," I mutter, stepping closer. I run my hands over both their asses, squeezing and slapping the firm flesh. Kate's ass is rounder, more full, while Jordan's is tighter, more athletic. Both are fucking magnificent.

"Please," Jordan whimpers, pushing back against my hand. "Don't make us wait."

"You'll get what I give you, when I give it to you," I say, but my own patience is wearing thin. My cock throbs painfully, demanding release. I position myself behind Jordan first, running the head of my cock along her wet slit. She's soaking, her pussy glistening with arousal.

"Beg for it," I demand, teasing her entrance.

"Please fuck me," she gasps, wiggling her ass. "Please, Richard, I need your cock inside me."

That's all I need to hear. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt in her tight heat. "Fuck!" I growl, the sensation nearly overwhelming me. She's hot and slick, her walls gripping me like a vise.

"Oh god!" she cries out, her knuckles turning white where she grips the counter. "So big!"

I withdraw slowly, savoring the friction, before slamming back in. The force of it rocks her forward, her tits swinging beneath her. I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of wet flesh meeting flesh fills the small space, mixing with her moans and my grunts.

After several deep strokes, I pull out of Jordan and shift to Kate, who's been watching us in the mirror, her pupils blown wide with lust. She's already pushing her ass back, eager for her turn.

"Desperate for it, aren't you?" I taunt, sliding my cock, wet from Jordan, along Kate's pussy lips. Without warning, I plunge into her, drawing a sharp gasp from her mouth.

Kate is different from Jordan—not as tight, but hotter, wetter, and the way she clenches around me deliberately makes my eyes roll back.

"Fuck, you feel good," I pant, grabbing her hips for leverage as I start to pump into her.

"Kiss her," I command, nodding toward Jordan. "Make out with each other while I fuck you."

The women lean toward each other, their mouths meeting in a hungry kiss. It's sloppy and passionate, their tongues visibly twining as they moan into each other's mouths. The sight of them kissing while I'm buried deep in Kate sends a fresh surge of lust through me.

I pull out of Kate after several thrusts and return to Jordan, who's still quivering from her first experience with me. This time I enter her more forcefully, causing her to break her kiss with Kate and cry out.

"That's it," I encourage, setting a punishing pace. "Take it all."

I reach forward with one hand, tangling my fingers in Jordan's hair and yanking her head back. Her back arches further, changing the angle of my penetration, hitting spots that make her whole body shudder.

"Oh fuck!" she cries out, her voice cracking. "Right there! Don't stop!"

But I do stop, pulling out of her clenching pussy to switch back to Kate. I thrust into her without preamble, my free hand snaking around to grab one of her swinging tits. I squeeze roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers. She hisses in pleasure-pain, pushing back to meet my thrusts.

"Harder," Kate demands, her voice breathless. "Fuck me harder, Richard."

I oblige, increasing my tempo until the counter rattles beneath their hands. I keep a firm grip on Jordan's hair with one hand while my other moves from Kate's breast to her throat. I apply gentle pressure to the sides of her neck, careful not to restrict her airflow but enough to make her gasp and clench tighter around my cock.

The women resume their messy kissing, swallowing each other's moans as I alternate between them. Their hands roam across each other's bodies, squeezing breasts and pinching nipples. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen.

I pull out of Kate and slam back into Jordan, releasing Kate's throat to grab a handful of Jordan's ass. I spread her cheeks wider, watching my cock disappear into her pussy over and over. The visual combined with the sensation is almost too much.

"You like watching me fuck your friend?" I ask Jordan, giving her hair another sharp tug.

"Yes," she moans against Kate's lips. "God, yes."

I withdraw again, this time gripping both women by their hair, one in each fist. "On your knees," I order, pulling them away from the counter and down to the floor. They comply immediately, turning to face me, their lips swollen from kissing and their chests heaving with exertion.

"Open," I command, and they both part their lips. I guide Jordan's mouth to my cock first, letting her taste herself on me before switching to Kate. Back and forth I go, fucking their mouths just as I had their pussies, never staying with one long enough for her to take control.

When I've had enough of their mouths, I pull them back to their feet and bend them over the counter again.

"Spread your legs wider," I instruct, positioning myself behind Kate this time.

I enter her with a single, powerful thrust that makes her yelp.

"Take it," I growl, my hands finding her tits again. I knead them roughly, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock. "Take every fucking inch."

Jordan watches in the mirror, her hand between her own legs, rubbing frantically as she watches her friend get pounded. After a few more thrusts, I switch back to her, making her remove her hand so I can fill her instead.

"No touching yourself unless I say so," I scold, emphasizing each word with a thrust. I reach around and find her clit myself, rubbing it in tight circles that have her keening against the counter.

The pattern continues—fucking Kate until she's a quivering mess, then switching to Jordan until she's on the verge of cumming, then back again. Their kisses grow sloppier, more desperate, as they approach their peaks.

"Please," Kate begs during one exchange. "Please don't stop. I'm so close."

"Me too," Jordan adds, her internal muscles clenching around me as I thrust into her.

But I'm not ready to let them finish yet. I have more plans for these eager MILFs before we're done. I pull out of Jordan, my cock glistening with their combined juices, standing proud and ready for more.

"Not yet, ladies," I say with a wicked grin. "We're just getting to the good part."

I pull my cock out of Kate's dripping pussy with a wet sound that echoes in the cramped bathroom. Her walls cling to me like they don't want to let go, and she whimpers at the sudden emptiness. Both women are flushed and panting, their hair messed up from my rough handling, mascara smudged from tears of pleasure. My cock stands proudly between them, slick with Kate's juices, throbbing with the need for release.

"On your knees," I command, my voice hoarse from exertion. "Both of you."

They obey instantly, dropping to the floor in front of me, their eyes fixed on my glistening cock. I grab the base, pointing it at their eager faces.

"Clean it," I order. "I want to feel both your tongues on me."

Jordan leans in first, her pink tongue darting out to lick a stripe up the underside of my shaft. Kate joins her, working the opposite side. The sight of these two mature women on their knees, eagerly lapping their own juices off my cock, nearly pushes me over the edge right there.

"Fuck," I hiss as their tongues meet at the tip, swirling together around my sensitive head. "That's it. Get it nice and clean."

Kate takes the initiative, wrapping her lips around the head and sucking hard, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. She pulls back, releasing me with a pop, and Jordan immediately takes her place, taking me deeper into her mouth.

"Goddamn," I groan, tangling my fingers in Jordan's dark hair. "You two really know what you're doing."

They work in perfect tandem, trading my cock back and forth between them, their hands massaging my balls and stroking what their mouths can't reach. It's like they've done this a hundred times before, and maybe they have. The thought of these two MILFs regularly sharing cock makes me even harder.

"I'm getting close," I warn, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. "Who wants my load?"

They both moan eagerly, looking up at me with pleading eyes. Kate has her hand between her legs, fingering herself as she sucks me, while Jordan focuses entirely on my pleasure, her technique flawless.

"Jordan," I decide, guiding my cock toward her waiting mouth. "Open wide."

She parts her lips, her tongue extended, eyes locked on mine. I position the head of my cock on her tongue and start stroking myself rapidly, my free hand gripping her hair to hold her in place.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," I grunt, my hips jerking forward as the first wave hits me. Hot spurts of cum shoot into Jordan's mouth, landing on her tongue and the back of her throat. She moans as she tastes me, but doesn't swallow, keeping her mouth open as rope after rope of my seed fills it.

"Holy shit," I pant as the final pulses of my orgasm subside. Jordan's mouth is full of my cum, a bit dripping from the corner of her lips. "Show Kate."

Jordan turns to Kate, opening her mouth wider to display the pool of white cum on her tongue. Kate's eyes darken with lust, and without prompting, she leans in and presses her mouth to Jordan's.

The sight of them kissing with my cum between them sends a jolt of renewed arousal through me, despite having just climaxed. Their tongues visibly swirl together, passing my seed back and forth. A strand of cum-mixed saliva connects their lips when they part briefly, before they dive back in for another sloppy kiss.

"That's so fucking hot," I encourage, stroking my still-hard cock as I watch the show. "Play with it. Show me how much you love my cum."

Kate pulls back slightly, a mouthful of my cum now transferred to her. She lets some dribble lewdly back into Jordan's waiting mouth, the white fluid stretching between them in obscene strings. Jordan moans, her hand reaching up to squeeze Kate's breast as they continue their erotic display.

"More," I demand, voice thick with renewed desire. "Make it messy."

Kate complies, tilting her head back slightly so Jordan can see the cum pooled on her tongue. Then she closes the distance again, letting the mixture of saliva and seed spill partially from her lips as they kiss, creating a wet, pornographic mess that drips down their chins.

"Jesus Christ," I mutter, hypnotized by their display. My cock is already getting hard again, responding to the visual feast before me.

Jordan breaks the kiss to display a mouthful of the frothy mixture, now more saliva than cum but still distinctly white. She brings her lips to Kate's ear, letting some of it dribble onto her neck before licking it back up in a long, sensual stroke.

Kate shivers at the contact, her hand moving to cup Jordan's face, bringing their mouths together once more. This kiss is deeper, hungrier, their bodies pressing closer as they continue to swap and play with what remains of my load.

They're putting on a show for me now, aware of my rapt attention. Jordan's fingers find Kate's nipple, pinching and rolling it between her fingers as they continue to kiss. Kate moans into Jordan's mouth, her hands sliding down to grip her ass, pulling her closer.

I stroke myself slowly, already building toward another climax just from watching them. The lewdness of their display, the obscene sounds of their wet kisses, the knowledge that my cum is being passed between their hungry mouths—it's almost too much to bear.

Finally, after what seems like an eternity of the most erotic show I've ever witnessed, they break apart, both swallowing audibly. They look at me with matching expressions of satisfaction, their lips swollen and glistening with the remnants of our shared pleasure.

"Fuck," Kate says, her voice rough. "You taste good, Richard."

Jordan nods in agreement, licking her lips to catch the last traces. "Better than any man twice your age."

I reach down, helping them both to their feet. In the cramped bathroom, our bodies press together by necessity, skin against sweaty skin. "That was incredible," I admit, genuinely impressed by their performance. "But I hope you don't think we're done."

Kate glances down at my renewed erection, a sly smile curving her lips. "I certainly hope not," she purrs, her hand wrapping around my shaft. "We've got all day, don't we?"

Jordan presses herself against my back, her hard nipples poking into my shoulder blades as her hands reach around to join Kate's. "And we're just getting started," she whispers in my ear.

I grin, turning my head to capture Jordan's mouth in a fierce kiss, tasting traces of myself on her tongue. These MILFs might have thought they were hunting me, but I'm the one who's caught them—and I have no intention of letting them go anytime soon.


Chapter 6

Later that night, I lie sprawled on my bed, my body still humming from the bathroom encounter with Kate and Jordan. We'd eventually continued in their cabin, fucking for hours until they were both too sore to take any more. Now, as I stare at the ceiling of my own room, I hear muffled voices through the thin wall separating my cabin from the one next door. I recognize them immediately: Angelina and her pathetic husband Jack. My cock stirs at the thought of Angelina.

I roll onto my side, pressing my ear against the wall to listen better. Their voices become clearer—Jack's whiny tone asking for some attention, Angelina's cool dismissal. I smirk, knowing exactly why she's not interested in her husband's advances. Not when she's been getting properly fucked by me since the second day of the cruise.

"Come on, honey," Jack pleads, his voice pathetically desperate. "It's been weeks."

"I'm tired, Jack," Angelina responds, her tone clipped and disinterested. "It's been a long day."

"Just a little... something?" he tries again.

There's a pause, then a defeated sigh from Jack. "Fine. Whatever. I'll just take my sleeping pill and go to bed."

I hear the rattle of a pill bottle, followed by the sound of water being poured from a glass. Perfect. Those pills knock him out cold for at least six hours. I know because Angelina told me. She's been orchestrating these moments since we first fucked her house for the first time weeks ago, making sure her husband is dead to the world when I come calling.

I wait, counting the minutes as I listen to the sounds of Jack getting ready for bed. The creak of mattress springs tells me he's lying down. Ten minutes pass, then fifteen. When I hear the first soft snore through the wall, I slide out of bed. My cock is already half-hard with anticipation as I pull on a pair of shorts—easy access for what's coming.

The hallway is deserted at this hour. I pad silently to their door, using the key card Angelina slipped me yesterday. The mechanism clicks softly as the lock disengages, and I ease the door open just enough to slip inside, careful not to let too much light spill in from the corridor.

The room is bathed in the dim glow of a small night light in the bathroom. Jack's bulky form is sprawled on his back on the far side of the king-sized bed, his mouth hanging open as he snores. And there she is—Angelina, lying on her side facing the door, very much awake. Her lips curve into a knowing smile when she sees me, her eyes gleaming in the low light.

I close the door with barely a sound, then approach the bed like a predator stalking prey. Angelina watches me come, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. She's wearing a silk robe that's fallen open at the top, revealing the creamy swell of her breasts. At forty, she's more beautiful than most women half her age—blonde hair falling in soft waves around her face, high cheekbones, and a body kept tight and toned through rigorous workouts.

"I thought you might not come tonight," she whispers, barely audible over Jack's snoring. "Not after I saw you with those two women at the pool."

I grin, reaching the edge of the bed. "You were watching?"

"Of course. I even watched you with that MILF with the big tits yesterday." Her smile turns wicked. "Did you save any energy for me?"

"Always," I promise, climbing onto the mattress with slow, careful movements. Jack stirs slightly, then settles back into his pill-induced slumber. I hover over Angelina, my weight supported on my arms as I lower my face to hers. "I've been thinking about you all day."

Her breath hitches as I press my lips to hers, claiming her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. She responds immediately, her tongue meeting mine, her hands coming up to grasp my shoulders. I can taste mint toothpaste and something uniquely Angelina—sweet and addictive.

I break the kiss to trail my lips down her neck, nipping at the sensitive skin just below her ear. She gasps, her nails digging into my back. My hand finds her breast through the thin silk of her robe, kneading the soft flesh and feeling her nipple harden against my palm.

"He's out cold," she assures me between quiet moans. "The pills... he won't wake up."

"Good," I growl against her skin, my hand sliding lower to untie the belt of her robe. "Because I'm going to make you scream tonight."

With a swift and calculated movement, I open her robe completely, exposing her naked body to my hungry gaze. The sight takes my breath away, just as it did the first time. Her skin seems to glow in the dim light, perfect breasts rising and falling with her quickened breathing, pink nipples pebbled with arousal. Her stomach is flat, her waist narrow, flaring out to hips that are still as curved and inviting as a woman half her age. Between her thighs, her pussy is completely bare, already glistening with evidence of her desire for me.

"Fuck," I breathe, drinking in the sight of her. "You are so goddamn sexy."

She smiles up at me, confident in her beauty and the power it holds over me. "Show me how much you want me," she challenges, spreading her legs slightly in invitation.

I don't need to be told twice. I slide my shorts down just enough to free my cock, already fully hard and throbbing with need. Angelina's eyes widen slightly at the sight—no matter how many times we've done this, she still looks impressed by what I'm packing.

"Remember the first time?" I ask, positioning myself between her spread legs, the head of my cock nudging against her wet entrance. "In your living room? When you said you'd never had a cock this big before?"

She nods, biting her lower lip as she reaches down to wrap her fingers around my shaft, guiding me toward her heat. "I still can't believe you're only eighteen," she whispers, her voice husky with want. "With a body and a cock like this..."

"Age is just a number," I remind her, lowering my body until we're chest to chest, my hardness pressed against her softness. "And tonight, the only number that matters is how many times I'm going to make you cum."

Her eyes darken with lust as she wraps her legs around my waist, pulling me closer to her wet heat. Next to us, Jack lets out a particularly loud snore, completely oblivious to what's about to happen in his own bed, with his own wife.

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock parting her slick folds. Her breath catches in anticipation, her nails digging into my shoulders as she waits for me to claim her. In this moment, with her husband unconscious beside us, I've never felt more powerful.

I thrust into Angelina with one powerful stroke, burying myself to the hilt inside her. Her back arches off the bed, mouth opening in a silent scream as her body stretches to accommodate my size. I clamp my hand over her mouth, not trusting her to stay quiet even with Jack's pill-induced coma. Her eyes roll back, eyelids fluttering as I hold myself deep inside her, feeling her walls pulse and clench around my intrusion.

"Take it," I growl in her ear, my voice barely above a whisper. "Take all of it."

I pull back slowly until just the head remains inside, then slam forward again. The impact rocks her body, the mattress dipping beneath our combined weight. Jack stirs slightly beside us, mumbling something incoherent before settling back into his drugged sleep. The danger only makes my cock harder, pulsing inside Angelina's tight heat.

"Richard," she gasps as I release her mouth, her voice a desperate plea. "Please..."

"Please what?" I taunt, establishing a brutal rhythm, driving into her with force that makes her tits bounce with each thrust. "Please fuck you harder? Please make you cum while your pathetic husband sleeps next to us?"

"Yes," she hisses, her nails raking down my back, leaving trails of fire in their wake. "All of that."

I pick up the pace, my hips pistoning against hers, the wet sounds of our coupling barely masked by Jack's snoring. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, the rhythmic slapping an obscene counterpoint to our labored breathing. Angelina bites her lip to keep from crying out, her face contorted in a mask of pleasure and concentration.

"Look at him," I command, grabbing her chin and forcing her to turn her head toward Jack's sleeping form. "Look at your husband while I fuck you better than he ever could."

Her eyes dart to Jack's slack face, then back to me, a flash of guilt quickly overwhelmed by lust. The taboo of it all—me fucking this MILF right next to her unconscious husband—pushes me to new heights of aggression.

I release her chin to grab her tits, squeezing the full mounds roughly, pinching her nipples between my fingers. She whimpers, arching into my touch despite the pain—or perhaps because of it. I've learned that Angelina likes it rough, likes to be used and dominated in ways her meek husband would never dream of.

"These are mine," I grunt, manhandling her breasts as I continue to pound into her. "This pussy is mine. You're mine to fuck whenever I want."

"Yours," she agrees breathlessly, her inner walls clenching around me at the possessive words. "All yours."

I shift my position, grabbing both her wrists in one hand and pinning them above her head. The new angle lets me drive even deeper, hitting spots that make her whole body tremble. With my free hand, I grasp her throat, applying just enough pressure on the sides to make her gasp but not enough to cut off her air completely.

"This is how you should be fucked," I tell her, my voice harsh with exertion. "Hard. Rough. Like the slut you are."

Her eyes glaze over at my words, her pussy getting even wetter around my cock. I can feel her starting to pulse, the first signs of an approaching orgasm. I release her throat only to spit directly onto her face, watching as the saliva lands on her cheek. Far from disgusted, she moans at the degradation, her tongue darting out as if hoping to taste it.

"Filthy bitch," I hiss, leaning down to lick the trail of my own spit from her skin. I follow it with a sharp bite to her neck, just hard enough to leave a mark. "You love this, don't you? Being used like a whore while hubby sleeps."

"Yes," she admits, her voice breaking as I bite her again, this time on her shoulder. "God, yes."

The headboard begins to knock against the wall as I increase my tempo, each thrust more forceful than the last. I don't care about the noise anymore—let the whole ship hear us. Let Jack wake up and see his wife getting the fucking of her life from a man young enough to be her son.

I release her wrists to grab her thighs, pushing them wider, folding her nearly in half as I drive downward into her. The new angle has her gasping, her hands flying to grip the sheets, knuckles white from the force of her grip. My cock reaches depths that make her eyes water, her mouth open in a silent scream.

"Rich—Richard," she stutters, her body beginning to shake. "I'm going to—"

"Cum," I command, grinding my hips against hers, feeling my pubic bone press against her clit. "Cum on this young cock."

That's all it takes. Her back arches impossibly higher, her pussy clamping down on me like a vise as waves of pleasure crash through her. I keep fucking her through it, relentless in my pace, prolonging her orgasm until she's a shuddering, quivering mess beneath me.

"Oh god, oh god," she chants quietly, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes as the intensity overwhelms her. "Too much, too much..."

But I don't stop. If anything, I fuck her harder, spurred on by her oversensitivity. I reach between us to rub her clit directly, making her jerk and twist beneath me, caught between pleasure and pain.

"Another one," I demand, pinching her clit between my fingers. "Cum again for me."

She shakes her head weakly, but her body betrays her. Within moments she's tensing again, her second orgasm ripping through her with even greater force than the first. This time she can't contain her cry, a sharp "Ah!" escaping before she can clap her hand over her mouth.

Jack grunts and shifts in his sleep, rolling to face away from us. We freeze for a moment, my cock still buried deep inside Angelina's pulsating pussy. When Jack's snoring resumes, I grin down at her, a wicked, predatory smile.

"See? Even when you scream, he can't wake up enough to realize his wife's getting fucked senseless right next to him."

I resume my thrusting, slower now but no less intense. Angelina's body is limp beneath me, utterly spent from her multiple orgasms, but still receptive to my continued invasion. Her eyes are half-closed, lips parted as she pants, completely at my mercy.

"Just a fuck toy," I whisper, licking a stripe up her neck to her ear. "My personal MILF slut."

"Yes," she agrees weakly, surrendering completely to the role. "Use me. However you want."

I grip her hair, yanking her head back to expose more of her throat, which I attack with teeth and tongue, marking her pale skin. Mine. The word echoes in my head with each thrust, with each slap of my balls against her ass, with each muffled moan she releases.

Her hands weakly come up to clutch at my back, not to resist but to feel the muscles working as I continue to pound into her. I can feel my own orgasm building, pressure coiling tight at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight. But I'm not ready to finish yet—not when there's still more to take, more to claim.

Angelina's moans grow louder with each thrust, her control slipping as pleasure overwhelms her caution. Her hands clutch desperately at my shoulders, nails leaving crescent-shaped marks in my skin. I pound into her relentlessly, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing in the cabin's close quarters. The headboard bangs against the wall with increasing force, the mattress springs creaking in protest beneath us. It's too much noise—far too much—but I'm too lost in the sensation of her tight pussy gripping my cock to care.

"Richard!" she cries out, forgetting herself entirely. "Oh god, fuck me harder!"

Her voice cuts through the room like a gunshot, and beside us, Jack's snoring stutters to a stop. I freeze mid-thrust, my cock buried deep inside Angelina, as Jack stirs, mumbling incoherently. Angelina's eyes fly open in panic, her body tensing beneath me.

"Wha... what's happening?" Jack slurs, his hand fumbling for his glasses on the nightstand. The sleeping pills have him disoriented, his movements slow and clumsy as he struggles to sit up.

I stay perfectly still, my mind racing. Angelina looks terrified beneath me, but I can feel her pussy clenching around my cock, her arousal actually increasing with the danger. I make a split-second decision, putting on my most casual voice even as I remain buried inside his wife.

"Hey, Mr. Pitt," I say, trying to sound nonchalant while slightly adjusting my position to block his view of where our bodies join. "Sorry if we woke you up. Angelina asked me to help her with some late-night stretches. She's been having trouble sleeping because of muscle tension."

Jack squints at us, his vision blurry without his glasses. He can make out shapes but not details—a fact Angelina had shared with me early in our affair. He sees me hovering over his wife but can't see that I'm naked from the waist down, can't see that my cock is deep inside her.

"Stretches?" he repeats, his voice thick with medication.

"Yeah," I continue smoothly. "I've been showing her some exercises we do for football. To release tension in the lower back and hips. They're kind of intense, that's why she was making noise."

Angelina catches on immediately, finding her voice despite the circumstances. "It's really helping, honey," she tells Jack, her tone impressively steady given the situation. "Go back to sleep. I'll join you soon."

Jack blinks slowly, the pills making it hard for him to process what's happening. "Oh. Okay. That's... that's good," he mumbles, already lying back down. "Don't stay up too late..."

His eyes drift closed again, and within moments, his breathing returns to the deep, even rhythm of sleep. I wait, barely breathing, my cock still throbbing inside Angelina. When I'm sure Jack is fully asleep again, I lean down to whisper in her ear.

"You liked that, didn't you? Almost getting caught?"

She shudders beneath me, her pussy spasming around my shaft in answer. I pull back slowly and then thrust hard into her, making her gasp.

"You filthy slut," I whisper, resuming my rhythm, more measured now but no less intense. "Getting wetter at the thought of your husband watching me fuck you."

"Please," she whimpers, her hips rising to meet mine. "Don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. The close call has only heightened my arousal, made me more determined to claim her completely. I grab her legs, pushing them up and apart, opening her wider to my invasion. The new angle lets me hit her G-spot with every thrust, and I can feel her trembling on the edge of another orgasm.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice a harsh whisper. "Cum with my cock inside you while your husband sleeps right next to us."

Her body obeys, convulsing around me as a powerful orgasm rips through her. She bites down on her own hand to stifle her scream, her eyes rolling back as waves of pleasure crash over her. The sight of her coming undone, combined with the vise-like grip of her pussy around my cock, pushes me dangerously close to my own climax.

"Where do you want it?" I ask, my rhythm faltering as I fight to hold back. "Where do you want my cum?"

"Inside," she gasps between spasms. "Cum inside me. Fill me up."

That's all I need to hear. With a few more powerful thrusts, I bury myself to the hilt and let go, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her welcoming body. I grit my teeth to keep from groaning as pleasure explodes through me, my hips jerking involuntarily as I empty myself into her.

"Fuck," I hiss, feeling her milking every last drop from me. "Taking it all, aren't you? Greedy for my cum."

She nods, her eyes half-closed in blissful satisfaction, her body still quivering with aftershocks. I stay buried inside her for a long moment, enjoying the sensation of her pussy pulsing around my sensitive cock.

When I finally pull out, a trickle of my cum follows, leaking from her well-fucked hole. The sight is so erotic that I feel myself hardening again despite having just climaxed.

"Clean me," I order, moving up her body until my cock is level with her face. "Suck it clean."

Without hesitation, Angelina opens her mouth, taking my semi-hard length between her lips. She moans softly as she tastes our combined fluids—her pussy and my cum mingling on her tongue. I watch as she works her mouth up and down my shaft, her tongue swirling to catch every drop.

"Good girl," I praise, stroking her hair as she services me. "Such a good little cocksucker."

She preens under the degrading praise, sucking harder, her hand coming up to cup my balls. Next to us, Jack snores on, completely oblivious to the depravity unfolding inches away from him.

When I'm clean to my satisfaction, I pull away, my cock slipping from her lips with a wet sound. She looks up at me with a mixture of satisfaction and worship that makes me feel like a god.

"Nobody's ever fucked me like you do," she whispers, her voice raw from suppressed screams. "Nobody's ever made me feel so..."

"Used?" I supply with a smirk. "Dirty? Alive?"

"All of it," she admits, her hand trailing over her own body, fingers dipping to feel where I've filled her with cum. "I never knew I needed to be dominated like this."

I lean down to kiss her, tasting myself on her lips. "Now you know," I murmur against her mouth. "And you'll never go back."

She shakes her head, her eyes wide and sincere. "Never. This is... this is what I need. Every night. Whenever you want me."

I stand up, pulling my shorts back on, admiring the sight of her sprawled on the bed—legs still spread, my cum leaking from her pussy, hair a tangled mess, love bites blooming on her neck and breasts. She looks thoroughly fucked, utterly claimed.

"Leave the door unlocked," I tell her as I prepare to slip out. "I'll be back after midnight."

She nods eagerly, already anticipating our next encounter. "I'll make sure he takes an extra pill," she promises. "So we can be... less careful."

The implication sends a thrill through me—next time, we won't have to be quiet. Next time, I can make her scream properly.

"Good," I say, bending to give her one last kiss. "Because I'm not done showing you exactly what that body of yours is made for."

As I creep out of their room and back to my own, I can't help but smile. This cruise is turning out even better than I'd hoped. Kate and Jordan in the afternoon, Angelina at night—and who knows what other bored, desperate MILFs are waiting to be conquered? With a body built for fucking and a cock that makes women beg for more, I'm living every man’s fantasy.

And the cruise still has six more days to go.


Book 5


Chapter 1

I slam into Angelina with enough force to make the headboard crash against the wall, but neither of us gives a shit about the noise right now. Her legs are wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my lower back as I pound into her with everything I've got. At eighteen, I've got stamina for days, and this forty-year-old MILF beneath me can't get enough of it. Her blonde hair is splayed across the pillow, her perfect tits bouncing with each thrust, and the look in her eyes is pure animal hunger. Jack, her pathetic excuse for a husband, thinks I'm just her personal trainer. If only he knew how thoroughly I'm "training" his wife right now.

"Harder," she gasps, her manicured nails raking down my back hard enough to leave marks. "Fuck me harder, Richard."

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back to expose the smooth column of her throat. Her eyes widen, pupils blown with lust as I lean down to bite at the sensitive skin below her ear. The danger of leaving a mark only makes my cock harder inside her. Jack's been gone all morning at some business meeting, giving us the run of their massive suburban house. We started in the kitchen, then the living room, and now we're destroying their marital bed.

"Is this what you want?" I growl, driving into her with punishing force that makes her whole body jolt. "You want the whole neighborhood to hear you getting fucked by a teenager?"

"God, yes," she moans, her pussy clenching around me at my words. She loves when I remind her of our age difference, the forbidden nature of what we're doing making her wetter, tighter.

Her hands grip my biceps, feeling the muscles flex and strain as I hold myself above her. I watch her face contort with pleasure, her perfect features—those high cheekbones, those full lips—twisting as she fights to keep her screams contained. We might have the house to ourselves, but the walls in this neighborhood are thin, and Angelina has a reputation to maintain.

I slow my pace suddenly, grinding deep inside her rather than thrusting. She whimpers in protest, trying to buck her hips to get me moving again. Instead, I lean down until our faces are inches apart, then slide my fingers along her jaw until I reach her lips. Her eyes lock with mine as I push two fingers into her mouth, hooking them behind her teeth, pulling down slightly.

"Such a pretty mouth," I taunt, feeling her tongue swirl around my invading fingers. "Almost as good as that tight pussy of yours."

Her moan vibrates against my hand, and I start thrusting again, harder and faster than before. My other hand keeps its tight grip in her hair, holding her head exactly where I want it. Drool leaks from the corner of her mouth around my fingers, and the sight of this elegant, sophisticated woman being reduced to this state of primal need because of me—fuck, it's intoxicating.

"You like being used like this, don't you?" I pull my fingers from her mouth, dragging them wet down her chin and throat. "Jack could never fuck you like this. Could never give you what you need."

"No," she pants, her voice raspy and desperate. "Only you. Only you, Richard."

I shift my angle, hitting that spot inside her that makes her whole body tremble. Her eyes roll back, lids fluttering as I maintain a relentless rhythm. I can feel her getting close, her inner walls pulsing around my cock with increasing urgency.

"Don't stop," she begs, her hands clawing at my shoulders, my back, anywhere she can reach. "Please, please don't stop."

I tighten my grip on her hair, pulling until her scalp must be burning, her neck arched at an almost painful angle. With my other hand, I hook my fingers back into her mouth, pressing down on her tongue, claiming every part of her. She's making desperate, muffled noises now, her body tensing beneath me.

"You going to cum for me?" I demand, driving into her with all the strength my athletic body can muster. The headboard is slamming rhythmically against the wall, the mattress springs protesting beneath us. "Going to cum all over this young cock?"

She tries to nod, but my grip on her hair is too tight. Instead, she makes a strangled sound of affirmation around my fingers. I can feel it building in her—the trembling in her thighs, the way her breathing becomes erratic, the increasing tightness of her pussy around me.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice rough with exertion. "Let go. Cum for me, Angelina."

Her body goes rigid, her back arching off the bed as the orgasm rips through her. My fingers in her mouth are all that's keeping her from screaming, and even then, she's making these high-pitched, desperate sounds as she convulses around my cock. Her pussy clenches so tight it almost pushes me out, but I hold my position, grinding deep inside her as she rides the waves of pleasure.

"Fuck," I hiss, fighting my own approaching climax. "So fucking hot when you cum on my cock."

She's still shaking, aftershocks rippling through her body as I resume thrusting, chasing my own release now. Her eyes are glazed, unfocused, her makeup smeared from sweat and tears of pleasure. She looks absolutely wrecked, and knowing that I—an eighteen-year-old high school quarterback—reduced this sophisticated, married woman to this state fills me with savage pride.

"Don't stop," she manages to gasp as my fingers slip from her mouth, her voice barely above a whisper. "Please, Richard. Don't stop."

Even after cumming hard enough to see stars, she still wants more. This insatiable hunger is what keeps me coming back, what makes our affair so fucking exciting. Jack might have married her, might own this house and pay for those designer clothes she loves to wear, but in this moment, Angelina belongs to me completely.

I release her hair to grab her hips, angling her to take me even deeper. She moans at the new position, her hands falling limply to her sides, surrendering entirely to whatever I want to do to her. The power of it is intoxicating, making my cock throb inside her still-pulsing channel.

"Mine," I growl, more to myself than to her. "This pussy is all mine."

She nods weakly, beyond words now as I use her body for my pleasure, the pleasure that only I can give her. No husband twice my age could ever fuck her like this, could ever make her feel this alive, this desired, this thoroughly claimed.

And that's the real high of this affair—not just the sex, not just her gorgeous MILF body, but the knowledge that I can give her something no one else can. Something she craves so desperately she's willing to risk her marriage, her reputation, everything.

For a few moments more, I hold back my own release, savoring the power, the dominance, the absolute control I have over this woman who should, by all societal standards, have all the power over me.

But here, in this bed, there's no question who's really in charge.

I'm getting close to the edge, my thrusts becoming more erratic as I feel the pressure building at the base of my spine. Angelina's body is still sensitive from her orgasm, every thrust making her twitch and gasp beneath me. I'm just about to tell her I'm close when a voice calls up from downstairs, freezing us both mid-thrust.

"Angelina? Are you home, honey?" Jack's voice echoes through the house, and I feel her whole body tense around my cock.

"Shit!" she whispers, panic flashing in her eyes. "He's not supposed to be back until noon!"

I should pull out. I should grab my clothes and hide in the closet or bathroom. That's what any sane person would do. But the surge of adrenaline, the danger of being caught, only makes my cock harder inside her.

"Richard," she hisses, pushing at my chest. "Stop! We have to—"

Instead of stopping, I slam into her hard, bottoming out and making her gasp. I clamp my hand over her mouth, my eyes locking with hers.

"Answer him," I whisper against her ear, my hips still moving in slow, deep thrusts. "Tell him you're up here... exercising."

Her eyes widen, a mixture of fear and arousal darkening her pupils. I feel her pussy clench around me, betraying how much the danger turns her on.

"Angelina?" Jack calls again, more insistent. "Are you upstairs?"

I release her mouth, but keep my face close to hers, challenging her. For a heartbeat, I think she might push me away, might choose safety over pleasure. Instead, she draws a shaky breath.

"Yes, Jack! I'm upstairs!" she calls out, her voice impressively steady given the circumstances. "Just... finishing up my morning workout!"

I bite back a laugh at the double entendre, rewarding her quick thinking with a particularly deep thrust that makes her bite her lip to stifle a moan. The knowledge that her husband is just downstairs, that at any moment he could walk in and see me buried balls-deep in his wife—it's a fucking rush like nothing else.

"Your 'morning workout,' huh?" I whisper, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in, harder than before. "Better make it count, then."

"Richard, we can't—" she starts to protest, but I cut her off with another thrust that hits that perfect spot inside her. Her objection dissolves into a stifled moan.

"We can, and we are," I tell her, setting a new pace, faster and harder than before. The bed creaks beneath us, and I see a flicker of genuine alarm cross her face. I grab the headboard with one hand, steadying it to quiet the noise while maintaining my rhythm.

"I wanted to talk to you about something," Jack calls up. I can hear his footsteps now, moving through the living room below us. "Do you have a minute?"

Angelina's eyes widen in panic. She opens her mouth to respond, but I choose that exact moment to grind against her clit, making her gasp instead. She glares at me, half angry, half desperate with pleasure.

"Y-yes!" she finally manages. "Just... give me five minutes! I'm all sweaty from... exercising!"

I smirk down at her, leaning close to whisper, "You're going to be even sweatier in five minutes."

"You're insane," she whispers back, but her hands are gripping my ass now, pulling me deeper, her body contradicting her words.

"Alright, I'll wait downstairs," Jack responds, and we both hear his footsteps retreating toward the kitchen.

Relief washes over her face, immediately replaced by renewed lust as I increase my pace. The momentary reprieve has only made the danger more exciting. I pull her legs up, hooking them over my shoulders to change the angle, hitting even deeper. Her hands fly up to grip the pillow behind her head, knuckles white from the effort of staying quiet.

"You love this," I accuse, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Love getting fucked while your husband is right downstairs. Love the risk of getting caught with my teenage cock inside you."

"Shut up," she gasps, but her pussy clenches around me at my words. "Just... don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. If anything, the close call has only fueled my determination to make her cum again before I finish. My hands grip her hips, holding her in place as I pound into her with renewed vigor. The slap of skin on skin seems deafeningly loud in the room, and Angelina bites her fist to keep from crying out.

"You think he can hear us?" I taunt, driving into her relentlessly. "Think he can hear his wife getting the fucking of her life from a guy young enough to be her son?"

"Oh god," she whimpers, her free hand clawing at the sheets. "Richard, please..."

I reach between us, finding her clit with my thumb and rubbing firm circles that have her back arching off the bed. Her pussy flutters around my cock, the first signs of another approaching orgasm.

"Cum again," I command, my voice harsh with exertion. "Cum while I fuck you in your marital bed with your husband downstairs."

Her body obeys, her inner walls clamping down on my cock as she bites into her own forearm to muffle her scream. The sight of her coming undone beneath me, combined with the vise-like grip of her pussy, pushes me to the edge of my own climax.

Just then, I hear footsteps on the stairs. Fucking hell—Jack's coming up!

"Angelina?" he calls. "I'm sorry to rush you, but I really need to talk to you about this trip."

I should pull out. I should find somewhere to hide. But I'm too close, and the approaching danger only heightens every sensation. Angelina's eyes fly open, panic and arousal warring in her expression as she realizes what's about to happen.

"I'm coming!" she shouts, and I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing at the accidental truth in her words. Then, more quietly, to me: "Richard, you need to—"

Too late. The combination of her orgasm, the danger, and my own building pressure becomes too much. With one final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and let go, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep inside her. My body shudders with the intensity of it, my vision blurring at the edges as pleasure explodes through my core.

"Oh, fuck," I groan, too quietly for Jack to hear but loud enough for Angelina to give me a warning glare. I can hear him in the hallway now, approaching the bedroom door.

With superhuman effort, I pull out of her, a trail of cum following the head of my cock as it slips free of her well-fucked pussy. There's no time to grab my clothes scattered across the floor. Instead, I slide off the bed and roll beneath it, just as the bedroom door starts to open.

"Just a second, Jack!" Angelina calls, her voice impressively steady as she yanks the comforter up to her chin, hiding her nakedness. I can see her quickly run a hand through her mussed hair, trying to look presentable.

From my hiding place, I see Jack's feet enter the room. Boring brown loafers that match his boring personality. My heart pounds in my chest, a mixture of post-orgasmic bliss and adrenaline making me feel almost high.

"Sorry to interrupt your... workout," Jack says, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. The idiot has no idea I've just filled his wife with my cum. "But I've got exciting news."

"Oh?" Angelina's voice is casual, as if she isn't lying naked in bed with a teenager hiding underneath it, my cum leaking out of her. "What is it?"

"I just got off the phone with Martin from the Geneva office," Jack says, moving further into the room. I tense as his feet approach the bed, but he stops and sits on the edge, thankfully on Angelina's side, not mine. "They've offered us use of the company ski lodge in Switzerland for two weeks! All expenses paid!"

"Switzerland?" Angelina sounds genuinely surprised. "When?"

"That's the crazy part—they want us there this weekend. Private jet leaves Friday morning. I know it's short notice, but I thought it would be the perfect getaway for us."

I can almost hear the gears turning in Angelina's head. Two weeks away with boring Jack? No chance for our daily "training sessions"? I'm equally disappointed at the thought.

"That sounds... wonderful," she says, but I can hear the hesitation in her voice. "But I'm in the middle of this intensive training program with Richard. I'd hate to lose all the progress I've made."

I smile to myself, impressed by her quick thinking. Jack shifts on the bed, his weight making the mattress dip slightly above me.

"Can't you take a break for two weeks?" he asks. "It's Switzerland, honey. The Alps!"

"Actually," Angelina says slowly, as if the idea is just occurring to her, "why don't we bring Richard along? The lodge probably has a gym, right? He could continue my training there."

There's a pause, and I hold my breath, waiting for Jack's response.

"Bring your trainer on our vacation?" He sounds dubious, but not outright rejecting the idea. "Won't that be... awkward?"

"Not at all," Angelina insists, her voice taking on that persuasive tone I've heard her use on Jack before. "He can stay in a separate part of the lodge, do his own thing when we want private time. Plus, you're always saying I seem happier, more relaxed since I started working out. Don't you want me to be happy and relaxed on our vacation?"

Another pause. I can practically feel Jack's resistance crumbling. The man is so thoroughly whipped, so desperate to please Angelina, that he'll agree to almost anything.

"Well, when you put it that way..." he says slowly. "I suppose the lodge is plenty big enough. And the company is paying for everything anyway."

"Exactly! It won't cost you a penny," Angelina says, the triumph clear in her voice. "And Richard was just telling me the other day how he's never been skiing before. It would be such a nice opportunity for him."

I bite back a laugh. I've never mentioned skiing to her, but she's building a convincing story. Jack seems to buy it.

"Alright," he agrees finally. "If it means that much to you, we can bring Richard along. As long as he understands that this is primarily a romantic getaway for us."

"Of course, of course," Angelina assures him. "I'll call him right away and let him know. Now, can you give me a few minutes to shower and get dressed? I'm all sweaty from my workout."

"Sure, honey. I'll be downstairs."

Jack's feet retreat, and the door closes behind him. For a moment, neither of us moves or speaks, waiting to make sure he's really gone. Then Angelina leans over the edge of the bed, her face appearing upside down as she peers under at me.

"Switzerland," she whispers, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "Two weeks in a private lodge. Think of all the places we can fuck while Jack's busy skiing."

I grin back at her, already imagining the possibilities. "You're a fucking genius, you know that?"

"I know," she says with a wink. "Now get dressed and sneak out the back. I'll call you later with the details."

As I carefully gather my clothes and prepare to make my exit, I can't help but feel a surge of anticipation. Switzerland. A private lodge. Two weeks of unlimited access to Angelina, all under her clueless husband's nose.

This is going to be epic.


Chapter 2

I adjust my carry-on bag as we approach the sleek private jet on the tarmac, trying not to stare too obviously at Angelina's ass in her tight white jeans. She's dressed for comfort but still manages to look like she just stepped off a magazine cover—designer sunglasses perched on her head, blonde hair falling in perfect waves over her shoulders, and a silk blouse that shows just enough cleavage to make my mouth water. Jack waddles ahead of us, already talking to the pilot about flight times and weather conditions, completely oblivious to the fact that not six hours ago, I had his wife screaming my name while he was at work.

"Impressed?" Angelina whispers, noticing my wide-eyed stare at the luxury aircraft.

"Definitely," I reply, letting my gaze deliberately drop to her ass. "The view is amazing."

She smirks, giving me a subtle hip bump that sends blood rushing to my cock. I've never flown private before—hell, I've barely flown commercial—but I play it cool, like I belong here. At eighteen, I've learned that confidence is everything, whether you're commanding a football field or seducing a married woman twice your age.

We climb the stairs into the jet, and I'm hit with that new-car smell of luxury—leather, expensive cologne, and money. The interior is all cream leather and polished wood, with just eight plush seats divided into two sections. The first four seats are arranged in pairs facing each other, clearly the "first class" section of an already first-class experience. The back four are standard-looking seats, still nicer than anything I've seen on a commercial plane, but obviously less prestigious.

"Richard, you'll be back here," Jack says, gesturing to the rear section without even looking at me. "Angelina and I will be up front."

I nod, swallowing my disappointment. I'd been hoping to sit next to Angelina, to feel her thigh pressed against mine for the nine-hour flight, maybe even sneak a hand between her legs while Jack slept. But of course, the husband would want his wife beside him.

Angelina, however, has other ideas. She turns to Jack with that look I've seen her use before—head slightly tilted, eyes wide and appealing, a perfect combination of innocent and persuasive.

"Honey," she says, laying a hand on his arm. "Would you mind terribly if Richard sat with me instead? I wanted to go over my training regimen for the next two weeks."

Jack blinks, clearly caught off guard. "During the flight? Can't it wait until we get there?"

"It's a nine-hour flight," she points out reasonably. "Perfect time to plan everything out. Plus," she lowers her voice, though not so much that I can't hear, "you know how I get anxious during takeoff. Richard was telling me about some breathing exercises that might help."

I was? News to me, but I nod solemnly when Jack glances my way.

"They're really effective," I add helpfully. "I use them before big games."

Jack hesitates, glancing between us, and for a moment I think he might sense something—might finally see the electric current that seems to arc between his wife and me whenever we're near each other. But then he sighs, adjusting his glasses on his nose in a gesture of defeat.

"I suppose that makes sense," he concedes. "I do have some work I could catch up on anyway. Those quarterly reports aren't going to read themselves."

"You're the best," Angelina gushes, standing on tiptoe to kiss his cheek. Over Jack's shoulder, she winks at me, her eyes gleaming with wicked triumph.

Ten minutes later, we're settled in our seats, the plane taxiing down the runway. Jack is in the back section, already buried in paperwork, while Angelina and I sit across from each other in the luxurious front cabin, a small table between us. The flight attendant brings us champagne in crystal flutes, then discreetly closes the divider between the cabins before heading to her own seat for takeoff.

"To Switzerland," Angelina toasts, clinking her glass against mine, her eyes never leaving my face.

"To 'training sessions,'" I reply with a smirk, taking a sip of the bubbly liquid. It's good—probably expensive as hell, but I pretend I drink stuff like this all the time.

The plane lifts off smoothly, climbing into the blue morning sky. As soon as the seatbelt sign turns off, Angelina unbuckles hers and moves to sit beside me instead of across. Her thigh presses against mine, warm and firm through my jeans.

"Alone at last," she murmurs, her hand landing on my knee, fingers tracing small circles. "Well, almost alone."

"Jack's buried in his reports," I say, glancing toward the closed divider. "He won't be bothering us."

"No, he won't," she agrees, her hand sliding higher up my thigh. "Poor Jack. Always working, never playing."

I spread my legs slightly, giving her better access as her hand creeps toward my crotch. "Unlike you," I observe with a grin. "You're all about the play."

"Speaking of play," she says, her voice dropping to a husky whisper as her fingers finally reach the growing bulge in my jeans. "Do you know what this ski lodge is famous for?"

Her hand presses against my hardening cock, rubbing slowly up and down the length through the denim. My breath hitches, but I try to maintain my composure, taking another sip of champagne before answering.

"The skiing?" I guess, my voice slightly strained as she increases the pressure of her palm against me.

She laughs softly, leaning in so her lips brush against my ear. "Two things, actually. First, couple retreats—lots of rich, bored husbands and wives trying to rekindle their dying marriages."

Her fingers find my zipper, tugging it down with agonizing slowness. I glance toward the divider again, but it remains firmly closed, the hum of the engines likely drowning out any sound we might make.

"And the second thing?" I ask, my cock now fully hard, straining against my boxers.

Angelina slips her hand inside my open jeans, her fingers cool against the thin cotton of my underwear. "Lonely, rich MILFs," she purrs, wrapping her hand around my length through the fabric. "Women whose husbands are too busy skiing or networking to keep them satisfied."

The implication is clear, and my cock twitches in her grip at the thought. Not only will I have unlimited access to Angelina, but potentially other hot older women as well. It's like a fucking buffet of MILF pussy, and I'm starving.

"Sounds like my kind of place," I manage to say as she finally pushes aside the elastic of my boxers, her fingers wrapping around my bare cock. The feeling of her cool hand on my hot flesh makes me groan softly.

"I thought you might like that," she says, beginning to stroke me, up and down, her grip firm and confident. "All those neglected wives, desperate for a young stud like you to remind them what a real man feels like."

My hips buck involuntarily as she swipes her thumb over the sensitive head, spreading the drop of pre-cum that's formed there. "Fuck," I hiss, my head falling back against the seat.

"That's the plan," Angelina whispers, her strokes becoming more deliberate, more focused. "Lots and lots of fucking."

She leans in, capturing my mouth in a hungry kiss that I return with equal fervor. Her tongue pushes past my lips, tangling with mine as her hand continues its maddening rhythm on my cock. I bring my hand up to cup her breast through her blouse, feeling her nipple harden against my palm.

When we finally break the kiss, we're both breathing heavily. Her hand is still in my pants, still working me with an expertise that makes my toes curl in my shoes. Her pupils are dilated with lust, her lips slightly swollen from our kiss.

"I want more," she says, her voice thick with need. "I want to feel you inside me."

"Here?" I glance around the cabin. It's private, but not that private. The flight attendant could come back at any moment, and there's always the risk of Jack deciding his reports are less interesting than his wife after all.

Angelina smiles, a predatory curve of her lips that sends a fresh surge of blood to my already-aching cock. "Follow me to the bathroom in two minutes," she instructs, giving me one final, firm stroke before withdrawing her hand. "Time for your first mile-high experience."

She stands, straightening her blouse with casual grace, as if she hasn't just had her hand down my pants. With a wink that promises wicked delights to come, she walks toward the rear of the cabin, hips swaying hypnotically.

I look down at my open jeans, my cock still hard and now glistening with pre-cum, and grin to myself. Switzerland is already exceeding my expectations, and we haven't even landed yet. Between Angelina's insatiable appetite and the promise of other lonely MILFs at the lodge, this vacation is shaping up to be the adventure of a lifetime.

And it's only just beginning.

***

The private jet touches down with a gentle bump, and I can't help but smirk as Angelina's hand "accidentally" brushes against my crotch while she reaches for her seat belt. Jack doesn't notice a thing, too busy gathering his precious reports into his leather portfolio. Switzerland stretches out beyond the windows, all snow-capped mountains and pristine white landscapes, but the only view I care about is the way Angelina's blouse strains against her perfect tits when she stands up to grab her carry-on.

"Welcome to Geneva," the pilot announces over the intercom, but I'm already hard from our bathroom escapade mid-flight and the promise of what's to come. Angelina catches my eye as we disembark, her tongue darting out to wet her lips before turning back to Jack with practiced innocence.

A sleek black SUV waits on the tarmac, driver holding a sign with "Pitt Party" printed in elegant script. Jack puffs up with importance, talking loudly about company perks and connections while the driver loads our luggage. I hang back, playing the role of respectful trainer, all the while undressing Angelina with my eyes as she bends to enter the vehicle.

The drive up the mountain takes nearly two hours, but I don't mind. Angelina sits in the middle row with Jack, while I'm in the back, giving me the perfect vantage point to watch her slip her shoe off and run her stockinged foot up her husband's calf in a show of affection that makes him beam like he's won the lottery. Poor bastard doesn't know that just hours ago, I had his wife's ankles pinned behind her ears in the plane's tiny bathroom, making her bite down on a washcloth to keep from screaming my name.

When we finally arrive, the chalet complex steals even my breath. It's like something out of a fucking movie—massive timber and stone structures nestled against the mountainside, with floor-to-ceiling windows reflecting the snow and sunlight. Everything screams money, from the heated stone pathways cleared of snow to the staff waiting to take our bags.

"Holy shit," I mutter, forgetting to play it cool for a moment.

"Language, Richard," Jack admonishes with a condescending smile, like he's talking to a child instead of a guy who regularly rails his wife. "This is a classy establishment."

"Sorry, Mr. Pitt," I reply, the picture of contrition while catching Angelina's eye. She bites her lip to suppress a laugh.

"Welcome to Alpenrose Lodge," a female voice says, drawing my attention to the entrance. And fuck me if she isn't the hottest thing I've seen since—well, since Angelina stripped in the plane bathroom.

The woman approaching us has to be in her mid-twenties, with sleek blonde hair pulled back in a tight ponytail that accentuates high cheekbones and the bluest eyes I've ever seen. Her body is athletic but still curvy in all the right places, showcased perfectly in a fitted white blouse and slim black ski pants that hug her ass like they were painted on.

"I'm Elara, the resort manager," she continues, her accent lilting and exotic—Scandinavian, maybe Swedish? I don't really care; I just know it's sexy as hell. "We are delighted to host you at our exclusive property."

Jack steps forward, hand extended, launching into some boring introduction about his company and position. I tune him out, focusing instead on how Elara's eyes slide past him to land on me. Her gaze is direct, professional on the surface, but I recognize that subtle once-over. I've seen it enough times to know when a woman is checking me out.

"And this is our personal trainer, Richard," Jack eventually says, gesturing toward me like I'm an afterthought.

I step forward, extending my hand with a confidence that makes Elara's eyes widen slightly. "Richard Long," I say, holding her gaze a beat longer than necessary. "Thanks for having me."

Her hand is smooth but her grip is firm. "The pleasure is mine, Mr. Long," she replies, her lips curving into a smile that's a shade too warm for mere professional courtesy. "We have many excellent training facilities you might enjoy using during your stay."

"I'm sure Richard will put them to good use," Angelina interjects, moving to stand beside me. There's amusement in her voice as she adds, "He's very... dedicated to physical fitness."

I catch the subtle emphasis and have to suppress a grin. Angelina has noticed Elara's interest in me, and rather than being jealous, she seems entertained by it. Jack, oblivious as ever, is already asking Elara about the ski conditions and restaurant reservations.

"Let me show you to your accommodations," Elara says, leading us inside the main lodge. The interior is just as impressive as the exterior—soaring ceilings with massive wooden beams, a stone fireplace tall enough to stand in, and plush furniture arranged on thick fur rugs.

"The Matterhorn Suite is our finest accommodation," Elara explains as we ascend a curved staircase. "Mr. and Mrs. Pitt, you'll have the entire top floor to yourselves, with your own hot tub on the private deck overlooking the valley."

Jack practically bounces with excitement as Elara unlocks the door to reveal a space that looks like it costs more per night than my mom's monthly mortgage. The suite is all rich woods and creamy leather, with floor-to-ceiling windows framing the snow-covered Alps. A king-sized bed dominates one end, piled high with fluffy duvets and fur throws. A fireplace already crackles in the wall, casting a warm glow over everything.

"This is magnificent!" Jack exclaims, immediately moving to explore the various rooms, opening doors and exclaiming over each new luxury feature he discovers.

Elara turns to me with that same subtle smile. "And for you, Mr. Long, we've prepared the Edelweiss Guesthouse. It's just across the path—private, but very convenient to the main lodge."

"Lead the way," I say, catching Angelina's eye over Elara's shoulder. Angelina gives me a knowing look that promises we'll be making good use of that "convenient" location very soon.

Jack emerges from what must be the bathroom, face flushed with excitement. "Angelina, you have to see this tub! It's bigger than our first apartment!"

"I'll be right there, honey," she calls back, then turns to Elara. "Why don't you show Richard his accommodations? I'll unpack and get settled here."

"Of course, Mrs. Pitt," Elara responds, professional but with that undercurrent of heat when she glances back at me. "This way, Mr. Long."

I follow Elara down the stairs and out a side door onto a heated stone pathway. The cold mountain air hits my face, a sharp contrast to the warmth inside, but I barely notice as my eyes lock onto Elara's ass swaying in front of me.

"Here we are," she says, opening the door to a smaller but equally luxurious cabin just twenty yards from the main building. "The Edelweiss is one of our most private accommodations, but as you can see—" she points to a connecting pathway that leads directly to a side entrance of the main lodge "—you have easy access to the Matterhorn Suite for your... training sessions with Mrs. Pitt."

The emphasis she places on "training sessions" tells me she's not buying the cover story for a second. I step into the guesthouse, impressed despite myself. It's smaller than the suite but no less opulent—a plush king bed, its own fireplace already lit, a deep soaking tub visible through an open bathroom door, and windows that frame the snowy landscape like artwork.

"This should work perfectly," I say, turning to find Elara standing closer than strictly necessary, her blue eyes studying me with undisguised interest.

"I'm sure it will," she replies, her voice dropping slightly. "If you need anything at all during your stay—anything—please don't hesitate to call me directly." She places a business card on the small table by the door, her fingers lingering. "My personal number is on the back."

"I appreciate that," I say, letting my eyes drop to her lips for just a second before meeting her gaze again. "I might take you up on that."

She smiles, a flash of something hungry in her expression before she composes herself. "Please do. Enjoy your stay, Mr. Long."

As she leaves, I can't help but grin. This vacation just keeps getting better. I've got Angelina right next door, eager and accessible, and now this hot Swiss manager is practically offering herself up as dessert. I drop my bag on the bed and walk to the window, looking out at the main lodge where I can see Angelina standing at her window, watching. When she spots me, she touches her lips with two fingers, then presses them to the glass.

I smile and give her a small nod. Tonight can't come soon enough.


Chapter 3

The morning air burns my lungs as I watch Angelina stretch in her skintight ski suit, her perfect ass bent right in front of me while Jack fumbles with his rental equipment. She knows exactly what she's doing, throwing me a quick glance over her shoulder, those bedroom eyes promising what's to come. My cock stirs in my thermal pants, already half-hard from the memory of last night. Today's "training session" is going to be anything but professional.

"Richard, can you help me with these bindings?" Jack calls, his pathetic struggle with basic ski equipment making me smirk. I jog over, fixing his issue in seconds while he adjusts his glasses and thanks me like I've performed brain surgery.

"No problem, Mr. Pitt," I say, playing the respectful trainer. "These can be tricky."

Angelina glides over on her skis, looking every inch the trophy wife in her designer white ski suit that hugs every curve of her body. The bruises on her neck from last night are cleverly hidden beneath a cashmere scarf.

"Jack, honey, don't you have that beginner lesson at 10?" she asks, checking her diamond-studded watch. "It's quarter to."

Jack's eyes widen behind his glasses. "Oh! You're right!" He fumbles with his poles, nearly dropping one. "I don't want to be late. Will you two be alright training on your own?"

"We'll be fine," Angelina assures him, placing a hand on his arm. "Richard has a whole cardio routine planned for me on the intermediate slopes."

"That's right," I confirm with a straight face. "We'll focus on endurance today."

Jack nods, completely oblivious to the double meaning. "Well, have fun! I'll see you for lunch at the lodge." He plants a quick kiss on Angelina's cheek before awkwardly shuffling away toward the ski school meeting point, looking like a newborn deer on his skis.

As soon as he's out of sight, Angelina turns to me, that predatory look in her eyes that makes my cock throb. "So, trainer," she purrs, "where should we start this... endurance workout?"

I lean in, close enough to smell her expensive perfume. "I know a trail that branches off the intermediate slope. Very private." My hand brushes her hip, my fingers digging in just enough to make her breath catch. "Perfect for what I have in mind."

We make a show of doing some stretches in the open, my hands lingering on her thighs, her ass, her waist—all under the guise of proper form. My cock is fully hard now, straining against my thermals, and I catch her eyeing the bulge with hunger.

"Ready?" I ask, grabbing my poles.

"God, yes," she breathes.

We take the chairlift up to the intermediate area, sitting close enough that our thighs press together. I slide my hand between her legs, and even through the layers of her ski pants, I can feel the heat radiating from her core.

"I've been wet since I woke up," she whispers, leaning into my touch. "Thinking about what you're going to do to me."

"I'm going to fuck you against a tree," I tell her bluntly, my voice low but intense. "With our ski clothes still half on. And you're going to scream my name where anyone could hear."

She shudders, not from the cold but from desire. As the lift approaches the top, I reluctantly remove my hand, and we exit smoothly onto the groomed slope.

I lead her down the main run for a few minutes before spotting the side trail I'd noticed yesterday while exploring. It's marked with a simple wooden sign reading "Forest Path" and looks rarely used. Perfect.

"This way," I direct, turning onto the narrow trail that quickly disappears into a dense line of pine trees.

The snow is deeper here, untouched, making our progress slower but ensuring our privacy. The sounds of the main slope fade behind us, replaced by the soft swish of our skis and the occasional fall of snow from branches above. After a few minutes, the trail widens slightly into a small clearing surrounded by massive pines, their branches heavy with fresh snow.

"Here," I decide, coming to a stop.

Angelina glides up beside me, her cheeks flushed from the cold and arousal. Without a word, I remove my skis and help her out of hers. Then I grab her wrist and pull her toward the largest tree at the edge of the clearing.

"Richard," she gasps as I push her against the rough bark, my mouth finding hers in a hungry kiss. She tastes like coffee and mint, her tongue eagerly meeting mine as my hands roam over her body, squeezing her tits through the tight ski jacket.

"Turn around," I command when I break the kiss.

She obeys immediately, facing the tree as I press my chest against her back, my erection grinding against her ass. My hands snake around to unzip her jacket, sliding inside to find her tits straining against a thin thermal shirt. I pinch her nipples hard through the fabric, making her moan.

"Quiet," I warn, though there's no one around to hear us. "Or I'll stop."

"No," she whimpers, pushing her ass back against my cock. "Please don't stop."

I reach down to undo her ski pants, yanking them down just enough to expose her ass and pussy to the cold air. She gasps at the temperature shock, but I don't give her time to adjust. I quickly undo my own pants, freeing my rock-hard cock from its confines.

"No panties?" I observe, finding her bare ass exposed to me. "Fucking slut came prepared."

"Yes," she admits, her voice breathy with need. "I knew you'd want easy access."

I spit into my palm and rub it over my cock, though she's already so wet I can see it glistening on her inner thighs. With one hand, I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, exposed where her hat has been pushed askew. With the other, I guide my cock to her entrance.

"Remember who this pussy belongs to," I growl into her ear, then slam into her in one powerful thrust.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her voice echoing through the trees as I fill her completely. The contrast of the freezing air on our exposed skin and the scorching heat where our bodies join is intoxicating.

I establish a brutal rhythm, pounding into her as she braces herself against the tree trunk. Snow dislodged from above falls around us, dusting her blonde hair and melting on our flushed skin. The wet slap of flesh meeting flesh joins the symphony of her moans and my grunts.

"Louder," I demand, tugging her head back by her hair. "I want to hear how much you love this cock."

"Oh god, Richard," she obliges, her voice rising in volume. "Your cock feels so fucking good! Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping against her ass. The tree bark grinds against her front, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her increasingly desperate moans filling the clearing. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

I thrust deeper into Angelina, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave marks. Her body jolts forward with each impact, her tits bouncing beneath her partially opened ski jacket. The cold air burns my lungs, creating puffs of steam with every grunt as I pound into her married pussy. She's taking me so deep that I swear I can feel her cervix with each thrust, her walls gripping me like a vise as she begs for more.

"Fuck, Richard! Just like that!" she cries out, voice echoing through the snow-covered pines. Her fingers claw at the bark of the tree, seeking purchase as I slam into her repeatedly. "Don't stop! Don't you dare fucking stop!"

I grab her scarf, using it to pull her head back, exposing the column of her throat to the cold air. The bruises from last night peek out, and I lean forward to add fresh ones, biting down on her neck as my hips maintain their relentless rhythm.

"You love this, don't you?" I growl against her skin. "Getting fucked outdoors where anyone could see Jack's perfect wife taking teenage cock."

"God, yes," she moans, pushing back against me to take me deeper. "I love your big cock. Need it. Need it so fucking bad."

A flash of movement catches my eye from the tree line to our right. I slow my thrusts slightly, focusing my gaze without completely stopping. There, partially hidden behind a massive pine about thirty yards away, stands Elara—the resort manager. Her blonde ponytail is unmistakable, and even at this distance, I can see her mouth hanging slightly open, her eyes wide as she watches us.

My cock throbs inside Angelina at the realization we have an audience. Instead of embarrassment, a surge of primal pride rushes through me. Let her see what a real man can do. Let her watch as I claim this MILF right here in the snow.

"Richard?" Angelina questions my change in pace, unaware of our observer.

I respond by slamming into her with renewed vigor, angling my body slightly to give Elara a better view. "Just admiring the way your pussy takes my cock," I tell Angelina, loud enough for my voice to carry. "The way it stretches around me, so fucking tight and wet."

I lock eyes with Elara across the distance. She doesn't move, doesn't try to hide. Her hand rises to her throat, then slides down to rest on her chest, her breathing visibly quickening even from where I stand. I smirk directly at her, making sure she knows that I see her watching us.

Angelina's moans grow louder as I increase the force of my thrusts, performing now for both her pleasure and Elara's wide-eyed observation. I reach around to Angelina's front, finding her clit with my fingers and rubbing it in tight circles that have her knees buckling.

"Oh fuck, I'm close," she pants, unaware of our audience. "Richard, I'm going to cum!"

"That's it," I encourage, still watching Elara from the corner of my eye. "Cum all over my cock. Let me feel that tight pussy squeeze me."

Elara's hand has moved lower now, pressing against the front of her ski pants. Is she touching herself while watching us? The thought makes my balls tighten, bringing me dangerously close to my own release.

I twist Angelina's hair around my fist, yanking her head back as I drive into her harder. "You want my cum?" I demand loudly, putting on a show. "You want me to fill this married pussy with cum while your husband's learning to snowplow?"

"Yes!" Angelina screams, beyond caring who might hear. "Cum inside me! Fill me up! I need it!"

Her body convulses around me as her orgasm hits, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic waves. The sight of her coming undone beneath me, combined with the knowledge that Elara is watching us fuck, pushes me to the edge.

"Take it," I growl, driving in to the hilt and holding there as my release crashes through me. "Take every fucking drop."

My cock pulses inside Angelina, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her core. I keep my eyes on Elara as I climax, letting her see the pleasure contorting my face. She's breathing hard now, her hand definitely moving between her legs as she watches me empty myself into another woman.

As the last waves of my orgasm subside, I see Elara step back, disappearing into the trees. She's seen enough—or perhaps too much. Either way, I know this won't be the last interaction between us.

I stay buried inside Angelina for a moment, both of us catching our breath in the cold mountain air. When I finally pull out, a trickle of my cum follows, dripping onto the pristine snow beneath us. The visual is so fucking hot—my seed marking both her and this forest—that I feel my cock twitch with renewed interest despite having just climaxed.

"Jesus Christ," Angelina pants, leaning heavily against the tree as she pulls her ski pants back up with shaking hands. "That was... intense."

I tuck myself away, adjusting my clothes with a satisfied smirk. "Something about the mountain air," I suggest, deciding not to mention our audience. That's information I'll keep for myself, a secret weapon for whatever comes next with Elara.

"We should get back," Angelina says, still breathless. "Jack will be done with his lesson soon."

I nod, helping her straighten her jacket and fix her hair. There's no hiding the flush on her cheeks or the fresh marks on her neck where her scarf has slipped, but she doesn't seem to care. She looks thoroughly fucked, and the knowledge that she'll sit across from her clueless husband at lunch with my cum still leaking inside her fills me with savage satisfaction.

As we retrieve our skis and prepare to head back to the main slopes, I cast one final glance toward where Elara had been standing. The snow is disturbed there, proof that I didn't imagine her presence.

Switzerland just keeps getting more interesting by the hour.


Chapter 4

Steam rises around me as I stretch out in the private hot tub, my naked body submerged in the bubbling water. The outdoor enclosure is lit only by underwater lights and the glow of stars above, giving the space an intimate vibe that screams sex. I lean my head back against the edge, muscles relaxed after a day of skiing and fucking Angelina against that tree. My cock floats freely in the hot water, already semi-hard at the memory of Elara watching us from the trees.

The sound of female laughter breaks through the night air. I open my eyes to see two women approaching, champagne flutes in hand, both wearing plush resort robes over what I assume are swimsuits. They pause at the edge of the hot tub area when they spot me.

"Oh, sorry," the Asian woman says, her accent slightly American. "We didn't realize someone was already here."

I sit up straighter, making no move to cover myself. "Plenty of room for all of us," I offer with my most charming smile.

The women exchange glances, a silent communication passing between them. The British one—tall with auburn hair and full lips—raises an eyebrow at her friend. Whatever calculation they're making, they seem to reach a decision.

"I suppose it is rather chilly to turn back," the British woman says, her accent posh and refined. "I'm Becca, and this is Ming-Na."

"Richard," I reply simply. "The water's perfect."

They set their champagne glasses on the edge of the tub, then simultaneously drop their robes. My cock immediately responds to the view. Ming-Na is petite but curvy in all the right places, her olive skin glowing in the blue light of the tub. Her black bikini is tiny, barely containing her full breasts. Becca is taller, with the kind of body that speaks of regular yoga and Pilates—toned but still soft, her generous tits straining against a white bikini top that turns slightly transparent as it gets wet.

They slip into the water, sighing with pleasure as the heat envelops them. They take seats opposite me, their legs occasionally brushing against mine in the confined space.

"American?" Ming-Na asks, sipping her champagne.

I nod. "Just here for a couple weeks. You?"

"Business conference," Becca answers. "Terribly boring, I'm afraid. We decided to skip the evening networking session for something more... relaxing."

The way she says "relaxing" carries a hint of something more, her eyes lingering on my bare chest above the waterline. I stretch my arms along the edge of the tub, a move that showcases my athletic build and coincidentally causes the water to swirl, offering glimpses of what's below.

"Networking is overrated," I agree, holding Becca's gaze. "I prefer more direct... connections."

Ming-Na's eyes widen slightly as the water settles and my semi-hard cock becomes visible through the clear water. I make no attempt to hide it, watching her reaction with satisfaction. Her lips part slightly, and she takes a larger sip of her champagne.

"You're quite young," she observes, her voice dropping to a huskier register. "Here with family?"

"Solo trip," I reply with a smirk. "Freedom to do whatever—or whoever—I want."

Becca laughs, a throaty sound that goes straight to my groin. "Bold, aren't you?"

"Just honest," I counter, spreading my legs slightly wider, letting my now fully hard cock rise closer to the water's surface. "Life's too short for games."

The women exchange another glance, something unspoken passing between them again. Ming-Na finishes her champagne in one long swallow, then sets the empty glass aside.

"Speaking of games," she says, reaching behind her back to unfasten her bikini top, "maybe we should play one."

My cock throbs underwater as her top comes off, revealing perfect breasts with dark nipples hardened from the contrast of the cold air and hot water. Becca follows suit, her larger, paler breasts bouncing free as she tosses her top onto the deck.

"Like what you see?" Becca challenges, her British accent making the question sound almost sophisticated despite its crudeness.

"Absolutely," I reply, my voice thick with desire. I stand up slightly, letting my cock break the water's surface, fully erect now and standing proud. "And you?"

Ming-Na's eyes widen further. "My god," she whispers, staring at my size. "Is that even real?"

Instead of answering, I sink back down into the water, spreading my arms in invitation. They don't need to be asked twice. Both women move toward me, sliding through the water until they flank me on either side. Ming-Na's hand finds my thigh underwater, her touch tentative at first, then bolder as she moves up toward my cock. Becca is more direct, her fingers wrapping around my shaft immediately, drawing a hiss of pleasure from my lips.

"So big," Becca murmurs, stroking me slowly underwater. "And so young."

Ming-Na leans in, her lips finding my neck as her hand joins Becca's on my cock. "I bet you could handle both of us, couldn't you?" she whispers against my skin, sending shivers down my spine.

"Easily," I growl, turning my head to capture her mouth in a hungry kiss. Her lips are soft, tasting of champagne and desire as her tongue eagerly meets mine. My hand finds her breast, squeezing the firm flesh and thumbing her nipple, drawing a moan from deep in her throat.

I break the kiss to turn to Becca, who's watching us with hunger in her eyes while continuing to stroke my cock. I grab the back of her head, pulling her into a fierce kiss that she returns with equal passion, her tongue wrestling with mine for dominance. All the while, Ming-Na's lips move along my jaw, down my neck, her hand working in tandem with Becca's on my throbbing length.

My eyes roll back into my head when Ming-Na exhales a hot breath against my ear, causing shivers despite the hot water surrounding us. She grips my cock tightly along with Becca, their fingers wrapping around my base with surprising strength as they stroke up and down in unison, making my breath catch in my throat. Their skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" Ming-Na whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into their hands. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," Becca purrs, her eyes locked onto mine as she continues pumping my shaft, "we're just getting started."

I lean back, enjoying the sensation of four hands on my body—two on my cock, while others roam my chest, pinch my nipples, explore my thighs. Ming-Na and Becca exchange a heated look over my body, then lean across me to kiss each other deeply, their breasts pressing against my chest from both sides as they continue to stroke me underwater.

This vacation just keeps getting better and better.

"Let's take this somewhere more private," I suggest, my voice thick with lust as Ming-Na and Becca continue to stroke my cock beneath the bubbling water.

Ming-Na's suite is closest, and within minutes we're stumbling through her door, leaving a trail of wet footprints and discarded towels behind us. I don't bother with niceties or small talk—I grab Ming-Na by the throat and push her against the wall, crushing my mouth against hers while Becca presses against my back, her tits rubbing against my shoulder blades, her hands reaching around to stroke my cock.

"On your knees," I command, breaking the kiss and pushing Ming-Na down by her shoulders. She complies eagerly, dropping to the carpet and looking up at me with hunger in her eyes. I turn to Becca, grabbing a fistful of her auburn hair. "You too."

Becca joins Ming-Na on the floor, both women kneeling before me like worshippers at an altar. My cock stands proudly between them, still wet from the hot tub and their earlier attention. I grab the base, directing it toward Ming-Na's waiting mouth.

"Show me what that pretty mouth can do," I tell her, my voice rough with desire.

She doesn't hesitate, wrapping her lips around the head of my cock and sucking hard, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. I hiss with pleasure as she takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she bobs her head.

"Don't leave Becca out," I direct, pulling Ming-Na off my cock with a wet pop. "Share."

The women exchange a heated glance before Becca leans in, running her tongue along the underside of my shaft while Ming-Na focuses on the head. The dual sensation of their hot mouths working in tandem has me groaning, my hand tangling in Becca's hair to guide her movements.

"That's it," I encourage, my hips rocking slightly to fuck their mouths. "Get it nice and wet for those tight pussies."

They work together seamlessly, trading my cock back and forth, one sucking while the other licks my balls or strokes the base. It's clear they've done this before—their coordination too perfect to be coincidental. The thought of these two MILFs regularly sharing cock makes me even harder.

"Enough," I growl after a few minutes, not wanting to blow my load too soon. "On the bed. Both of you."

They scramble to obey, climbing onto the king-sized bed and lying side by side, legs spread in invitation. I stand at the foot of the bed, drinking in the sight—Ming-Na's olive skin a beautiful contrast to Becca's paler complexion, both women flushed with arousal and breathing heavily in anticipation.

"Who wants it first?" I ask, stroking my cock slowly.

"Me," Ming-Na pleads, her fingers sliding down to spread her pussy lips. "Please."

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. Without preamble, I thrust into her in one smooth motion, burying myself to the hilt. She cries out, her back arching off the mattress as her tight pussy stretches to accommodate my size.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her hands flying up to grip my shoulders. "So big!"

"Too much for you?" I taunt, beginning to move in long, deep strokes that have her whole body shifting up the bed.

"N-no," she stutters, her eyes rolling back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. "Don't stop!"

I establish a punishing rhythm, pounding into her with enough force to make the headboard bang against the wall. Beside us, Becca watches with hungry eyes, her fingers working between her own legs.

"Play with her tits," I command Becca without breaking stride. "Make yourself useful."

Becca immediately complies, rolling onto her side and taking one of Ming-Na's nipples into her mouth while pinching and rolling the other between her fingers. Ming-Na moans louder, overwhelmed by the dual stimulation.

"Oh god," she cries, her pussy clenching around my cock. "I'm going to cum already!"

"Do it," I growl, driving into her harder. "Cum on my cock."

Her body obeys, tensing beneath me as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy convulses around my shaft, trying to milk me, but I'm not ready to finish yet. As her orgasm subsides, I pull out of her abruptly, making her whimper at the sudden emptiness.

"Your turn," I tell Becca, grabbing her legs and flipping her onto her back. I enter her in one powerful thrust, making her gasp in shock and pleasure. "Christ, you're tight," I grunt, setting an immediate brutal pace.

"Yes!" Becca cries, her British accent thickening with lust. "Fuck me harder!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips slapping against her ass with each stroke. Her tits bounce wildly with the impact, her face contorting with pleasure. Ming-Na, recovered from her orgasm, moves to straddle Becca's face, lowering her pussy to the other woman's eager mouth.

"That's it," I encourage, watching Ming-Na ride Becca's face while I continue to pound into her pussy. "Eat her out while I fuck you."

The visual is incredibly erotic—Ming-Na grinding against Becca's mouth, her head thrown back in ecstasy, while I continue to slam into Becca's tight cunt. I reach forward to grab Ming-Na's tits, pinching her nipples roughly and making her cry out.

After several minutes, I pull out of Becca, my cock glistening with her juices. "Switch," I command, slapping Becca's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint.

Ming-Na quickly moves off Becca's face, positioning herself on her hands and knees. I move behind her, grabbing her hips and entering her from behind with a force that drives the breath from her lungs. Becca scrambles to position herself in front of Ming-Na, spreading her legs so Ming-Na's mouth can reach her pussy.

I establish a brutal rhythm, watching as my cock disappears into Ming-Na's tight hole again and again. The sight of her head buried between Becca's thighs while I fuck her from behind is almost too much to bear. I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the pressure building at the base of my spine.

"I'm getting close," I warn, increasing my pace, my fingers digging into Ming-Na's hips hard enough to leave bruises. "Where do you want it?"

Ming-Na lifts her face from Becca's pussy long enough to gasp, "Inside! Cum inside me!"

That's all the encouragement I need. With a few final, powerful thrusts, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her willing body. My vision blurs at the edges as pleasure courses through me, each pulse emptying more of my seed into her depths.

When the last wave subsides, I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-fucked hole. Without missing a beat, I grab Becca by the hair and position her face at Ming-Na's dripping pussy.

"Clean her up," I command, my voice leaving no room for argument. "Eat my cum out of her."

Becca moans at the degrading order but complies eagerly, burying her face between Ming-Na's thighs. Ming-Na gasps as Becca's tongue laps at her sensitive flesh, cleaning the mixture of cum and her own juices with obvious relish.

I sit back on my heels, watching the show with a smirk of satisfaction. Becca's tongue works diligently, occasionally pulling back to show us the mouthful of cum she's collected before swallowing it down and diving back in for more.

"That's it," I encourage, stroking my cock back to semi-hardness as I watch. "Get every drop."

Ming-Na's hips begin to rock against Becca's face, chasing a second orgasm. I move beside them, turning Ming-Na's face toward me and capturing her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss. She moans into my mouth as Becca's tongue pushes her over the edge again, her body shuddering with release.

When she finally collapses forward, spent and trembling, I pull Becca up by her hair and kiss her too, tasting my own cum on her lips and tongue. She responds hungrily, her hands coming up to stroke my chest.

"Both of you were amazing," I tell them when I break the kiss, my cock already hardening again at the sight of these two beautiful, thoroughly fucked women. "But I'm not done with either of you yet."

Ming-Na and Becca exchange exhausted but eager glances. It's going to be a long, satisfying night—one of many on this Swiss vacation that keeps exceeding my wildest expectations.


Chapter 5

I watch Angelina's lips wrap around the fork as she takes a bite of her overpriced Swiss chocolate dessert, her eyes meeting mine over the rim of her wine glass with that look that says she's thinking about wrapping those same lips around something else entirely. Jack sits between us, droning on about some business bullshit, completely oblivious to the way his wife's foot is sliding up my calf under the table.

The restaurant is fancy as fuck—all crystal chandeliers and white tablecloths—but all I can focus on is the way Angelina's tongue darts out to catch a bit of chocolate on her lower lip, a preview of what I know is coming.

"The market projections for next quarter are quite promising," Jack says, adjusting his glasses while cutting into his apple strudel. "My presentation to the board tomorrow should go smoothly if I can just nail down those final statistics."

"Fascinating," I reply, my voice steady despite Angelina's toes now pressing against my inner thigh, inching higher with each second. I take a sip of my scotch—Jack insisted on ordering me the good stuff, still playing the generous mentor role even while I fuck his wife every chance I get.

Angelina shifts in her seat, leaning forward to grab her wine glass, giving me a perfect view of her cleavage in that low-cut black dress. Her eyes never leave mine as she takes a deliberate sip, her throat working as she swallows. Jack keeps talking, something about market shares and quarterly reports, but his words wash over me like white noise.

"Don't you think, Richard?" he asks suddenly, pulling my attention back to him.

"Absolutely," I answer smoothly, having no fucking clue what I'm agreeing to. "Your approach makes perfect sense."

He beams, pleased by my apparent interest in his business acumen. Meanwhile, Angelina's foot has reached my crotch, her toes expertly massaging my hardening cock through my dress pants. I maintain my composed expression, but under the table, I spread my legs wider to give her better access.

"Oh!" Angelina suddenly exclaims, her eyes widening in fabricated surprise. "I've dropped my fork. How clumsy of me." She shoots me a quick, knowing glance before ducking under the long tablecloth.

Jack barely notices, too engrossed in cutting another piece of his dessert. "As I was saying, the Geneva office has been particularly impressed with our projections for the Asian markets."

I feel Angelina's hands on my knees under the table, pushing them further apart. My breath catches as her fingers slide up my thighs, reaching for my zipper with practiced efficiency.

"The growth potential is substantial," I manage to say, keeping my voice level as I feel my zipper being lowered tooth by tooth. "Especially considering recent developments."

Jack nods enthusiastically, launching into another boring tangent about investment strategies. Below the table, Angelina's warm hand slips inside my pants, fishing out my already rock-hard cock. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning as her fingers wrap around my shaft, stroking it slowly.

"Richard, you seem to have a good head for business for someone so young," Jack says, completely unaware that his wife has her head in my lap, her hot breath tickling my exposed cock.

"I've always been interested in... positions of power," I reply, my voice only slightly strained as Angelina's wet tongue swirls around the head of my cock. "I believe in seizing opportunities when they... present themselves."

My eyes threaten to roll back as Angelina takes me fully into her warm mouth, her lips forming a tight seal around my shaft. She begins bobbing her head slowly, taking me deep with each downward motion. I grip my fork tightly, stabbing at my dessert to distract myself from the incredible sensation of her skilled tongue working against the underside of my cock.

"That's exactly the kind of attitude that leads to success," Jack says, raising his wine glass in a toast. "To ambition!"

I lift my glass, somehow managing to keep it steady despite Angelina increasing her pace below the table. "To taking what you want," I counter, maintaining eye contact with Jack as his wife deepthroats my cock mere inches from his legs.

The waiter approaches to refill our water glasses, and I have a moment of panic, wondering if he can tell what's happening beneath the tablecloth. But the long, heavy fabric touches the floor on all sides, completely concealing Angelina's lewd activities. Still, the added risk of discovery sends another jolt of pleasure through me as she sucks harder.

"Is Mrs. Pitt alright?" the waiter asks, noticing her empty chair.

"She dropped her fork," Jack explains. "Probably still looking for it."

I feel Angelina's shoulders shake slightly in silent laughter around my cock, her hand now cupping my balls, massaging them gently as her mouth continues its relentless rhythm.

"She's very... thorough," I add, the double entendre causing heat to rush through my body. "Won't stop until she finds what she's looking for."

The waiter nods and moves on, and Jack returns to his monologue about business strategies. I nod at appropriate intervals, making vague sounds of agreement while Angelina works me toward the edge beneath the table. Her technique is flawless—alternating between deep, throat-constricting suction and lighter, teasing licks along my shaft.

My hand drops beneath the table on the pretense of adjusting my napkin, and I thread my fingers through Angelina's silky blonde hair, guiding her movements. She responds by taking me deeper, her throat muscles contracting around my length as she swallows around me.

"The key is maintaining composure under pressure," Jack says, completely oblivious to how his words mirror my current struggle. "Never letting them see you sweat."

"Sound... advice," I manage, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. Angelina must sense my approaching climax because she doubles down on her efforts, her head bobbing faster, her hand squeezing the base of my cock in rhythm with her mouth.

"Are you feeling alright, Richard? You look a bit flushed," Jack observes, peering at me over his glasses.

"Just a bit warm in here," I reply, my voice strained as Angelina hollows her cheeks, creating intense suction. "The food is... quite stimulating."

"Ah, yes, Swiss cuisine can be rather rich," Jack agrees, taking another bite of his strudel.

I'm right on the edge now, every muscle in my body tense as I fight to maintain my composure. Angelina gives my balls a gentle but firm squeeze, and that's all it takes to send me over. My cock pulses in her mouth as I begin to cum, shooting rope after rope of hot seed down her throat. She swallows eagerly, not missing a drop, her throat working around my sensitive head.

"Excellent point about the market diversification," I say to Jack, somehow forming coherent words while experiencing one of the most intense orgasms of my life. My knuckles are white around my fork, and I can feel sweat beading on my forehead, but Jack remains completely unaware of the depraved act happening inches away from him.

Angelina gives my softening cock one final, thorough lick before tucking it back into my pants and carefully zipping me up. I hear the tablecloth rustle as she retrieves her "dropped" fork from the floor.

"Found it!" she announces cheerfully, emerging from under the table with slightly mussed hair and lips a shade redder than before. She slides back into her seat with the grace of a woman who hasn't just sucked off a teenager while her husband discussed business strategies.

"That took a while," Jack comments absently.

"It rolled quite far," Angelina replies, taking a sip of water. Her eyes meet mine across the table, a smug satisfaction in them that matches the feeling in my chest. "But I always get what I'm after."

I raise my glass to my lips to hide my smirk. This vacation just keeps getting better by the minute.


Chapter 6

I drag my tired ass through the door of my chalet, muscles burning from the brutal workout I just put myself through at the resort's gym. Nothing like lifting until failure to keep this quarterback body in peak condition for all the MILFs begging for it.

I kick the door shut behind me, already peeling off my sweat-soaked tank top when I hear it—the unmistakable sound of female giggling coming from my bedroom. I freeze, then a slow grin spreads across my face as I recognize Elara's sultry laugh mixed with another woman's higher-pitched one. This day just got a whole lot more interesting.

I move silently toward my bedroom door, which is cracked open just enough to let a sliver of warm light spill into the hallway. The giggling turns to hushed whispers, then a soft moan that sends blood rushing straight to my cock. I push the door open without warning, and the sight before me makes my mouth go dry.

Elara, the hot blonde resort manager who watched me fuck Angelina in the woods, is sprawled across my bed wearing what can only be described as a pornographic version of a maid's uniform—black satin that barely covers her ass, white lace trim, and thigh-high stockings held up by garters. But she's not alone. Straddling her is another blonde, slightly younger with a rounder face and fuller lips, dressed in an identical slutty maid outfit. Their lipstick is smeared, clear evidence of the heavy makeout session I just interrupted.

"Welcome back, Mr. Long," Elara purrs, her Swiss accent making my name sound exotic. "I hope you don't mind that we let ourselves in. We thought your room could use some... special cleaning service."

The other woman giggles, sliding off Elara to kneel on the bed. "I'm Mia," she says, also with that sexy Swiss accent. "Elara has told me so much about you." She runs her tongue over her upper lip, eyes dropping to the obvious bulge in my gym shorts.

"Has she now?" I ask, crossing my arms over my chest, showcasing my pumped muscles from the workout. "And what exactly did she tell you?"

Elara sits up, the movement causing her tiny uniform to ride up and reveal that she's not wearing any panties. "Only that you gave quite the performance in the forest," she says with a knowing smirk. "And that I thought you might appreciate some company tonight."

"We've been waiting for you," Mia adds, crawling toward the edge of the bed. "Entertaining ourselves until you arrived."

I step fully into the room, kicking the door closed behind me. "Don't let me interrupt," I tell them, leaning against the wall. "Please, continue what you were doing."

The women exchange a glance, some silent communication passing between them before they turn back to each other. Elara's hand slides up to cup Mia's face, pulling her in for a deep, passionate kiss that has both of them moaning. Their tongues dance visibly between their open mouths, putting on a show for my benefit. Mia's hand moves to Elara's breast, squeezing roughly through the satin uniform.

My cock strains against my shorts as I watch them, already fully hard from the erotic display. When Elara's hand disappears under Mia's skirt, causing the younger woman to gasp into her mouth, I decide I've watched enough.

"On your knees," I command, pushing away from the wall. "Both of you."

They break their kiss, eyes glazed with lust, and slide off the bed in perfect synchronization. Within seconds, they're kneeling at my feet, looking up at me with identical expressions of hunger. I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts and slowly push them down, freeing my cock which springs up hard and ready.

"Oh my," Mia whispers, eyes widening at the size of me. "Elara wasn't exaggerating."

"I told you," Elara says, licking her lips. "Biggest I've ever seen."

I smirk down at them, basking in their admiration. "Don't just stare at it," I tell them. "One of you, get over here and put that mouth to better use."

Elara rises first, closing the distance between us. Her hands slide up my thighs, feeling the hard muscle beneath my skin. "Let me taste you first," she says, her breath hot against my cock. "Then we'll switch."

Before I can answer, her lips wrap around the head of my cock, sucking gently as her tongue swirls over the sensitive tip. I hiss through my teeth, one hand automatically moving to tangle in her blonde hair. She takes me deeper, her cheeks hollowing with the force of her suction.

Mia stands too, pressing her body against my side. Her hands roam over my chest and abs, exploring the ridges and planes of muscle. "May I kiss you?" she asks, her accent making the question sound filthier somehow.

In answer, I grab the back of her head and crush my lips against hers. Her mouth opens immediately, her tongue meeting mine in a hungry dance. She tastes like champagne and cherry lip gloss, her eager little moans vibrating against my lips as Elara continues to work my cock with her mouth.

My eyes roll back into my head when Elara exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Her skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" Mia whispers against my lips, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into Elara's mouth. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," Elara purrs, pulling back just long enough to speak, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

As Elara's skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Mia's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Our tongues tangle together in a passionate dance, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"Switch," I command after a few minutes, not wanting to blow my load too soon.

The women immediately comply, Elara rising to her feet as Mia drops to her knees. They trade places with practiced ease, suggesting this isn't the first time they've shared a man. Elara's mouth replaces Mia's against mine, her kiss more aggressive, more commanding. She tastes like me, the faint saltiness of my pre-cum still on her tongue as it invades my mouth.

Mia's technique is different from Elara's—where Elara was all suction and swirling tongue, Mia focuses on taking me deeper, relaxing her throat to swallow my length until her nose presses against my pubic bone. The feeling of her throat constricting around my cockhead has me groaning into Elara's mouth.

"Ah, Mia," I gasp between kisses, my voice sultry and seductive.

"Mia's very talented with her throat," Elara whispers against my ear, her hand sliding down to cup my balls. "But wait until you feel her pussy. It's even better."

The thought of fucking these two Swiss blondes has me throbbing in Mia's mouth. She responds by sucking harder, her hand joining her mouth to stroke what she can't swallow. Elara's fingers dig into my ass, pulling me forward to force more of my cock down Mia's willing throat.

"Fuck!" I grunt as Mia deepthroats me again, her nose pressing against my stomach. "You two are so fucking hot."

Elara's hand finds mine, guiding it to the zipper at the back of her slutty maid uniform. "Take it off," she commands, her voice dripping with lust. "I want to feel your hands on my skin."

I comply, dragging the zipper down to reveal the smooth expanse of her back, unmarked by tan lines. Meanwhile, Mia pulls back, releasing my cock with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my glistening head.

"My turn to be kissed," she announces, rising to her feet as Elara's uniform falls open. "And Elara's turn to suck this magnificent cock."

As they trade places again, I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror on the closet door—standing between two gorgeous blonde Swiss women, my muscled body gleaming with sweat, my cock harder than it's ever been. The night is just beginning, and I plan to make the most of it.

I grab Elara by the throat and push her back onto the bed, her uniform still hanging open to reveal her perfect tits and smooth, flat stomach. Mia watches with hungry eyes as I position myself between Elara's spread thighs, my cock throbbing with anticipation. I run the head through Elara's slick folds, gathering her wetness, teasing her entrance until she's squirming beneath my grip.

"Beg for it," I command, squeezing her throat just enough to make her gasp.

"Please," Elara moans, her Swiss accent thickening with lust. "Please fuck me, Richard. I've been wanting this since I saw you in the forest."

I smirk, remembering how she watched me fuck Angelina against that tree. "You like watching, don't you? Like seeing me fuck other women?" I press the head of my cock against her entrance, applying just enough pressure to stretch her but not enter. "But you'd rather be the one getting fucked."

"Yes," she admits, her hips bucking upward, trying to capture my cock. "Please, I need it inside me."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. Oh, fuck... she feels incredible. Tight and wet, like nothing I've ever experienced before.

"Fuck! Richard..." Elara moans as I sink deeper into her, her legs locking around my waist to pull me even closer. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, as if she's trying to absorb every inch of me.

"Shit, Elara, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, my grip on her throat tightening as I start to move in a steady rhythm. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

Mia moves closer, her maid uniform now completely off, revealing her naked body—slightly curvier than Elara's but just as toned. Her hands reach for my chest, fingers tracing the defined muscles of my pecs and abs as I continue to pound into Elara.

"Kiss her," I order Mia, never breaking my rhythm inside Elara. "I want to watch you two make out while I fuck her."

Mia grins wickedly before leaning down, capturing Elara's mouth in a passionate kiss that has both women moaning. Their tongues battle visibly, a show put on for my benefit that only makes me harder inside Elara's tight pussy. My hand slides from Elara's throat to her breast, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her gasp into Mia's mouth.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I ask, increasing both the pace and force of my thrusts. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard starting to tap against the wall with each impact of my hips against Elara's.

Elara breaks her kiss with Mia to look up at me, her eyes dark with lust. "Yes," she admits breathlessly. "Harder. Use me however you want."

I pull out suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. "On your hands and knees," I command. "Mia, lie back against the pillows."

They scramble to obey, Elara positioning herself on all fours while Mia stretches out at the head of the bed, legs spread to reveal her glistening pussy. I move behind Elara, grabbing her hips and slamming back into her with enough force to drive her forward.

"Eat her out," I order, nodding toward Mia's exposed cunt. "Show me what that tongue can do."

Elara doesn't hesitate, dropping to her elbows and burying her face between Mia's thighs. Mia's head falls back, a long moan escaping her lips as Elara's tongue gets to work. The sight of Elara eating pussy while I fuck her from behind is fucking incredible, sending fresh waves of lust through my already overheated body.

I grab a handful of Elara's blonde hair, yanking her head back to create an arch in her spine. "That's it," I growl, watching her tongue dart in and out of Mia's folds. "Make her feel good while I destroy this pussy."

My thrusts become more brutal, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room along with the wet sounds of Elara's mouth on Mia's cunt and the chorus of moans from all three of us. Elara's walls clench around my cock with each hard thrust, her body accepting the rough treatment eagerly.

"Fuck, you're taking it so well," I praise, releasing her hair to grab her throat from behind. My fingers press against the sides of her neck as I pull her up, her back now against my chest as I continue to pound into her. "Such a good little slut."

Mia whines at the loss of Elara's mouth, but quickly recovers, moving to kneel in front of us. Her lips find mine in a hungry kiss while her hands play with Elara's bouncing tits. I maintain my grip on Elara's throat, controlling her completely as I fuck up into her from this new angle.

When I break the kiss with Mia, I turn Elara's face toward me. "Open your mouth," I command. When she obeys, I gather saliva and spit directly into her mouth, watching her eyes widen at the degradation. But instead of disgust, I see only increased arousal as she swallows, then opens her mouth again, silently begging for more.

"Fucking filthy," I growl approvingly, spitting into her mouth once more before shoving her face back between Mia's legs. "Get back to work."

Elara dives back into her task with renewed enthusiasm, her moans vibrating against Mia's pussy as I continue to slam into her from behind. My hand cracks across her ass, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale flesh that makes her yelp against Mia's folds.

"You like that?" I ask, delivering another sharp slap to her other cheek. "Like being spanked while you eat pussy and get fucked?"

She can only moan in response, her body trembling as I rain down more slaps, turning her ass a bright, stinging red. Mia watches with fascination, her hands tangled in Elara's hair to hold her face firmly against her cunt.

"She's getting so wet," Mia tells me, her accent making the dirty talk sound even filthier. "Each time you slap her, she licks me harder."

I chuckle darkly, delivering another harsh spank that echoes through the room. "Is that right? Then I better keep going."

I establish a rhythm—thrust, slap, thrust, slap—that has Elara shaking beneath me. Her pussy grips me like a vise with each impact of my palm against her reddened skin. I can feel her getting close, her walls fluttering around my cock as her moans grow more desperate against Mia's cunt.

"Not yet," I warn, grabbing her hair again and pulling back sharply. "You don't cum until I say so."

Elara whimpers, her body tense with the effort of holding back her orgasm. Mia, however, is under no such restriction. Her thighs begin to tremble as Elara's tongue works frantically over her clit.

"Oh god," Mia gasps, her back arching off the bed. "I'm cumming! Don't stop!"

Her body convulses as the orgasm washes over her, her hands clutching Elara's head to keep her in place. The sight of Mia coming undone pushes me closer to my own edge, my cock swelling even further inside Elara's tight channel.

I release Elara's hair to grab her throat again, pulling her up against my chest as I slow my thrusts to a deep, grinding motion that has her mewling with need. Mia recovers enough to slide beneath us, her mouth finding Elara's clit as I continue to fuck her.

"Oh fuck," Elara gasps, her body caught between my cock and Mia's mouth. "Please... please let me cum."

"Not yet," I repeat, tightening my grip on her throat. I feel her pulse racing beneath my fingers, her body trembling on the edge of release. "Beg me properly."

"Please, Richard," she sobs, desperation clear in her voice. "I need to cum so badly. Please, I'll do anything."

"Anything?" I echo, a wicked grin spreading across my face. "In that case..."

I withdraw from her completely, making both women look up in confusion. But I have other plans for them before this night is through.

I flip Mia onto her hands and knees with one rough movement, positioning her at the edge of the bed. Her round ass is raised invitingly, her pussy already glistening with arousal from watching me fuck Elara and from her own recent orgasm. Elara, still catching her breath, moves to lie on her back in front of Mia, spreading her legs wide to give Mia access to her wet, swollen cunt. I grab Mia's hips, lining up my cock with her entrance, the head already pressing against her tight hole.

"You want this cock?" I ask, rubbing the head up and down her slick folds, coating myself in her juices. "Tell me how badly you want it."

"Please," Mia begs, her Swiss accent thicker with lust, pushing back against me. "I've been waiting all night. Fuck me, Richard. Hard."

I slap her ass sharply, leaving a red handprint on her pale flesh. "Start eating Elara out," I command. "I want to see your tongue working while I fuck you from behind."

Mia immediately lowers her head between Elara's thighs, her tongue darting out to taste the other woman's pussy. Elara moans, her hands coming up to tangle in Mia's blonde hair, guiding her to the most sensitive spots. The sight of them together, so eager and wanton, makes my cock throb with need.

Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in Mia's tight cunt. The sensation is incredible—she's even tighter than Elara, her walls gripping every inch of me like a silken vise.

"Fuck!" I hiss, holding still for a moment to savor the feeling. "So fucking tight."

Mia moans against Elara's pussy, the vibrations making the other woman gasp and arch her back. I grab a fistful of Mia's hair, yanking her head up enough to see her face, slick with Elara's juices.

"Don't stop licking," I growl, pushing her face back down. "Make her cum while I fuck this tight pussy of yours."

I start moving, establishing a brutal rhythm that has Mia's body jolting forward with each thrust. The force drives her face deeper into Elara's cunt, making both women moan in unison. The wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of Mia's drenched pussy joins the symphony of pleasure filling the room.

"That's it," I encourage, watching Mia's tongue work frantically over Elara's clit. "Show me what a good little slut you are."

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency building inside me. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me, impaling her deeper on my shaft with each movement.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, never slowing my pace.

Mia lifts her head just enough to gasp, "So much! Your cock feels amazing. Harder, please!"

I comply, increasing the force of my thrusts until the entire bed is shaking. Elara's hands grip Mia's head, holding her in place as Mia continues to eat her out despite the pounding I'm giving her from behind.

"Look at you," I taunt, reaching around to grab Mia by the throat, pulling her upper body off the bed while continuing to slam into her. "Taking my cock while you eat pussy. Such a dirty girl."

The new angle lets me hit spots inside her that make her whole body tremble. Her inner walls clench around me, signaling her approaching orgasm. I tighten my grip on her throat, careful not to cut off her air completely but enough to make her light-headed, intensifying her pleasure.

"You like being choked while you get fucked?" I ask, already knowing the answer from the way her pussy grips me even tighter. "Like being used from both ends?"

"Yes!" she manages to gasp despite my hold on her throat. "Use me. Please don't stop!"

I release her throat only to grab her hair instead, yanking her head back sharply. The arch in her spine changes the angle of penetration, making her cry out as I hit her g-spot with each thrust. Without breaking rhythm, I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto the back of her neck, watching the liquid trail down her spine.

The degradation only seems to excite her more, her pussy getting impossibly wetter around my pistoning cock. Elara watches with hooded eyes, her hands now playing with her own tits as Mia continues to lick and suck at her clit between gasps and moans.

"Oh god," Elara breathes, her body beginning to tense. "I'm going to cum. Don't stop, Mia!"

I tighten my grip in Mia's hair, holding her firmly in place against Elara's cunt. "Make her cum," I order. "Then I'll let you cum too."

Mia redoubles her efforts, her tongue working furiously over Elara's clit while her own body continues to accept my relentless pounding. I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my own orgasm approaching faster than I'd like. Determined to make both women cum before I finish, I reach around with my free hand to find Mia's clit, rubbing it in tight circles that have her moaning loudly against Elara's pussy.

"Cum for me," I demand, directed at both women. "Fucking cum now."

Elara breaks first, her back arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crash through her. "Yes! Oh fuck, yes!" she cries, her thighs clamping around Mia's head as she rides out her orgasm.

The sight of Elara coming undone combined with my fingers on her clit pushes Mia over the edge too. Her pussy spasms around my cock, milking me with rhythmic contractions that nearly pull my own orgasm from me. I grit my teeth, fighting to maintain control as Mia shudders beneath me.

"Please," she begs when she catches her breath, her face still shiny with Elara's juices. "Cum for us. We want to taste it."

That's all I need to hear. I pull out of Mia's still-pulsing pussy, my cock slick with her arousal and rock hard from the intensity of fucking both these beautiful Swiss blondes. "On your knees," I command, grabbing the base of my cock to hold back my impending release. "Both of you."

They scramble to obey, positioning themselves side by side at the edge of the bed, looking up at me with identical expressions of hunger. Their faces are flushed, lips swollen from kissing and oral sex, eyes dark with lust as they wait for my load.

"Open," I instruct, stroking myself rapidly as I feel the familiar tightening in my balls.

Both women open their mouths, tongues out, ready to receive. The sight of them waiting so eagerly for my cum is enough to push me over the edge. With a guttural groan, I explode, the first rope of hot cum landing across Elara's cheek and lips. I adjust my aim, the next spurt hitting Mia's waiting tongue. Back and forth I go, decorating both their beautiful faces with my seed, marking them as mine.

"Fuck," I grunt as the last pulses of my orgasm subside, my cock still twitching in my hand. "That's it. Good girls."

They look even hotter with my cum dripping down their faces, some of it sliding down to their tits. Elara turns to Mia, leaning in to lick a strand of cum from her chin before kissing her deeply, sharing my seed between them. The sight of them swapping my load is so fucking hot that I feel my cock stirring again despite having just climaxed.

Mia pulls back from the kiss, a string of saliva and cum connecting their lips for a moment before breaking. "Mmm," she hums, licking her lips. "Delicious."

Elara nods in agreement, her finger gathering up a drop of cum from her cheek and sucking it clean. "Worth the wait," she says, her eyes never leaving mine. "Though I hope we don't have to wait long for round two."

I smirk, looking down at my cock which is already half-hard again at the sight of these two cum-covered beauties. "Give me five minutes," I tell them, reaching out to trace my finger through the mess on Mia's face. "Then we're going to see how many more times I can make you both scream tonight."

They exchange excited glances, clearly eager for more. As I watch Elara lean in to clean another streak of cum from Mia's face with her tongue, I know that this Swiss vacation is just getting started—and there are still plenty of women waiting to be conquered before I head home.


Chapter 7

The champagne tastes like piss, but I sip it anyway, scanning the crowded ballroom with bored eyes. Rich assholes in tuxedos and their trophy wives dripping in diamonds—not exactly my scene, but Angelina insisted I come to this "Winter Gala" bullshit. I adjust my rented tux, feeling like a wolf in sheep's clothing among all these corporate types.

Jack is across the room, deep in conversation with some balding executives, completely oblivious to the fact that I fucked his wife twice yesterday and plan to do it again tonight. My cock stirs at the thought, and that's when I spot her—Angelina, radiant in a skintight silver dress that hugs every curve of her MILF body, her blonde hair swept up to expose that long neck I love to bite.

She's laughing at something one of the old men said, her head tilted back just enough to make her diamond earrings catch the light. Even from across the room, I can see the barely-concealed boredom in her eyes. She's playing the part of the perfect corporate wife, but I know what she really is—a desperate, cock-hungry slut who begs for my cum while her husband networks.

I see her lick her bottom lip and dart her eyes toward the terrace doors. The signal. I set my half-empty champagne flute on a passing waiter's tray and casually make my way through the crowd, brushing past designer dresses and expensive cologne. The ballroom is packed with Switzerland's elite and their imported trophy wives, all fake smiles and forced laughter. But Angelina and I have our own private joke—one that involves me balls-deep inside her while Jack discusses profit margins with men.

I catch her eye again as she makes some excuse to the balding fuckers surrounding her, touching Jack's arm briefly before gliding away. Her ass sways hypnotically in that silver dress, the fabric clinging to her curves like it was painted on. Every man in the room watches her go, but only I know what that body looks like writhing beneath me, begging for more. Only I know how those perfectly glossed lips look wrapped around my teenage cock.

I wait two minutes, nursing a fresh drink I've snagged from the bar, before following her path toward the terrace. Instead of heading outside, I spot her slipping down a side corridor, away from the noise and the crowd. My cock hardens immediately, knowing what's coming. The hunt. The capture. The fuck.

The hallway is dimly lit, lined with closed doors and pretentious artwork. I hear the click of Angelina's heels turning a corner and quicken my pace, adrenaline surging through my veins. When I round the bend, I see her trying doorknobs, looking for somewhere private. The fifth door opens, and she glances back at me with that look—part challenge, part hunger—before disappearing inside.

I follow, closing and locking the door behind me. We're in some kind of private library or study, with leather-bound books lining the walls and a massive desk dominating one side of the room. But what catches my attention are the floor-to-ceiling windows that form the entire back wall, offering a breathtaking view of the moonlit Alps, snow glistening like diamonds under the night sky.

"Took you long enough," Angelina purrs, already removing her diamond earrings and placing them on the desk. "I've been wet since you walked into that ballroom."

"I could see it in your eyes," I reply, loosening my bowtie with one hand as I close the distance between us. "The way you kept looking at me while Jack droned on about quarterly reports. You might as well have been begging for my cock in front of everyone."

Her breath hitches at my words, that familiar flush creeping up her neck. I don't give her time to respond. My hand shoots out, grabbing her by the throat and pushing her backward until her spine hits the cold glass of the window. She gasps—part shock from the temperature, part arousal from my dominance.

"Someone might see us," she whispers, eyes darting to the window even as her body arches into mine.

"Let them," I growl, tightening my grip on her neck just enough to make her pupils dilate. "Let them see Jack Pitt's perfect wife getting what she really needs."

I crush my mouth against hers, swallowing her moan as my free hand finds the slit in her dress, pushing the fabric aside to reveal what I already suspected—no panties. Just bare, smooth skin and a pussy already slick with need. My fingers slide between her folds, finding her clit with practiced ease.

"Fuck, Richard," she gasps against my lips, her hands clawing at my rented tuxedo jacket. "I've been thinking about this all day."

"About what?" I demand, circling her clit with my thumb while my other fingers tease her entrance. "Tell me exactly what you've been thinking about."

Her head falls back against the glass, eyes half-closed with pleasure as I continue to tease her. "About you... inside me. Fucking me hard enough to make me scream."

"While your husband is just down the hall?" I ask, pushing two fingers inside her without warning. She's so wet they slide in easily, her inner walls clenching around the sudden intrusion. "Such a fucking slut."

She doesn't deny it. Instead, she grabs the back of my head and pulls me in for another kiss, her tongue invading my mouth with desperate hunger. I pump my fingers in and out of her, my palm grinding against her clit with each thrust. Her breath fogs up the cold window behind her, creating a steamy halo around her blonde head.

The party continues without us, the muffled sounds of classical music and polite laughter filtering through the thick door. But in here, the only sounds are Angelina's increasingly desperate moans and the wet noises of my fingers fucking her tight pussy.

"Please," she whispers against my ear, her hands now fumbling with my belt. "I need you inside me. Now."

I grab both her wrists in one hand, pinning them above her head against the window. With my other hand, I tilt her chin up, forcing her to look me in the eyes. "What if Jack comes looking for you? What if he finds his wife pinned against a window, begging for a teenager's cock?"

Her pupils dilate even further, her breathing shallow as the danger only increases her arousal. "I don't care," she admits, the words tumbling out in a rush. "I need you. Right now."

I release her wrists to grab her ass with both hands, lifting her slightly so her back slides up the glass. Her legs wrap around my waist automatically, her arms looping around my neck for support. Through our clothes, I can feel the heat of her core against my hardened cock.

"Look at you," I taunt, pressing her harder against the window. "So desperate you'd risk everything. Your reputation. Your marriage. All for this."

I grind against her to emphasize my point, the friction making her gasp. Outside, the snowy mountains stand witness to our betrayal, silent and judging. Inside, Angelina Pitt—respected socialite and dutiful wife—clings to me like I'm her lifeline, ready to throw it all away for a few minutes of forbidden pleasure.

And I'm more than happy to give it to her.

I waste no time freeing my cock from my tuxedo pants, the belt buckle clinking as it falls open. Angelina's hands are everywhere—in my hair, on my chest, squeezing my biceps through the expensive rental jacket. Her silver dress has ridden up around her waist, exposing her completely to me and anyone who might look up at the lodge windows from the snowy grounds below.

"Hurry," she urges, her voice thick with need as she grinds against me. "Someone might come looking for us."

"Let them," I growl, positioning the head of my cock at her entrance. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, making her cry out. The sound echoes in the empty room, mixing with my own groan of pleasure. Fuck, she feels amazing—hot, wet, and tight around me, her body immediately adjusting to my size.

Her head falls back against the glass with a soft thud, her mouth open in a silent scream as I begin to move. I establish a brutal rhythm, each thrust driving her up the window, her ass squeaking against the cold surface with every movement. Her legs tighten around my waist, heels digging into my lower back, pulling me deeper with each stroke.

"Is this what you were thinking about all day?" I taunt, grabbing her throat with one hand while the other supports her ass. "Getting fucked against a window while your husband schmoozes with his bosses?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice strained from my grip on her neck. "Fuck, yes. Just like this."

I increase my pace, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room as I pound into her relentlessly. Her tits bounce with each impact, still contained within her dress but threatening to spill out. I release her throat to grab the neckline, yanking it down with enough force to make something tear. Her perfect breasts spring free, nipples hard and begging for attention. I lower my head, taking one between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her gasp.

"Richard!" she cries, her inner walls clenching around my cock as the first tremors of orgasm ripple through her. "Oh god, right there. Don't stop!"

I slam into her harder, hitting that spot inside her that makes her whole body shake. "Cum for me," I command against her breast, my breath hot on her skin. "Cum all over my cock while anyone could walk in and see you."

That's all it takes to push her over the edge. She convulses around me, her pussy gripping my shaft like a vise as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her nails dig into my shoulders, leaving marks I'll find later, evidence of her desperation. I fuck her through it, never slowing my pace even as she trembles and gasps.

"Good girl," I praise when her orgasm subsides, my cock still rock-hard inside her. "But I'm not done with you yet."

I withdraw suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. Before she can recover, I spin her around, pushing her face-first against the window. Her breath immediately fogs the glass, her palms splaying against the cold surface for support. I kick her feet further apart, positioning her ass at the perfect height.

"Beg for it," I demand, rubbing the head of my cock through her soaked folds but not entering.

"Please," she whimpers, pushing back against me, her ass grinding against my hard cock. "I need you inside me again. Please fuck me, Richard." Her voice breaks on my name, desperation making her forget herself completely. The proud, sophisticated wife of Jack Pitt, reduced to begging a high school quarterback to fuck her against a window where anyone could see. The power of it surges through me like electricity, making my cock throb against her wet entrance.

"Since you asked so nicely," I growl, positioning myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging at her soaked pussy. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself inside her, making her cry out as her palms slap against the glass window for support. The cold surface fogs up around her splayed fingers as her hot breath comes in desperate pants.

"Fuck!" she gasps as I begin pounding into her, each thrust slamming her body against the window. "Oh god, Richard, yes!"

I grab her hips, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I establish a punishing rhythm. Her silver dress is bunched around her waist, her ass completely exposed to me, her back arched as she takes every inch I give her. The contrast of her elegant appearance—diamond jewelry and designer dress—with the raw, animal way I'm fucking her from behind makes my cock even harder inside her.

"Look out there," I command, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and yanking her head back. "Anyone could look up and see Jack Pitt's perfect wife getting fucked like a whore. What would they think?"

"I don't care," she moans, her voice ragged with pleasure as I continue slamming into her. "God, I don't care. Don't stop!"

The moonlight streaming through the window illuminates her body, casting our joined shadows against the bookshelves behind us. The wet sounds of my cock plunging into her pussy mix with our heavy breathing and the occasional creak of the window as she's forced against it repeatedly. I reach around to grab her breast, squeezing roughly as I continue my relentless pace.

"Whose pussy is this?" I demand, slowing my thrusts to grind deep inside her, hitting that spot that makes her whole body tremble.

"Yours," she gasps, pushing back against me desperately. "It's yours, Richard. All yours!"

That's what I want to hear. I reward her by reaching around to find her clit, rubbing firm circles around the sensitive bud while I pound into her harder than before. Her inner walls clench around me as her second orgasm of the night approaches.

"That's it," I encourage, never slowing my pace. "Cum on my cock again. Show me how much you love it."

Her body obeys, tensing beneath my hands as waves of pleasure crash through her. She bites down on her own forearm to stifle her scream, her pussy convulsing around my shaft in rhythmic pulses. I fuck her through it, relishing the way her inner walls grip me like a vise as she comes apart.

When her tremors subside, I pull out and spin her around, roughly bending her over the massive desk that dominates one side of the room. Books and papers scatter to the floor as I position her, ass up and face down. Her cheek presses against the polished wood, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss.

"I'm not done with you yet," I tell her, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. She yelps, the sound quickly morphing into a moan as I thrust back inside her still-sensitive pussy. "Not even close."

I grab a handful of her blonde hair, wrapping it around my fist and pulling back sharply, forcing her to arch her spine as I drive into her with renewed vigor. My other hand finds her throat from behind, squeezing just enough to restrict her air but not cut it off completely. The pressure makes her eyes roll back, her mouth falling open in silent ecstasy.

"You fucking love this, don't you?" I taunt, my voice harsh with exertion. "Love being treated like the dirty slut you are while your husband sips champagne and makes small talk."

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible as I maintain my grip on her throat. "God, yes! Harder!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping against her ass. The desk grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more. I tighten my grip on her hair, yanking harder until her neck is exposed in a vulnerable arch. My other hand slides from her hip to her throat, fingers pressing against the sides of her neck as I lean over her trembling body, never breaking my punishing rhythm.

"You like it when I choke you, don't you?" I growl into her ear, feeling her pussy tighten around my cock in response. "Love being treated like the worthless slut you are."

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely audible as my fingers restrict her airflow. "Harder, Richard. Use me."

I comply, squeezing her throat more firmly while driving into her with enough force to make the heavy desk slide slightly across the polished floor. Her eyes roll back, her mouth falling open in silent ecstasy as the oxygen restriction intensifies every sensation. I can feel her pussy getting wetter, gripping me tighter with each thrust.

"This is what you need," I taunt, releasing her throat just enough to let her draw a desperate breath. "Not that pathetic excuse for a husband. You need a real man to fuck you properly."

She nods frantically, beyond words now as I pound into her mercilessly. Her body jerks with each impact, her tits bouncing against the desk, diamonds glittering at her ears and throat as she's reduced to a moaning, desperate animal. I slap her ass hard, watching the red handprint bloom on her pale skin.

I pull almost completely out, the head of my cock teasing her entrance. "Beg for it."

"Please," she sobs, desperation making her voice crack. "Please fuck me. I need your cock so badly. Please, please, please!"

I slam back in with enough force to make her scream, my hand quickly coming around to cover her mouth, muffling the sound. "Quiet," I warn, though the danger of discovery only heightens my arousal. "Unless you want Jack to find you bent over and stuffed full of teenage cock."

She shakes her head frantically, but her pussy clenches around me at the mention of her husband, betraying how much the risk excites her. I maintain my brutal pace, feeling her body begin to tense beneath me, the telltale signs of another approaching orgasm. My fingers find her clit, rubbing firm circles that make her whole body jerk.

"Cum for me again," I command, my voice harsh with exertion. "Show me how much you love being my slut."

Her body obeys, convulsing beneath me as her third orgasm rips through her. Her pussy spasms around my cock, her thighs trembling, a high-pitched keen escaping her throat despite my hand over her mouth. I fuck her through it, relentless, prolonging her pleasure until she's practically sobbing.

When her tremors subside, I pull out abruptly and flip her over. She lands on the cold floor, the expensive silk of her silver dress bunched around her waist, her bare ass against the polished hardwood. I drop to my knees between her spread legs, grabbing her ankles and pushing them back toward her shoulders, opening her completely to my invasion.

"I'm going to ruin you," I promise, positioning myself at her entrance again. "After tonight, you'll never look at that boring husband the same way."

With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt, making her back arch off the floor. In this position, I can watch her face contort with pleasure, can see her tits bounce with each impact, can look into her eyes as I claim her completely. I plant one hand beside her head for leverage, the other wrapping around her throat again, squeezing just enough to make her gasp.

"You love this, don't you?" I taunt, maintaining eye contact as I pound into her. "Love being fucked on the floor like a cheap whore while your husband mingles with the elite."

She can only nod, words beyond her now as I drive into her with relentless force. I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto her face, watching it land on her cheek before sliding down. Instead of disgust, I see her pupils dilate with arousal, her mouth opening to catch the next one as I spit again.

"Filthy fucking slut," I growl appreciatively, leaning down to kiss her roughly, our tongues battling as I continue to thrust into her. I taste my own saliva mixed with her expensive lipstick, a perverted cocktail that only makes me harder inside her. My hand tightens around her throat, cutting off her air completely for a few seconds before releasing.

She gasps when I let her breathe, her eyes wide, her pussy clenching around me in response to the brief asphyxiation. "Again," she begs, her voice a hoarse whisper. "Choke me harder."

I comply, my fingers pressing into the sides of her neck as I continue my relentless assault on her cunt. The cold floor beneath her must be uncomfortable, but she doesn't seem to care, lost in the degradation and pleasure. Her hands grip my forearms, not to pull my hands away from her throat, but to encourage me, her nails digging into my skin.

"You're going to cum for me one more time," I tell her when I release her throat, my voice leaving no room for argument. "You're going to cum with my cock buried inside you and my hand around your neck while your husband is just down the hall."

The mention of Jack sends another shudder through her, her walls fluttering around my shaft. I slide my hand from her throat up to her mouth, pushing two fingers past her lips. She sucks them immediately, her tongue swirling around the digits like she's tasting something delicious.

I withdraw my fingers, glistening with her saliva, and reach between our bodies to find her clit again. Her eyes widen as I begin to rub tight circles, the dual stimulation of my cock and fingers quickly pushing her toward the edge.

"Fuck, Richard," she moans, her head thrashing from side to side. "I'm going to cum again. Don't stop, don't stop!"

"That's it," I encourage, increasing both the pace of my thrusts and the pressure on her clit. "One more. Give me one more, Angelina."

Her entire body tenses beneath me, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as her fourth orgasm of the night crashes through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, rippling and pulsing around me in waves that nearly trigger my own release. But I'm not done yet. I hold back, gritting my teeth against the incredible sensation of her climax, determined to maintain control.

"Good girl," I praise as her body continues to shudder beneath mine. "Taking it so well."

I'm still pumping into her, my cock harder than steel as her body trembles from the aftershocks of her orgasm, when we both freeze at the sound of Jack's voice echoing down the hallway. "Angelina? Are you down here?" His footsteps grow louder, coming closer to our hidden sanctuary. For a split second, I think about pulling out, about scrambling for clothes and hiding, but then I see the look in Angelina's eyes—fear mixed with something darker, more primal. Instead of stopping, I thrust deeper, causing her to gasp, and quickly cover her mouth with my hand.

"Shhh," I whisper, a wicked grin spreading across my face as I maintain my position deep inside her. Her eyes widen in panic, but her pussy clenches around my cock, betraying her arousal at the danger. "Don't make a sound."

"Angelina?" Jack calls again, his voice closer now. "The chairman's wife wants to meet you. Where did you go?"

I slowly withdraw almost completely, then drive back in with deliberate force, watching Angelina's eyes roll back despite her fear. Her fingers dig into my shoulders, either trying to push me away or pull me closer—I can't tell, and I don't care. The thrill of fucking her with her clueless husband just outside the door has my cock throbbing inside her, harder than ever.

"You want me to stop?" I whisper, knowing full well what her answer will be. She shakes her head frantically beneath my palm, her inner walls squeezing around me in desperate pulses. "Didn't think so."

I remove my hand from her mouth, replacing it with two fingers that push past her lips. She sucks them immediately, her tongue swirling around the digits as I resume thrusting into her, slower now but just as deep. I can feel her heart pounding through her chest, matching the racing of my own—both of us high on adrenaline and lust.

The footsteps stop right outside our door. "Angelina? Are you in there?" Jack's voice is followed by the metallic sound of the doorknob turning, then rattling as he finds it locked.

My body covers hers completely, my hips never stopping their measured, deliberate strokes. If that door were to open right now, he'd see his wife pinned beneath me, my cock buried inside her, her legs wrapped around my waist in complete surrender.

Angelina's eyes are wide with terror and arousal, her mouth working around my fingers to stay silent. I lean down to whisper in her ear, "He's right there, Angelina. Your husband is right outside while my cock's inside you. How does that feel?"

Her pussy responds with a spasm so strong it nearly pushes me out. I drive back in with enough force to make her bite down on my fingers, stifling what would have been a moan loud enough for Jack to hear. The doorknob rattles again, more insistent this time.

"Angelina, are you in there? Why is this door locked?" Jack's voice has an edge of confusion, maybe even suspicion. "Is everything alright?"

I continue my slow, torturous thrusts, watching Angelina's face contort with the effort of staying silent. Her eyes plead with me—for what, I'm not sure. To stop? To go harder? To save her from this situation she's created? I respond by fucking her deeper, grinding against that spot inside her that I know drives her crazy.

"Answer him," I mouth silently, removing my fingers from her mouth.

She draws a shaky breath, and I'm impressed by how steady she manages to keep her voice when she calls out, "I'll be out in a minute, Jack! Just... just fixing my makeup." Her voice only hitches slightly when I circle my hips, pressing against her clit.

"In the library?" Jack sounds puzzled. "There are bathrooms for that. Do you need help? Is something wrong?"

I press my palm against her mouth again as I increase my pace, no longer concerned with stealth. The wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of her fills the room, and I wonder if Jack can hear it through the door. The thought makes me even harder, my balls tightening with approaching release.

"I'm fine!" Angelina manages to call out between my thrusts, her voice higher than normal. "Just needed some quiet. Go back to the ballroom—I'll find you in five minutes."

There's a pause, and for a moment I think he's going to insist on coming in. My hips don't stop moving, my cock drilling into Angelina's pussy as we both wait for Jack's response. Finally, his voice comes again, defeated and a bit confused.

"Alright, don't be too long. The chairman is asking for you." His footsteps retreat down the hallway, fading gradually until we can no longer hear them.

The moment he's gone, I remove my hand from Angelina's mouth and crush my lips against hers in a bruising kiss. She responds with equal fervor, her tongue battling mine as her legs tighten around my waist. The danger has passed, but the adrenaline remains, supercharging every sensation.

"That was so close," she gasps when we break for air, her eyes wild with the thrill of our narrow escape. "He almost caught us."

"Would have been worth it," I growl, resuming my punishing pace, my cock driving into her with renewed vigor. "The look on his face when he saw me balls-deep in his wife."

She moans at my crude words, her back arching off the cold floor. "I'm close again," she admits, her voice breaking with each thrust. "Fuck, Richard, you're going to make me cum again."

"Do it," I command, feeling my own release building at the base of my spine. "Cum with me this time. Right now."

I reach between us to rub her clit, my fingers working in tight circles as I pound into her relentlessly. Her walls begin to flutter around my shaft, the familiar rippling that signals her approaching climax. My own control is slipping, the combined effect of her tight pussy and the dangerous situation pushing me toward the edge.

"Now," I grunt, my rhythm becoming erratic as my orgasm builds. "Fuck, Angelina, now!"

She comes apart beneath me, her entire body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash through her. The sight of her completely undone, combined with the vise-like grip of her pussy around my cock, triggers my own release. I drive in to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep inside her. My vision blurs at the edges as pleasure courses through me, each pulse emptying more of my seed into her married pussy.

We collapse together in a sweaty heap, both of us gasping for breath. For several long moments, neither of us speaks, the only sound in the room our gradually slowing heartbeats and the distant music from the ballroom. I finally roll to the side, my softening cock slipping from her with a wet sound that makes her whimper.

"Jesus Christ," she breathes, staring up at the ceiling, her chest still heaving. "That was..."

"Fucking incredible," I finish for her, a smug smile tugging at my lips. I prop myself up on one elbow, looking down at her thoroughly fucked appearance—hair a mess, makeup smeared, dress bunched around her waist, cum leaking from her well-used pussy. "Look at you. How are you going to explain this to Jack?"

She laughs, a low, satisfied sound that fills me with pride. "I'll think of something. I always do." She turns her head to meet my gaze, something dangerous and thrilling passing between us. "Worth it, though."

"Always is," I agree, reaching out to brush a strand of blonde hair from her flushed face. There's something deeper in this moment, a connection that goes beyond the physical act we've just shared. We're co-conspirators now, bound by our secret betrayals and the intoxicating danger of what we're doing.

"I should go," she says reluctantly, making no move to get up. "He's waiting."

"Let him wait," I reply, my fingers tracing the line of her jaw, feeling the rapid pulse at her throat. "He's been waiting his whole life without knowing what he's missing."

Her eyes meet mine, a silent understanding passing between us. What we have is more than just sex—it's a rebellion, an addiction, a game that neither of us is willing to stop playing despite the risks. And as I help her to her feet, watching her attempt to put herself back together before facing her husband, I know with absolute certainty that we'll be doing this again, seeking out dark corners and locked rooms to lose ourselves in each other.

No matter the consequences.


Book 6


Chapter 1

The TV flickers with the football game—same plays I've been running all season as Westlake High's star quarterback. At eighteen, I should be celebrating our recent win with my teammates, but my attention keeps drifting to Angelina. She moves around the chalet in those tight yoga pants that hug every curve of her toned, nearly forty-year-old body. Her blonde hair falls in waves past her shoulders, catching the firelight as she bends to adjust something, giving me a perfect view of her ass.

I've been fucking this gorgeous MILF behind her husband's back for weeks, but the sight of her still makes my mouth go dry. My cock stirs at the memory of pressing her against the window, her red lips parted in a silent scream as my teenage stamina overwhelmed her. Now, as she saunters toward me with those bedroom eyes, I know the night's entertainment is far from over.

"Enjoying the game?" she purrs, sliding onto the couch beside me. She's changed out of that silver dress into one of her husband's button-up shirts, the fabric hanging loose on her frame, revealing flashes of her perfect tits when she moves. Her hair is still slightly mussed from my hands, and my cum has barely dried inside her.

"It just got a lot more interesting," I reply, spreading my legs wider as she runs her hand up my thigh.

"Poor baby," she coos, her fingers inching higher. "Sitting here all alone while I cleaned up. Let me make it up to you."

Before I can respond, she's sliding off the couch onto her knees, positioning herself between my legs. My cock immediately responds, hardening against the confines of my sweatpants. She looks up at me through those long eyelashes, her lips curving into a knowing smile as she tugs at my waistband.

"Lift," she commands, and I raise my hips, letting her pull my sweats down to my ankles. My cock springs free, already half-hard from just the anticipation of her touch.

"Someone's eager," she teases, wrapping her manicured fingers around my shaft. The contrast of her diamond wedding ring against my cock makes me throb with satisfaction. Jack probably spent a fortune on that ring, and here she is, using it to stroke another man.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my length, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

She leans forward, her tongue darting out to swirl around the head of my cock. The wet heat of her mouth sends electric pulses straight to my core, making my toes curl against the plush carpet. She takes her time, tracing the ridge with the tip of her tongue, gathering the drop of pre-cum that's formed at the slit.

"Fuck, Angelina," I hiss, watching her blonde head bob lower, taking more of me inside.

Her mouth is hot velvet, her cheeks hollowing as she creates suction that has me gripping the couch cushions. On the TV, the crowd roars as someone scores, but the only sound I care about is the wet, sloppy noise of Angelina's mouth working my cock with practiced expertise.

She pulls off for a moment, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening head. "I've been thinking about this all night," she admits, her voice husky with desire. "Wanting to taste you properly without having to rush."

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Angelina's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass beneath Jack's shirt. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between sucks, her voice sultry and seductive.

"Angelina, you're so fucking hot," I groan, my desire for her only growing stronger. Squeezing and kneading her ass, I feel like I'm losing control.

She takes me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. I feel the tight constriction as the head of my cock pushes past the back of her mouth, her throat muscles contracting around me. My head falls back against the couch, a low moan escaping my lips at the incredible sensation.

Her hands aren't idle—one cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers, while the other strokes what she can't fit down her throat. The dual stimulation has me teetering on the edge embarrassingly quickly, but I fight to maintain control. I want to make this last.

I thread my fingers through her silky blonde hair, gathering it in my fist. The action causes her to look up, her eyes watering slightly as she continues to work my cock. There's something incredibly erotic about seeing Jack's sophisticated wife on her knees, lips stretched around my shaft, looking up at me with those hungry eyes.

"That's it," I encourage, tightening my grip on her hair. "Take it deeper."

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending fresh waves of pleasure through my body. The football game continues on the TV, completely forgotten as I focus entirely on the sensation of Angelina's hot mouth sliding up and down my length.

Something primal stirs inside me—a need to take control, to dominate. I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her head still as I begin to thrust upward into her mouth. Her eyes widen slightly, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she relaxes her throat further, giving me complete access.

"Fuck," I growl, watching my cock disappear between her lips again and again. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

Tears form at the corners of her eyes as I thrust deeper, but her moans tell me she's enjoying this submission as much as I'm enjoying the control. I establish a rhythm, my hips rising off the couch to pump my cock into her willing throat while my hand keeps her head firmly in place.

The wet, gagging sounds she makes only spur me on. Her makeup is starting to smear, mascara running slightly as her eyes water with each deep thrust. She looks thoroughly debauched, and the knowledge that I'm the one reducing Jack's perfect wife to this state sends a fresh surge of blood to my already throbbing cock.

"Take it all," I command, pushing her head down while thrusting up simultaneously. I feel the tip of my cock hit the back of her throat, her gag reflex triggering around me in a way that's pure fucking heaven.

She struggles slightly, her hands pressing against my thighs, but doesn't try to pull away. The power I have over her in this moment is intoxicating—the control, the dominance, the way she willingly submits to my rough treatment.

I hold her down longer, watching her face turn red before finally releasing my grip enough for her to pull back and gasp for air. Strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my glistening cock, her chest heaving as she catches her breath.

"Again," she rasps, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Use my mouth, Richard. Fuck my face."

Those filthy words from such refined lips push me further toward the edge. I grab her hair with both hands now, positioning her head exactly how I want it. "Open," I command, and she obeys instantly, her mouth forming a perfect O.

I thrust into that waiting heat with brutal force, fucking her face like I own it—because in this moment, I do. Her husband may have the marriage certificate, but I'm the one who knows what she really craves, what she really needs. And right now, she needs to be used, to be taken, to be treated like the cock-hungry slut she is beneath that polished exterior.

The room fills with the obscene sounds of my cock plunging into her throat—wet, gagging, slurping noises that would horrify the elite social circle she moves in. But here, with me, she revels in the degradation, her fingers digging into my thighs as I use her mouth with increasing urgency.

"Take it," I grunt, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls that signals my approaching climax. "Take every fucking inch."

She doesn't back down, doesn't pull away. Instead, her eyes lock with mine, watery but determined, as I continue to thrust into her mouth with abandon. It's this look—this willing submission from a woman who could have any man she wanted—that finally pushes me over the edge.

But I'm not ready to cum yet. Not until I've thoroughly claimed her mouth as mine.

The shrill ring of a phone cuts through the wet sounds of Angelina's mouth on my cock. We both freeze for a second, her lips still wrapped around my shaft as her eyes dart to her purse on the coffee table. It's her husband… Jack Pitt. The caller ID flashes with Jack's name and photo. A slow, wicked grin spreads across my face as I reach for the phone and hold it out to her, never releasing my grip on her hair with my other hand.

"Answer it," I command in a low voice.

Her eyes widen, a flash of panic crossing her features before being replaced by that same dangerous excitement I've come to recognize—the thrill of the forbidden. She pulls back just enough to free her mouth, her hand replacing it on my slick cock, stroking steadily as she takes the phone with her other hand.

"Hello, honey," she answers, her voice impressively steady despite the way her hand continues to work my shaft. I tighten my grip on her hair in appreciation, watching her struggle to maintain her composure.

"Hi, sweetheart," Jack's voice comes through clearly in the quiet room. "How's your evening going? Relaxing after the gala?"

I thrust my hips upward, pushing my cock against her lips. She shoots me a warning glance but can't hide the excitement in her eyes as she responds, "Yes, just watching some TV. Richard's here too, catching the football game."

"Oh, good! Put me on speaker, would you? I want to talk to both of you."

Before she can respond, I push her head down, forcing my cock back into her mouth. She glares at me but complies, taking me deep as she presses the speaker button.

"You're on speaker, Jack," she says after pulling back, a trace of breathlessness in her voice that Jack seems not to notice. Her hand never stops its rhythm on my shaft, her thumb swiping over the sensitive head, spreading pre-cum down the length.

"Great! Listen, you remember your college friend, Sophia, right? We got the invite to her wedding, and I’ve been sorting out the travel details," Jack says, completely unaware that his wife is on her knees between another man's legs. "Just got confirmation from the hotel. It's that beautiful resort at the beach we visited last year, remember?"

"Mm-hmm," Angelina hums, her lips brushing against my cockhead as she responds. The vibration sends a jolt of pleasure up my spine, and I have to bite back a groan.

"The flights are booked for Friday morning," Jack continues. "We'll have the whole weekend for the festivities. Sophia's really gone all out this time—three days of celebrations before the actual ceremony."

I guide Angelina's head back down, watching with savage satisfaction as my cock disappears between those perfect lips that are simultaneously responding to her husband. The perversity of the situation has me throbbing in her mouth, harder than I've ever been. She takes me deeper, her throat constricting around my length as she struggles to listen to Jack without making obvious sucking sounds.

"That sounds lovely," she manages when I allow her to pull back for air, her voice only slightly husky. "I'm looking forward to seeing everyone."

"Me too. Oh, and I was thinking," Jack says, as Angelina swirls her tongue around my cock in a way that makes my toes curl, "since it's a long weekend, you probably don't want to miss your training sessions with Richard."

The irony is so fucking perfect I nearly laugh out loud. If only Jack knew what kind of "training" his wife is getting right now. I push her head down again, harder this time, feeling the head of my cock push past the back of her throat. She gags slightly but recovers quickly, adapting to the intrusion with practiced ease.

"That's very thoughtful," Angelina replies when I release her again, her eyes watering from the rough treatment. "What did you have in mind?"

"I went ahead and booked a ticket for Richard too," Jack announces, sounding pleased with himself. "That way you can keep up with your fitness routine while we're there. The hotel has an excellent gym, and there are hiking trails nearby. What do you think, Richard? Are you free that weekend?"

I take a moment to compose myself, fighting through the haze of pleasure as Angelina's hot mouth continues to work my cock. "Sounds great, Mr. Pitt," I reply, my voice admirably steady despite the sensation of Angelina's tongue tracing the underside of my shaft. "I appreciate you thinking of me."

"Of course! You're practically family now," Jack says, completely oblivious to the fact that I'm face-fucking his wife while we chat. "Besides, Angelina's made such progress with her fitness. We wouldn't want to interrupt that momentum."

I lock eyes with Angelina, a silent challenge passing between us as I thrust deeper into her mouth. She doesn't back down, taking me all the way to the base, her nose pressing against my stomach as her throat constricts around my cockhead. The sight of Jack's sophisticated wife deepthroating me while her husband prattles on about fitness is so fucking hot it nearly makes me lose it right there.

"Well, that's settled then," Jack continues, the sound of papers shuffling in the background. "I've emailed both of you the itinerary. Angelina, don't forget to pack something for the formal dinner on Saturday night."

"I won't," she replies, her voice raspier now, her hand pumping my slick shaft as she speaks. "Is there anything else we need to know?"

"Just that Sophia mentioned she's excited to meet Richard. Apparently, you've told her all about your training sessions," Jack says with an oblivious chuckle. "She's quite the fitness enthusiast herself."

I smirk at this information, imagining another hot MILF to add to my collection. Angelina notices my expression and narrows her eyes, but the flash of jealousy only makes me harder. I grab her hair with both hands, setting a brutal pace as I thrust into her mouth. She struggles to keep quiet, her eyes watering as I fuck her face with increasing urgency.

"Sounds like it'll be a fun trip," I manage to say, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls that signals my approaching climax.

"Definitely. Oh, I should go—Brad's calling on the other line, probably about the golf tournament tomorrow," Jack says. "Angelina, I'll call you in the morning with more details."

I'm on the edge now, my thrusts becoming erratic as Angelina's skilled mouth brings me closer to release. The taboo of the situation—using Jack's wife while he's on the phone—pushes me right to the brink.

"Alright, honey," Angelina replies, her hand replacing her mouth as she prepares to end the call. "Talk to you tomorrow."

"I love you," Jack says, his voice warm with affection for the woman who's currently jerking another man's cock.

I can't hold back any longer. With a suppressed groan, I pull free from Angelina's hand and explode, the first rope of hot cum landing across her cheek as she holds the phone close to her face. The second spurt hits her parted lips, and the third coats her chin and neck. She doesn't flinch, doesn't pull away—instead, she locks eyes with me as my seed decorates her beautiful face.

"I love you too, Jack," she responds, her voice steady despite the cum dripping down her face. Her tongue darts out to lick a drop from her upper lip even as she says these words to her husband. "Have a good night."

The call ends, and Angelina tosses the phone aside without breaking eye contact. With deliberate slowness, she leans forward and takes my still-twitching cock back into her mouth, sucking gently to clean the last drops of cum from the sensitive head.

"Fucking filthy," I murmur appreciatively as she pulls back, my cum glistening on her perfect face. "Taking my load while telling your husband you love him."

She smiles, that dangerous gleam in her eyes as she swipes a finger through the mess on her cheek and brings it to her mouth, sucking it clean. "Just a preview of our weekend getaway," she promises, her voice husky from the rough treatment. "Think you can handle all the MILFs at this wedding?"

"Bring them on," I challenge, already imagining the possibilities. "One weekend, multiple conquests. I'm just getting started."

She laughs, low and sultry, as she rises to her feet. "I'll go clean up," she says, turning toward the bathroom. "But don't get too comfortable. I'm not done with you tonight."

As she walks away, cum still dripping down her face, I can't help but grin at my good fortune. First Angelina, now potentially her friend Sophia, and who knows how many other bored, rich wives at this wedding. This just keeps getting better.


Chapter 2

Our private car pulls up to the entrance of the Oceanic Paradise Resort, a sprawling five-star complex sprawled along the pristine shoreline. The gleaming white structure rises like a modernist dream against the azure horizon, floor-to-ceiling windows reflecting the sun-dappled waves. I step out after Jack and Angelina, adjusting my designer sunglasses as sweat immediately beads on my neck in the tropical heat. Rich people and their fucking beach weddings—always an excuse for excess. But this time, I'm not complaining. Not when I'm surrounded by a sea of potential MILF conquests in bikinis, starting with the infamous Sophia I've heard so much about.

"Richard, can you help with the bags?" Jack calls over his shoulder, already distracted by the bellhop waiting to assist us.

I grunt in agreement, playing the dutiful trainer while my eyes follow Angelina's perfect ass in her tight white jeans as she ascends the stone steps toward the entrance. The flight was long, but watching her squirm in her seat, still sore from our marathon fuck session the night before, made every minute worth it.

The lobby is a cathedral of luxury—soaring timber beams, massive stone fireplaces, and plush furnishings arranged on thick fur rugs. The air smells of pine, expensive perfume, and money. Lots of fucking money. Staff in crisp uniforms move efficiently, catering to the whims of the wealthy guests scattered throughout the space.

"Angelina!" A female voice cuts through the ambient chatter, high and excited.

I turn to see a group of women rising from a seating area. At their center stands who can only be Sophia—a knockout MILF in her late thirties with a body that defies her age. Her dark hair falls in waves past her shoulders, framing a face that's both elegant and sensual. Even from here, I can see the plumpness of her lips and the curve of her full tits beneath her cashmere sweater.

"Sophia!" Angelina calls back, her whole demeanor brightening as she hurries toward her friend.

The women collide in an embrace of air kisses and excited squeals, while the rest of Sophia's entourage—four or five equally stunning older women—gather around like exotic birds in their designer clothes and perfect blowouts. Each one radiates that specific kind of sexuality that comes with age and wealth—confident, refined, and hungry beneath their polished exteriors.

I hang back with Jack, playing my role, but I don't miss how several pairs of eyes flick in my direction, appraising me with thinly veiled interest. One blonde in particular, wearing a body-hugging red dress that showcases an impressive rack, doesn't bother hiding her stare, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip when our eyes meet.

"Jack!" A man's voice breaks my concentration. A tall, silver-haired guy in his fifties approaches, hand extended. "Good to see you made it."

"Brad," Jack responds warmly, shaking the man's hand. "Wouldn't miss it for the world. Congratulations again."

So this is Sophia's soon-to-be husband. He looks exactly like what I expected—older, successful, with that slightly soft physique of a man who spends more time in boardrooms than gyms. Not exactly competition. He's flanked by a few other men cut from the same cloth—business types with expensive watches and receding hairlines, all wearing that same look of mild disinterest that comes from having too much money and too little passion.

"Come over, let me introduce you to the gang," Brad says, leading Jack toward a cluster of men at the bar. Jack follows obediently, leaving me momentarily alone with the bags.

I take the opportunity to approach the women's circle, rolling my shoulders back and putting on my most charming smile—the one that got me into Angelina's pants in the first place. As I near, their conversation quiets slightly, several heads turning in my direction.

"Richard," Angelina calls, gesturing me over with a manicured hand. "Come meet everyone."

I step into their circle, immediately hit with a cloud of designer perfumes and the unmistakable scent of female arousal. These women might be married, but they're hungry—I can feel it in the way they shift their stances, pulling their shoulders back to emphasize their tits, eyes darting to check my physique through my fitted shirt.

"Ladies, this is my personal trainer, Richard," Angelina introduces, her voice carrying a subtle undertone that only I recognize—the voice of a woman who's had my cock down her throat not twenty-four hours ago. "Richard, this is everyone."

There's a chorus of hellos, each woman introducing herself with names I immediately forget—they're all just potential conquests to me, differentiated only by their physical attributes. The blonde in red. The redhead with freckles. The brunette with legs for days.

Then Sophia steps forward, extending her hand with a grace that speaks of old money and excellent breeding. "So you're the famous Richard," she says, her voice smooth like expensive whiskey. "Angelina's told me so much about you."

Up close, she's even more stunning—high cheekbones, clear green eyes that hold a mischievous glint, and lips that look made for sucking cock. Her body is a perfect hourglass, her sweater clinging to full, natural tits that rise and fall with each breath. My cock stirs in my pants as I take her hand, holding it slightly longer than necessary.

"All good things, I hope," I reply, my eyes deliberately dropping to her mouth before meeting her gaze again.

"Oh, absolutely," she purrs, her fingers lingering in mine. "She says you're quite... talented."

The innuendo isn't lost on me, nor on Angelina, whose cheeks flush slightly. The other women exchange glances, eyebrows raising in interested surprise.

"I try my best to satisfy my clients," I respond, loading the word 'satisfy' with as much suggestion as possible.

Sophia laughs, a throaty sound that promises wicked delights. "I bet you do. Angelina certainly seems pleased with the results." Her eyes rake over my body, not bothering to hide her appreciation. "Those shoulders alone are impressive."

"You should see what else is impressive," Angelina mutters under her breath, just loud enough for Sophia and me to hear.

Sophia's eyes widen slightly, her pupils dilating with interest. "Well," she says, releasing my hand to loop her arm through mine, "we should get you settled. The welcome dinner isn't until seven, which gives everyone plenty of time to... rest after the journey."

She leads me a few steps away from the group, her hip brushing against mine as we walk. When we're just out of earshot of the others, she leans in, her breath warm against my ear. "Angelina told me everything," she whispers, her voice dropping an octave. "About your arrangement. About how good you are. About how big you are."

My cock hardens fully at her words, pressing against the confines of my jeans. "Did she now?" I reply, keeping my voice low.

Sophia's hand slides down to rest on my lower back, her fingertips just brushing the top of my ass. "She did. And I can't wait to find out if she was exaggerating." She pulls back slightly to look me in the eyes, her intention unmistakable. "This is going to be a very interesting weekend, Richard. Very interesting indeed."

She squeezes my arm once more before releasing it, casting a smoldering glance over her shoulder as she returns to her friends. I watch her go, admiring the sway of her hips in her tight jeans and the confident set of her shoulders. Angelina catches my eye across the lobby, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

This wedding weekend is going to be a fucking goldmine. One MILF down, and apparently, several more—including the bride herself—ready and waiting for my cock. I adjust myself discreetly, already mapping out my conquests for the next seventy-two hours.

***

I make my way through the crowded lobby toward the elevators, keenly aware of the female gazes following me. The weight room hasn't failed me—my tight Henley shows off every hour I've spent building this quarterback body, and these rich, bored wives are noticing. One brunette by the concierge desk actually licks her lips as I pass, while an older redhead clutching a champagne flute whispers something to her friend that makes them both giggle and stare. It's like being a wolf in a hen house, and I plan to feast all weekend.

The hotel staff has already taken our bags up, so I'm free to explore. Jack's off somewhere with Brad and the other husbands, probably discussing stock options or golf handicaps, while Angelina has disappeared with Sophia and her MILF entourage. Perfect. Being left to my own devices is exactly what I wanted.

I pause at the massive coy pond, pretending to admire the craftsmanship while actually using the reflection in a nearby mirror to catalog my potential conquests. Besides Sophia, there's at least five other MILFs who've made their interest clear with lingering glances or "accidental" touches. This wedding is going to be a fucking buffet, and I'm starving.

"Quite impressive, isn't it?"

The voice comes from behind me, female and young—not the mature, husky tone of the MILFs I've been mentally undressing. I turn to find myself face to face with one of the most stunning women I've seen in a long time.

She's younger than Angelina or Sophia—mid-twenties, maybe—with the kind of face that makes men stop in their tracks. High cheekbones, full lips painted a subtle pink, and eyes so blue they look almost unreal against her fair skin. Her blonde hair falls in loose waves past her shoulders, catching the firelight in a way that makes it look like liquid gold.

But it's her body that really grabs my attention. Unlike the MILFs with their designer dresses and perfect blowouts, she's dressed more casually in tight jeans and a cropped sweater that reveals a strip of toned midriff. The fabric stretches across her full tits, and I can see the outline of her nipples hardening under my gaze. She's fit but still curvy in all the right places, a perfect balance of athletic and feminine.

"I was thinking the same thing," I reply, not bothering to hide my appreciative once-over. "Though I wasn't looking at the coy pond."

Instead of blushing or acting offended, she smiles—a slow, knowing curve of her lips that suggests she's no stranger to male attention. "Neither was I," she counters, her eyes deliberately dropping to my chest, then lower, before meeting my gaze again. "You must be Richard. I'm Lea."

"How'd you know my name?" I ask, taking a step closer, close enough to catch her scent—something fresh and citrusy, not the heavy designer perfumes the older women favor.

"My aunt mentioned you," she says, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear in a gesture that's both innocent and calculated to draw attention to the graceful line of her neck. "Said Angelina brought her personal trainer along."

"Your aunt?"

"Sophia," she clarifies, watching my reaction carefully. "I'm her niece. Here to help with the wedding and enjoy a free vacation."

The connection clicks immediately. This hot young thing is related to the bride—which makes her both more interesting and potentially more complicated. But complications have never stopped me before.

"So you're part of the wedding party?" I ask, moving to lean against the fireplace, deliberately flexing my arm as I do so.

Her eyes track the movement, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip. "Sort of. I'm also the resort manager, so I'm wearing two hats this weekend." She takes a step closer, her hip brushing against mine. "I handle all the... special arrangements for our VIP guests."

The suggestive emphasis isn't lost on me. "And what kind of special arrangements might a guest request?" I ask, lowering my voice to a register that I know makes women weak in the knees.

"That depends on the guest," she replies, her voice equally low. "What they want. What they need." Her eyes lock with mine, the challenge in them clear. "What their appetites are."

The double meaning hangs between us, charged with sexual tension. This girl isn't just flirting—she's practically offering herself up on a silver platter. And I'm more than ready to dig in.

"I have a pretty healthy appetite," I tell her, letting my gaze linger on her lips. "Insatiable, some might say."

"Good," she purrs, reaching out to straighten my collar, her fingers deliberately brushing against my neck. "I like a man who knows what he wants and isn't afraid to take it."

The touch sends a jolt of electricity straight to my cock, which is already hardening at the prospect of adding Lea to my weekend menu. Sophia's niece—fuck, that's even hotter than I anticipated. I wonder if she knows what her aunt has planned for me, or if she's operating on her own initiative. Either way, I'm not about to turn down what's clearly on offer.

"What time does your shift end today?" I ask, deciding to be direct.

Lea smiles, clearly appreciating my straightforward approach. "Officially? Nine. But I could make myself available earlier for the right... request."

"How about a private tour of the resort facilities?" I suggest, letting my hand brush against hers. "I'm particularly interested in the more... secluded areas."

"We have plenty of those," she assures me, her eyes dancing with mischief. "There's a private hot spring on the property that's particularly worth seeing. Very exclusive. Very private."

"Sounds perfect," I reply, already imagining her naked in steaming water, her skin flushed and wet under my hands. "When can we arrange this tour?"

"I have to handle the welcome dinner service first, but after that..." She pulls a key card from her pocket and presses it into my hand, her fingers lingering against my palm. "Room 424. That's my private suite. The perks of being management. Come by around ten."

I pocket the card, not bothering to hide my smirk. "I'll be there."

"I'm counting on it," she responds, her eyes dropping to my crotch with blatant interest. "Aunt Sophia wasn't exaggerating about you, was she?"

The implication that Sophia has been discussing my cock with her niece sends a fresh surge of blood south. "Why don't you find out for yourself?" I challenge.

Lea laughs, a sound that's both youthful and knowing. "Oh, I plan to." She glances over my shoulder, her expression shifting slightly. "And speaking of my aunt, she's looking for me. Wedding emergency, no doubt."

With that, she pulls back, giving me one last lingering look before walking away, her ass swaying enticingly in those tight jeans. I watch her go, mentally adding her to my growing list of conquests for the weekend.

First Angelina, then potentially Sophia, and now Lea. Three generations of hot women, all wanting a piece of me. And we're just getting started. I adjust myself in my jeans, already thinking about how I'll pace myself for what's shaping up to be a marathon weekend of fucking.

This affair is really is the gift that keeps on giving.


Chapter 3

I push open the glass door to the hotel's state-of-the-art gym, the scent of sanitized equipment and faint sweat hitting me immediately. The space is nearly empty except for two people—Jack, his back to the door as he power-walks on a treadmill, wireless earbuds in and completely absorbed in whatever business podcast he's listening to; and Angelina, on a yoga mat in the far corner, her perfect ass raised in the air as she holds a downward dog position. She catches sight of me in the mirror that spans the entire wall, and a slow, dangerous smile spreads across her face. Game on.

I stride into the gym like I own it, nodding at Jack when he glances over his shoulder. "Morning, Mr. Pitt," I call out, loud enough for him to hear over whatever's playing in his ears.

He gives me a distracted wave, not bothering to remove his earbuds. "Richard! Good man! Getting a session in before the festivities?" His eyes immediately return to the fitness metrics displayed on the treadmill screen, his pace never faltering.

"Just keeping Angelina on her routine," I reply, dropping my gym bag by the free weights. "Don't want all our hard work going to waste during the wedding weekend."

Jack nods approvingly, completely missing the double meaning in my words. "That's what I like about you, Richard—dedicated to results." He increases the incline on his treadmill, focusing intently on his form. "I've got another twenty minutes here, then a conference call. You two carry on."

Perfect. Twenty minutes is more than enough time for what I have planned. I make my way over to where Angelina is now transitioning into a warrior pose, her tight lycra workout clothes leaving nothing to the imagination. Her sports bra struggles to contain her tits, and her leggings are practically painted onto her ass and thighs.

"Need some help with your form?" I ask, positioning myself directly behind her, close enough that she can feel my breath on her neck but far enough that Jack wouldn't notice anything suspicious if he happened to glance back.

"Always," she purrs, pushing her ass back slightly to brush against the front of my shorts. "I think my alignment is off."

I place my hands on her hips, ostensibly to adjust her stance but really to pull her more firmly against me. I'm already getting hard, the danger of the situation—Jack just fifteen feet away, back turned but potentially able to see us at any moment—making my blood pump faster.

"Let me show you," I murmur, pressing my growing bulge against the cleft of her ass while guiding her into a deeper stretch. From Jack's perspective, it looks like nothing more than a trainer assisting his client. But from the mirror in front of us, the reality is clear—Angelina's flushed cheeks, her nipples hardening beneath her sports bra, my hands sliding lower to grip her thighs.

"How's this feel?" I ask, loud enough for Jack to hear if he's paying attention.

"Good," Angelina responds, matching my volume while pushing back against my erection. "Really getting deep into the stretch."

Jack remains oblivious, now taking a business call through his earbuds, gesturing with one hand as he talks to someone about quarterly projections. The treadmill whirs steadily, masking any small sounds we might make.

"Let's try something a little more challenging," I suggest, guiding Angelina down onto her yoga mat. I position her on her back, standing over her as if demonstrating a core exercise. "Legs up."

She complies, raising her legs toward the ceiling. I kneel between them, pushing them apart as if helping her with a stretch but actually creating space for myself between her thighs. My hands slide up from her ankles to her calves, then to her thighs, inching closer to where I know she's already wet beneath those tight leggings.

"Richard," she whispers, a note of warning mixed with excitement in her voice. "He could see."

"Then we better be convincing," I reply, leaning down to speak directly in her ear while my body covers hers in what could pass for a demonstration of a stretch. "And quiet."

My lips find hers in a hungry kiss, swallowing her gasp of surprise and arousal. Her arms wrap around my neck automatically, pulling me closer as our tongues battle for dominance. Through my peripheral vision, I can see Jack still on the treadmill, back turned, completely unaware that I'm making out with his wife not twenty feet behind him.

I pull back just long enough to check Jack's position again—still walking, still talking, still clueless—before grabbing the hem of Angelina's sports bra and yanking it up to expose her perfect tits. The cool air of the gym makes her nipples harden instantly into tight peaks.

"Richard," she hisses, half-protest, half-plea, her eyes darting to her husband's back. "We can't—"

"We are," I cut her off, lowering my head to take one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard enough to make her arch off the mat. Her hands fly to my hair, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, her body betraying her despite the risk.

I release her nipple with a wet pop, my hand sliding down to the waistband of her leggings. "Lift," I command in a whisper, and she raises her hips, allowing me to tug the tight fabric down her legs in one swift motion. I leave them bunched around one ankle, too impatient to remove them completely.

Now she's lying beneath me, top pushed up to expose her tits, leggings around one ankle, wearing nothing but a tiny black thong that's already visibly damp with her arousal. The contrast of her nearly naked body against the pristine yoga mat, with her husband just steps away, is so fucking hot it makes my cock throb painfully against my shorts.

"Last chance to back out," I whisper, my fingers hooking into the sides of her thong.

Her response is to reach for the waistband of my shorts, tugging them down to free my rock-hard cock. "Just do it," she breathes, her eyes dark with lust and danger. "Fuck me while he's right there."

I don't need to be told twice. I push her thong to the side and position myself at her entrance, feeling how wet she already is—soaked with the excitement of our forbidden encounter. With one hard thrust, I bury myself inside her, clamping my hand over her mouth to muffle her cry of pleasure.

Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and tight and perfect. I establish a slow rhythm, careful not to make the mat squeak against the floor. Each thrust is deep but measured, my body covering hers to hide what we're doing from any casual glance.

"How's it coming along back there?" Jack calls suddenly, making us both freeze. He doesn't turn around, just raises his voice over his podcast.

I lift my head, keeping my hips pressed flush against Angelina, my cock buried to the hilt inside her. "Great progress, Mr. Pitt," I respond, my voice impressively steady despite the fact that I'm balls-deep in his wife. "Angelina's form is really improving."

"Excellent!" he replies cheerfully before returning to his call, completely oblivious.

The close call sends a fresh surge of adrenaline through my system, making my cock swell even larger inside Angelina. Her eyes are wide, a mixture of terror and excitement that only heightens the eroticism of the moment. I start moving again, slower now but more deliberate, grinding against her in a way that stimulates her clit with each thrust.

"This is so fucking wrong," she whispers, her hands clutching my shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

"That's why it feels so good," I growl back, nipping at her earlobe as I drive into her again. "Your pussy gets tighter every time he speaks. You love this."

And she does—I can feel it in the way she clenches around me, in the wetness that coats my cock with each stroke, in the desperate way her hips rise to meet my thrusts despite the danger of discovery. Jack Pitt's perfect wife, spread out beneath me on a yoga mat, taking my cock while he's just steps away, back turned but potentially able to catch us at any second.

It's the ultimate power trip, and I'm fucking living for it.

I increase my pace, driving deeper into Angelina's married pussy while her husband continues his oblivious power walk just feet away. The danger has her tighter than ever, her walls gripping my cock like she's trying to milk every drop of cum from me. I clamp my hand over her mouth again as I thrust harder, her muffled moans vibrating against my palm. Her eyes are wild, pupils blown wide with the forbidden thrill of what we're doing. This is so much better than fucking her in private—the risk of discovery makes every sensation more intense, every thrust more electric.

"Richard, what's a good stretch for lower back pain?" Jack calls out suddenly, still facing forward on his treadmill. "Been having some tightness since the flight."

I don't miss a beat, continuing to pump into Angelina while responding in a remarkably steady voice. "Cat-cow is excellent for that, Mr. Pitt. Alternating between arching and rounding the spine." I punctuate my words with a particularly deep thrust that makes Angelina bite down on her lip to keep from crying out. "I'd be happy to show you after your run."

"Appreciate it!" Jack replies, completely unaware that my cock is buried inside his wife while I casually discuss stretching techniques with him.

Angelina's eyes are wide, a mixture of panic and intense arousal that only makes me harder inside her. Her fingernails dig into my shoulders through my t-shirt as I establish a faster rhythm, each thrust careful to avoid making the yoga mat squeak against the polished gym floor.

"You fucking love this, don't you?" I whisper in her ear, my voice low enough that only she can hear. "Getting fucked right behind your husband's back. Literally."

She nods frantically, unable to form words as I shift my angle to hit that spot inside her that drives her crazy. Her pussy clenches around me in response, a flood of wetness making my thrusts smoother, the obscene sound of her arousal thankfully masked by the whir of Jack's treadmill.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster while still maintaining some semblance of stealth. The yoga mat grinds against the floor, and I hear the soft slap of skin on skin and her muffled moans filling the space between us. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she whimpers against my palm, making me even hungrier for more.

"I'm close," she breathes when I briefly move my hand from her mouth to adjust our position. "Oh god, Richard, I'm going to cum."

"Not yet," I command, slowing my pace to tortuous, grinding circles that keep her on the edge without pushing her over. "Wait until I say."

Her eyes flash with frustration, but the command just makes her wetter around my cock. She loves when I take control, when I make her surrender completely. I reach between our bodies, finding her clit with my thumb and applying just enough pressure to make her whole body tense.

"Five more minutes and I'm done here," Jack announces to the room, increasing the speed on his treadmill for his final push. "Then I've got that call with Tokyo."

"Take your time," I call back, giving Angelina a wicked grin as I begin thrusting in earnest again, timing my movements with the rhythmic pounding of Jack's feet on the treadmill. "We're just getting into the deeper stretches now."

Angelina's back arches off the mat as I circle her clit more firmly, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft in the telltale sign of her approaching orgasm. I press my mouth to her ear, my voice a commanding whisper. "When you cum, you'd better be fucking quiet, or he'll turn around and see my cock inside you. Understand?"

She nods desperately, her whole body trembling with the effort of restraint. I increase the pressure on her clit, thrusting deeper, harder, pushing her rapidly toward the edge. When I feel her starting to lose control, I cover her mouth again, just in time to muffle the cry that escapes as her orgasm crashes through her.

She convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic waves that nearly trigger my own release. Her eyes roll back, tears forming at the corners from the intensity of her climax combined with the forced silence. I fuck her through it, never slowing my pace, prolonging her pleasure until she's shaking and clawing at my back.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice a low rumble against her neck. "Take it all while he's right there. Such a fucking slut for my cock."

As her orgasm subsides, leaving her limp and gasping beneath me, a movement by the gym door catches my attention. I turn my head slightly, careful not to alert Jack, and lock eyes with Lea—Sophia's niece—standing in the doorway, her mouth open in shock.

For a moment, I think she's going to say something, call out to Jack, expose us. But instead, a slow, appreciative smile spreads across her face as her eyes drop to where my cock is pistoning in and out of Angelina's soaked pussy. She makes no move to leave, instead leaning against the doorframe, crossing her arms beneath her full tits as she settles in to watch the show.

The addition of an audience—especially one as hot as Lea—sends a fresh surge of adrenaline through my system, making my cock swell even larger inside Angelina, who remains oblivious to our observer. I wink at Lea, shifting my position slightly to give her a better view of the action.

Her eyes widen as she takes in my size, a flash of hunger crossing her features that tells me she's imagining herself in Angelina's place. She bites her lower lip, her hand unconsciously moving to her own chest, fingers brushing across a nipple that's visibly hardened beneath her tight resort uniform.

"Almost there," Jack calls out, the treadmill beeping as it enters its cooldown phase. "Great workout today!"

The time pressure only adds to my excitement. I increase my pace, driving into Angelina with renewed vigor, determined to finish before Jack steps off that treadmill. Lea continues to watch from the doorway, her breath visibly quickening, her cheeks flushed with arousal.

"That's it, Mr. Pitt," I respond, my voice impressively steady despite the fact that I'm now pounding into his wife with abandon. "Strong finish is key."

Angelina's eyes fly open at my blatant double entendre, a mixture of horror and renewed arousal crossing her features as she realizes how close we are to being caught. Her pussy responds by getting even wetter, gripping me like a vise as I drive toward my own release.

I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening as I approach the edge. Lea's presence, Angelina's tight heat around me, and the imminent danger of Jack turning around at any second combine to create a perfect storm of arousal that I can't fight much longer.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum," I whisper against Angelina's ear, my thrusts becoming more erratic. "Going to fill this married pussy right under his nose."

"Do it," she whispers back, her hands clutching my ass, pulling me deeper. "Cum inside me. Now."

The treadmill beeps again, signaling the end of Jack's program. I have seconds, at most. I lock eyes with Lea across the room as I drive into Angelina one final time, burying myself to the hilt as my release crashes through me. My cock pulses inside Angelina, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her core while her husband reaches for his towel just feet away.

The timing is impossibly close—I'm still emptying myself inside Angelina as Jack steps off the treadmill, his back finally turning toward us. In a display of athleticism that would make my football coach proud, I manage to pull out, yank Angelina's sports bra down, and roll to the side into what could pass for a stretching position, all in the span of about two seconds.

"And that's how you properly stretch the hip flexors," I say smoothly, sitting up as if I've just been demonstrating a position rather than fucking Angelina senseless. My cock, still half-hard and glistening with our combined fluids, is thankfully hidden from Jack's view by my strategic position.

Angelina lies on the mat beside me, flushed and breathing heavily, but manages to compose herself enough to sit up and nod as if she's just completed an intense stretching session. "I really felt that one," she says, her voice admirably steady despite the fact that my cum is currently leaking out of her onto the yoga mat.

Jack approaches, completely oblivious to what's just transpired. "You two are dedicated," he says approvingly, mopping his brow with his towel. "I'm heading up for a shower before my call. Will I see you at the welcome lunch?"

"Absolutely," Angelina responds, not quite meeting his eyes. "Just need to finish up here."

"Don't push too hard," Jack cautions with genuine concern, making me have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing at the irony. "We've got a long weekend ahead."

"Oh, I think Angelina can handle quite a lot," I reply, unable to resist. "She's got remarkable... endurance."

"Yes, I bet she does. Anyways, don't be late to the lunch," Jack says, gathering his things.

"Wouldn't dream of it," I assure him, watching as he finally exits the gym, leaving Angelina, Lea, and me alone.

The moment the door closes behind him, Lea steps fully into the room, a slow, appreciative smile spreading across her face. "Well," she says, eyes dropping to where my still-exposed cock rests against my thigh. "Aunt Sophia wasn't exaggerating at all, was she?"

Angelina follows Lea's gaze, then looks up at me with a mixture of satisfaction and resignation. "I see you've already met Lea," she observes dryly.

"Briefly," I confirm, making no move to cover myself. "We have plans for later."

"I'll bet you do," Angelina says, slowly pulling her leggings back up her legs. "Should I be jealous?"

Lea laughs, a light, confident sound. "There's plenty of him to go around," she suggests, her eyes never leaving my cock. "Aunt Sophia always taught me the importance of sharing."

As I tuck myself away and help Angelina to her feet, I can't help but smirk at the weekend that's unfolding before me. Angelina, Sophia, Lea—and who knows how many other willing women before this wedding is over.

"Ladies," I say, confidence surging through me as I stand, "this is just the beginning."


Chapter 4

I step out onto the resort's pool deck, the hot sun hitting my skin like a welcome slap after the air-conditioned lobby. My eyes immediately lock onto Sophia, sprawled on a lounger in what has to be the skimpiest bikini I've ever seen on a MILF her age. Her oiled skin glistens in the sunlight, those full tits barely contained by triangles of fabric that might as well be postage stamps. In the pool, Brad executes some sad excuse for water aerobics, completely oblivious to the fact that I'm about to make his fiancée cum right under his nose.

I adjust my swim trunks, already feeling my cock stir at the sight of her. After this morning's gym session with Angelina, I should be spent, but my teenage stamina is legendary for a reason. One conquest just makes me hungry for the next, and Sophia has been eye-fucking me since I arrived at this resort.

She pretends not to notice me approaching, eyes closed behind oversized sunglasses, but the slight smile playing at the corners of her mouth gives her away. Her legs are slightly parted, one knee raised to catch the sun, giving me a perfect view of her inner thighs and the tiny strip of fabric covering her pussy.

"This spot taken?" I ask, dropping my towel on the empty lounger beside her.

She turns her head lazily, pushing those designer sunglasses down her nose to look at me over the rim. "It is now," she purrs, her eyes roaming shamelessly over my body.

Football has given me a physique most grown men would kill for, and I know exactly how good I look in these board shorts.

"I see the maid of honor and the quarterback are getting acquainted," she says with a smirk, glancing briefly at the pool where Brad is now doing some pathetic version of jumping jacks in the shallow end, water splashing around his soft midsection. "Angelina mentioned you two had... bonded."

"We've had some intense training sessions," I reply, stretching out beside her, making sure to flex my abs as I settle onto the lounger. "I'm very hands-on with my clients."

Her laugh is low and throaty. "I bet you are." She shifts slightly, the movement causing her bikini top to slip just enough to reveal more of her areola. She makes no move to adjust it. "Angelina said you have quite the... technique."

I let my eyes linger on her exposed skin. "I believe in giving personal attention to every... muscle group."

"And are you accepting new clients?" she asks, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip.

"I might have an opening." I stretch my arms above my head, knowing the movement will draw attention to my crotch, where my cock is already creating an impressive bulge in my swim trunks. "Depends on how committed you are to the program."

Her eyes drop to my groin, widening slightly at what she sees. "My god," she whispers, no longer playing coy. "She wasn't exaggerating."

"Never do," I say with a cocky grin, watching as she unconsciously shifts her thighs together.

In the pool, Brad calls out to someone, and we both glance over. He's engaged in conversation with an older man at the pool's edge, his back to us as he gestures animatedly about something boring as fuck, I'm sure.

"Poor Brad," Sophia sighs, though there's no real sympathy in her voice. "Always networking, even on our wedding weekend." Her hand casually drops to the space between our loungers, fingers tracing patterns on my towel, inching closer to my leg. "He hasn't touched me in weeks. Too busy with work."

"His loss," I reply, reaching for the sunscreen bottle on her side table. "Need some help with this? Wouldn't want you to burn."

She smiles, a predatory curve of those full lips. "So thoughtful. Yes, please."

I squeeze a generous amount of lotion into my palm, then set the bottle aside. Instead of starting with her shoulders or back like a gentleman would, I place my hand directly on her stomach, just above the low waistband of her bikini bottom.

Her breath catches as my fingers spread the lotion in slow circles, gradually moving upward toward her breasts. "You missed a spot yesterday," I murmur, nodding toward a slight pink tinge on the swell of her right breast.

"Better be thorough then," she breathes, arching slightly into my touch.

I let my fingers brush the underside of her breast, just where the fabric ends. Her nipples harden visibly through the thin material, and I can see the rapid rise and fall of her chest as her breathing quickens.

"Bit lower too," I suggest, moving my hand down to her thighs, spreading more lotion along the sensitive skin of her inner leg. Each stroke brings my fingers closer to the edge of her bikini bottom, teasing but never quite touching where she clearly wants me.

Her hand finally makes contact with my thigh, nails scratching lightly against my skin. "You're a tease," she accuses softly.

"Just being careful," I reply, my fingers now tracing the edge of her bikini. "Wouldn't want to cross any lines."

Her response is to slide her hand higher up my thigh until her pinky brushes against my hardening cock through the fabric of my swim trunks. "Lines are meant to be crossed," she says, her voice dropping to a whisper as she checks that Brad is still occupied. "Especially at bachelor parties."

I take that as the invitation it is, allowing my fingers to slip under the edge of her bikini bottom. She's already wet, her pussy slick with arousal that has nothing to do with the pool water. I trace her outer lips lightly, watching her bite her bottom lip to suppress a moan.

"Fuck, you're soaked," I murmur, pressing my finger more firmly against her entrance.

"Been thinking about this since I heard what you did to Angelina in the gym," she admits, her hand now fully cupping my cock through my trunks. "Wondered if you'd try the same with me."

I circle her clit with my middle finger, keeping my movements subtle enough that no one would notice from a distance. Her fingers tighten around my shaft in response, stroking me through the fabric with surprising strength.

"Careful," I warn, glancing toward the pool. "Your fiancé might see what a slut you are for teenage cock."

"He's clueless," she scoffs, her hand working my length with practiced skill. "Too busy planning his next business deal to notice I'm getting fingered by a high school quarterback." She shifts her hips, pushing against my hand. "Besides, the risk makes it better, doesn't it?"

She's right about that. My cock throbs in her grip as I slide one finger into her tight heat, feeling her pussy clench around the intrusion. I glance around quickly—there are other guests scattered around the pool area, but everyone seems absorbed in their own activities. No one's paying attention to the bride-to-be getting fingered by a teenager while her fiancé does water aerobics twenty feet away.

"More," she whispers, her hips making small, desperate movements against my hand. "I need more."

I slide a second finger into Sophia's dripping pussy, feeling her walls stretch to accommodate the intrusion. Her breath hitches, those plush lips parting in a silent gasp as I begin to pump slowly in and out. Behind her designer sunglasses, I can see her eyes darting between my face and the pool where Brad continues his sad excuse for a workout, completely unaware that his bride-to-be is getting finger-fucked by a teenager just yards away. The thought makes my cock throb against her palm, which is now working its way beneath the waistband of my swim trunks.

"Jesus," she whispers as her fingers wrap around my bare shaft. "You're even bigger than I thought."

I smirk, curling my fingers inside her to press against that spot that makes most women see stars. "Think you can handle it?"

Her back arches slightly, a tremor running through her body. "I'm looking forward to trying," she breathes, her grip tightening around me. "Maybe tonight."

I thrust my fingers deeper, feeling her pussy clench around them. "Eager, aren't you? Can't wait for Brad to make an honest woman out of you before you cheat on him?"

"Already cheating," she points out, her thumb swiping over the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that's gathered there. "And loving every fucking second of it."

I add a third finger, stretching her pussy in a way that makes her bite down on her lower lip to stifle a moan. Her hand works my shaft with practiced expertise, the perfect pressure, the perfect rhythm. For a woman marrying such a limp dick, she certainly knows how to handle a real one.

"Kiss me," she demands suddenly, lifting her face toward mine. "I need your mouth on me."

I hesitate, glancing toward the pool. Public fingering is one thing, but full-on making out takes this to another level of risk. But fuck it—the danger just makes my cock harder in her grip.

I lean over, closing the distance between our loungers, and press my lips against hers. She responds immediately, her mouth opening to welcome my tongue. She tastes like expensive champagne and forbidden fruit, her tongue battling mine for dominance as her hand continues to work my cock beneath the concealment of my trunks.

My fingers pump faster inside her, my thumb finding her clit and circling it mercilessly. She moans into my mouth, the sound vibrating against my lips as her hips begin to move in small, desperate circles against my hand. I swallow her sounds, my free hand moving to cup one of her tits through the thin bikini material, feeling her nipple harden against my palm.

"Richard," she gasps against my lips, her hand faltering in its rhythm on my cock as pleasure overtakes her. "Fuck, I'm close."

"Already?" I tease, pressing harder against her clit. "That neglected, huh?"

She doesn't bother denying it, just grabs the back of my neck to pull me into another bruising kiss as her pussy begins to flutter around my fingers. I curve them upward, hitting her g-spot with each thrust while my thumb continues its relentless assault on her clit.

Her entire body tenses, thighs clamping around my wrist as the first wave of her orgasm crashes through her. I feel her pussy contract violently around my fingers, a fresh flood of wetness coating my hand as she comes apart beneath my touch. Her teeth sink into my lower lip, using the kiss to muffle what would otherwise be a scream loud enough to alert the entire pool area to what we're doing.

"That's it," I encourage against her mouth, working her through each aftershock. "Cum on my hand while he watches his stupid workout video."

Her body jerks with each pulse of pleasure, her hand squeezing my cock almost painfully tight as she rides out her climax. When she finally breaks the kiss, she's panting, a flush spreading across her chest and up her neck.

"Holy shit," she breathes, her inner walls still twitching around my fingers. "I haven't cum like that in... fuck, I don't even remember."

"Get used to it," I tell her, my cock throbbing impatiently in her grip. "That's just the appetizer."

Her eyes darken with renewed hunger, and her hand resumes its skilled manipulation of my shaft. "My turn to make you feel good," she purrs, her wrist twisting on the upstroke in a way that has my toes curling against the concrete.

I glance around quickly—Brad is still occupied, now chatting with an older couple by the pool bar. The few other guests are either dozing, reading, or swimming, paying us no attention. Sophia's lounger and mine are positioned in a relatively secluded corner, giving us just enough privacy for what we're doing.

"Faster," I command, my voice low and strained as pressure builds at the base of my spine. Her hand complies immediately, picking up speed, her grip tightening just below the head of my cock with each upstroke. My hips begin to thrust subtly into her grip, my fingers still buried in her pussy, coated in the evidence of her pleasure.

"Gonna cum," I warn, feeling my balls tighten. "Fuck, Sophia."

"Do it," she urges, her eyes locked on mine, her lips swollen from our kisses. "Cum for me, Richard. Let me feel it."

The combination of her skilled hand, the risk of discovery, and the taboo of fingering the bride at her own wedding weekend pushes me over the edge. My cock pulses in her grip, the first rope of hot cum shooting over her fingers and onto her wrist. She doesn't flinch, doesn't pull away—instead, she milks me through each spurt, her hand becoming slick with my release as I empty myself into her palm.

"That's it," she encourages, her voice a husky whisper as she works me through my orgasm. "So much cum. So fucking hot."

When the last pulse subsides, she does something that nearly makes me hard again immediately. She brings her cum-covered hand up to her face and begins to spread my seed across her cheeks and forehead like it's the most expensive fucking moisturizer in the world.

"What the fuck?" I manage, both shocked and incredibly turned on by the depraved act.

"Sunscreen," she says with a wicked smile, rubbing my cum into her skin. "Best kind. Full of nutrients." She locks eyes with me as she licks a drop from her palm, her tongue darting out to capture my essence. "Delicious too."

The sight of this sophisticated MILF rubbing my teenage cum all over her face by a public pool while her fiancé does aerobics nearby is so fucking hot I can barely breathe. My cock gives an interested twitch, already considering round two despite having just unloaded.

"Your turn," I say, withdrawing my fingers from her pussy. They glisten with her arousal in the bright sunlight. "Clean these for me."

Without hesitation, she takes my wrist and guides my fingers to her mouth. Her lips close around them, tongue swirling to collect every drop of her own juices. She sucks them clean with hollowed cheeks, eyes never leaving mine, making sure I understand that this is just a preview of what that mouth could do to my cock.

When she finally releases my fingers with an obscene pop, she glances toward the pool. Brad is climbing out, his back still to us as he reaches for a towel.

"Tonight," she says, quickly adjusting her bikini and sitting up straighter on her lounger. "My bachelorette party. VIP room at Club Azure, ten o'clock. No men allowed..." she pauses, a wicked gleam in her eye, "except for you. I want to give my bridesmaids a proper show."

I smirk, adjusting myself in my trunks as I lean back on my lounger, adopting a casual pose just as Brad turns in our direction. "Wouldn't miss it for the world."

Sophia gives me one last loaded glance before waving to her approaching fiancé. "Darling! Come meet Angelina's personal trainer. He was just giving me some tips on... flexibility."


Chapter 5

I push through the heavy black door marked "VIP" at Club Azure, immediately hit with the bass-heavy music and the scent of expensive perfume mixed with alcohol. The private room is dimly lit with blue and purple lights, revealing a scene that looks like every teenage boy's fantasy come to life. A dozen MILFs in various stages of drunkenness are sprawled across plush couches and loungers, all dressed in outfits that would make their husbands have heart attacks if they knew. Angelina spots me first, her eyes lighting up as she nudges Sophia, who turns to me with a predatory smile that makes my cock stir in my pants.

"Ladies," Sophia announces, rising from her seat at the center of the room. "Our special entertainment has arrived."

She glides toward me, her body wrapped in a skin-tight silver dress that barely covers her ass, slit up the side to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of thigh with each step. The neckline plunges so low I can see the edges of her areolas, her full tits threatening to spill out completely with each breath. Her eyes are lined with dramatic makeup, her lips painted a dark red that looks almost black in the club lighting.

"Right on time," she purrs, reaching me and running a manicured finger down my chest. "We were just getting to the good part of the evening."

The women around the room turn their attention to me, a dozen pairs of hungry eyes taking in my athletic build, my youth, my obvious confidence. I recognize a few from the pool earlier today, including the blonde in red who now sits with her legs splayed open, giving me a clear view up her tiny skirt.

"So this is the hunk Angelina's been raving about," says a statuesque redhead, her tits practically spilling out of a corset-style top. "He's even hotter up close."

Angelina saunters over, her body poured into a black latex dress that hugs every curve. The sight of her makes my cock twitch, remembering how tight her pussy felt around me in the gym just hours ago. "I told you he was worth sharing," she says, her hand joining Sophia's on my chest. "Richard knows exactly how to... handle a team of women."

The group laughs, the sound tinged with drunken arousal. Champagne bottles litter the tables, along with shot glasses and remnants of what looks like some white powder on a mirror. These rich MILFs are getting wild for their friend's last hurrah as a single woman.

"Let's give him a proper welcome," Sophia says, grabbing a fresh glass of champagne and pressing it into my hand. "To my last night of freedom," she toasts, clinking her glass against mine. "And to making it memorable."

I down the champagne in one gulp, never breaking eye contact with her. "How memorable are we talking?"

Sophia's smile turns wicked as she plucks the empty glass from my fingers and hands it to Angelina. "Very." She turns to address the room, raising her voice to be heard over the music. "Ladies, what you don't know about me is that before I became Brad's perfect corporate wife..." she pauses for dramatic effect, "I paid my way through college dancing at The Velvet Room."

A chorus of delighted gasps and cheers erupts from the women.

"You were a stripper?" one of them exclaims, her eyes wide.

"I was an exotic dancer," Sophia corrects with a wink. "And damn good at it too. Want to see if I still got it?"

The women immediately start whooping and clapping, urging her on. Angelina slides up next to me, her hand sneaking around to squeeze my ass. "You're in for a treat," she whispers. "I've seen her old videos. The woman knows how to move."

Sophia snaps her fingers at another woman. "Tina, change the music. Something with a slower beat."

The music shifts to a sensual, bass-heavy track with a hypnotic rhythm. Sophia points to a leather chair in the center of the room. "You. Sit."

I comply, lowering myself into the chair as the women rearrange themselves to get a better view, forming a semicircle around us. The anticipation in the room is palpable, electric. These women want a show, and from the look in Sophia's eyes, she's going to give them one with me as her prop.

"Now," Sophia purrs, stalking toward me with deliberate, swaying steps that make her tits bounce gently. "Let me show you how I used to make a thousand dollars a night."

She begins to move to the music, her hips swaying in perfect rhythm, hands trailing up her own body to cup her breasts through the thin material of her dress. Every movement is calculated to entice, to tease, to make my mouth go dry with want. She turns, bending forward at the waist to give me a perfect view of her ass, the hem of her dress riding up to reveal she's not wearing any panties.

"Fuck," I mutter, my cock already hardening at the display.

Sophia glances over her shoulder, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she sees the effect she's having. She straightens up and approaches me, placing one stiletto-clad foot on the chair between my legs, mere inches from my growing bulge.

"Rule number one," she announces to the room, "no touching the dancer... unless she touches you first."

With that, she lowers herself onto my lap, her back to my chest, ass grinding directly against my cock through our clothes. The women cheer and whistle as she begins to move, rotating her hips in tight circles that have me gripping the arms of the chair to keep from grabbing her.

"Feel that, ladies?" Sophia calls out to her friends. "The boy's already hard as steel."

She rises slightly, turning to face me before straddling my lap again, this time face to face. Her knees bracket my hips, her dress riding up to her waist as she grinds her bare pussy against the bulge in my pants. I can feel her heat through the fabric, the dampness of her arousal already seeping through.

"Goddamn," I hiss as she leans forward, her tits pressing against my chest.

"Rule number two," she whispers against my ear, loud enough for the closest women to hear, "a good lap dance always leaves them begging for more."

She rolls her body against mine, creating delicious friction against my trapped cock. Her hands find my shoulders, using them for leverage as she essentially dry fucks me through my clothes. The other women have gone quiet, transfixed by the show Sophia is putting on. Angelina watches with parted lips, her hand absentmindedly rubbing her own thigh.

Sophia's movements grow more aggressive, her breathing quickening as she grinds harder against me. Her hands move from my shoulders to the buttons of my shirt, deftly undoing them to expose my chest. She rakes her nails down my pecs, leaving light red marks that make the women gasp.

"Ladies," Sophia says, her voice husky with arousal, "should we see what he's packing? What Angelina's been keeping to herself?"

A chorus of enthusiastic agreement fills the room. Without waiting for my permission—not that I would refuse—Sophia slides off my lap and onto her knees between my legs. Her hands move to my belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease.

"Ready for the grand reveal?" she teases, looking up at me through thick lashes.

I spread my legs wider, leaning back in the chair with cocky confidence. "Give them what they came for."

With a theatrical flourish, Sophia unzips my pants and yanks them down along with my boxer briefs, freeing my cock which springs up, fully hard and ready. The collective gasp from the women is almost comical—eyes widening, mouths dropping open, a few hands flying to cover open mouths.

"Holy shit," breathes the redhead, leaning forward for a better look.

"Told you," Angelina says smugly, her eyes fixed on my exposed length.

Sophia wraps her hand around the base, presenting it to the room like a prize. "This, ladies, is what a real man looks like. All for us to enjoy tonight." She looks up at me, that wicked smile returning. "And enjoy it we will."

The women move closer, forming a tighter circle around us, their eyes hungry and fixed on my cock as Sophia holds it proudly. Their husbands and fiancés are the furthest things from their minds now. Tonight, these MILFs belong to me, and from the look in Sophia's eyes, we're just getting started.

The room falls into a hushed silence as Sophia's hand wraps around my cock, holding it up for all to see. These married women, these sophisticated MILFs, stare transfixed at what has to be bigger than anything their husbands are packing. Sophia gives it a slow stroke from base to tip, a drop of pre-cum forming at the head that she spreads with her thumb in a circular motion that makes my breath catch.

"Ladies," she announces, her voice thick with lust, "Who wants first taste?"

Several hands shoot up immediately, accompanied by eager murmurs and shifting bodies as the women press closer. Sophia laughs, the sound low and sultry.

"So many volunteers," she purrs. "Let's take turns, shall we? Each of you gets thirty seconds with this magnificent cock, then you move on to give me a little attention while the next lucky girl takes her turn with Richard. By the time we're done, he'll be ready to give me the fucking of a lifetime."

The bold statement sends a ripple of excitement through the group. Angelina steps forward, her latex dress catching the club lights as she moves to stand beside Sophia.

"As maid of honor," she says with a wicked grin, "I think I should demonstrate first."

Sophia relinquishes her grip on my cock, stepping aside with an exaggerated bow. "The floor is yours."

Angelina drops gracefully to her knees between my spread legs, looking up at me with eyes that sparkle with mischief. "Remember," she says loud enough for all to hear, "this is how a pro does it."

Without hesitation, she leans forward and engulfs half my length in one smooth motion, her lips stretching around my girth. My head falls back against the chair as her hot, wet mouth slides down my shaft, taking more with each bob of her head.

"Jesus fuck," I groan, one hand moving to tangle in her hair.

The women watch with rapt attention as Angelina demonstrates her skills, her cheeks hollowing as she applies suction that has my toes curling in my shoes. She knows exactly how to use her tongue, swirling it around the sensitive head before flattening it against the underside of my shaft as she takes me deeper.

"Time's up," Sophia calls after what feels like both an eternity and not nearly long enough. "Next!"

Angelina pulls off with an obscene pop, my cock glistening with her saliva. Without missing a beat, she moves to where Sophia now reclines on one of the couches, her silver dress hiked up to reveal her bare pussy. As Angelina lowers her head between Sophia's thighs, the redhead in the corset takes her place between my legs.

"I'm Jessica," she introduces herself, wrapping one manicured hand around the base of my cock. "And I've been dreaming about this since I saw you at the pool."

Her technique is different from Angelina's—where Angelina was all suction and depth, Jessica focuses on the head, her tongue fluttering against the sensitive underside while her hand works the shaft in tight, twisting strokes. The dual stimulation has me gripping the chair arms, fighting to maintain control.

Sophia moans loudly from the couch, her fingers tangled in Angelina's hair as she grinds against her face. "That's it," she encourages. "Get me nice and wet for him."

Jessica's thirty seconds end too quickly, and she's replaced by a petite Asian woman with a surprisingly filthy mouth.

"I'm going to make this big cock disappear," she promises before proving it by relaxing her throat and taking me deeper than I thought possible. My cock hits the back of her throat, and instead of gagging, she swallows around me, creating a rippling sensation that nearly makes me lose it right there.

"Fuck," I hiss, my hands finding her hair to hold her in place. "Just like that."

Meanwhile, Jessica has joined Angelina, the two of them taking turns licking and sucking at Sophia's pussy while she writhes on the couch, one breast now freed from her dress, her own fingers pinching and rolling her nipple.

The rotation continues—a blonde with remarkable deepthroating skills, a brunette who focuses on my balls while stroking the shaft, each woman bringing her unique technique to the task while the previous one moves to prepare Sophia. The room fills with the sounds of wet suction, appreciative moans, and Sophia's increasingly vocal pleasure.

During a transition between women, Sophia leaves her place on the couch and approaches, her face flushed with arousal, her pupils dilated with lust and whatever substances have been flowing freely tonight.

"My turn again," she announces, pulling me into a deep kiss that tastes of champagne and the various women who've been pleasuring her. Her tongue invades my mouth, aggressive and demanding, claiming me even as another woman—I've lost track of who is who at this point—continues to suck my cock below.

Angelina appears at my side, her mouth finding my neck, biting and sucking at the sensitive skin there while her hand joins Sophia's in my hair. I'm surrounded by these two insatiable women, their perfumes mingling, their hands roaming over my chest and shoulders as they take turns kissing me.

"Share," Angelina commands, pulling Sophia into a three-way kiss that has the rest of the room cheering. Our tongues meet in a messy, filthy tangle, saliva connecting us as we break apart and reconnect in different combinations.

Below, the women continue their rotation, each taking her turn with my cock, which somehow grows harder despite the constant stimulation. I'm in a state of perpetual pleasure—not quite at the edge of orgasm but floating in a haze of sensation that has every nerve ending singing.

"God, look at him," one woman says breathlessly. "He's fucking huge now. Like steel."

"Perfect for what comes next," Sophia says, breaking away from our kiss to address her friends. "Who wants to see me get fucked by this magnificent cock?"

The enthusiastic response is immediate, the women calling out encouragement and suggestions for positions. Sophia grins, her hand replacing the mouth that was just on my cock, giving it several firm strokes that have pre-cum leaking from the tip again.

"What do you say, quarterback?" she asks, her lips brushing against mine as she speaks. "Ready to show these ladies what you can do with this monster?"

I grab her by the throat, squeezing just enough to make her eyes widen with excitement. "I'm going to destroy you," I promise, loud enough for all to hear. "Make you cum so hard you forget you're about to marry that pathetic excuse for a man."

The women fall silent, tension thick in the air as Sophia and I stare each other down, her pulse racing beneath my fingers, her chest rising and falling with quick, excited breaths.

"Prove it," she challenges, her voice raspy from my grip.

I release her throat, shoving her backward toward the couch. "Get those clothes off and spread your legs," I command. "Time for the main event."

The women scramble to clear space, arranging themselves around the room for the best view, glasses refilled, eyes hungry for what's about to happen. Angelina retrieves her phone, holding it up with a wicked grin.

"Brad should see what his bride really needs," she says, thumb hovering over the record button.

Sophia doesn't object, already pulling her dress over her head to stand naked in the center of the room, her body toned and perfect under the club lights, her pussy visibly wet with the attention of a dozen tongues.

"Come and get it," she taunts, backing toward the couch. "If you think you can handle me."

I rise from the chair, my cock standing proudly before me, harder than it's ever been with the combined stimulation of so many skilled mouths. These women have primed me perfectly, and now they're about to see exactly what I can do with all this teenage stamina and aggression.

"Ladies," I announce, stalking toward Sophia like a predator approaching prey, "pay attention. This is how you fuck a bride."

I grab Sophia by the throat and slam her down onto the couch, her eyes widening with shock and arousal as I tower over her naked body. The other women form a semicircle around us, their breathing audible in the suddenly quiet room, the music now just a dull throbbing backdrop to what's about to happen. Angelina positions herself at the perfect angle, phone ready to capture every moment of me destroying her friend. I grab Sophia's thighs and wrench them apart roughly, exposing her glistening pussy to the entire room.

"Look how wet this slut is," I announce, sliding two fingers into her without warning, making her arch off the couch with a gasp. "Soaked for teenage cock while her fiancé's at his bachelor party. Fucking pathetic."

"Please," Sophia moans, her hips rising to meet my fingers. "Stop teasing and fuck me already."

I withdraw my fingers and slap her pussy hard enough to make her yelp, her legs instinctively trying to close before I force them open again. "Begging already? We haven't even started." I position myself between her spread thighs, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance but not pushing in. "Tell everyone here what you want."

Her eyes dart to the circle of watching women, then to Angelina's phone camera, before returning to meet mine. There's a moment of hesitation, a flicker of something like embarrassment, before her desire overwhelms whatever remnants of propriety she might have been clinging to.

"I want you to fuck me," she says, her voice husky. "I want that big cock inside me. Hard. Rough. I want you to use me."

"Louder," I demand, slapping her inner thigh. "So Brad can hear it when he watches the video."

Her eyes widen at the implication, but instead of fear, I see a flash of perverse excitement. "FUCK ME!" she shouts, grabbing my hips and trying to pull me closer. "Fuck me like the slut I am! Give me that teenage cock!"

That's all I need to hear. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt, her body accepting my full length in a single stroke. She's so wet from the attention of her friends that I slide in easily despite my size, but her walls stretch around me, gripping me like a vise.

"FUCK!" she screams, her back arching off the couch, nails digging into my shoulders. "Oh god, so big!"

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling back until just the head remains inside before slamming forward again with enough force to make the couch slide a few inches across the floor. The watching women gasp in unison, several of them touching themselves now as they watch their friend being impaled on my cock.

"Take it," I growl, establishing a punishing rhythm that has Sophia's tits bouncing with each impact. "This is what you need, isn't it? Not that limp-dick fiancé of yours."

"Yes," she admits, her words broken by my thrusts. "Fuck! So—much—better!"

I grab her by the throat again, squeezing just enough to restrict her air but not cut it off completely. Her pupils dilate, her pussy clenching around me even tighter as I fuck into her, my balls slapping against her ass with each stroke.

"Look at the camera," I command, turning her face toward Angelina. "Show Brad what a whore his bride really is."

She obeys, her eyes locking with the camera lens as I continue to pound into her. The knowledge that she's being recorded, that her fiancé might see her being fucked by a teenager, pushes her over the edge. Her walls clamp down around my cock, her entire body tensing as her first orgasm crashes through her.

"That's it," I encourage, never slowing my pace. "Cum on my cock while everyone watches. While your bridesmaids see what a slut you really are."

She convulses beneath me, a stream of profanity falling from her lips as pleasure overwhelms her. I fuck her through it, maintaining my brutal pace even as she trembles and claws at my back, leaving marks that I'll wear proudly tomorrow.

When her spasms subside, I pull out abruptly and flip her over like she weighs nothing, positioning her on her hands and knees facing the other women. I deliver a hard slap to her ass, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale skin that makes her gasp.

"Since you used to be a stripper, you should be good at this position," I taunt, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back sharply. "Show your friends how well you take cock from behind."

I thrust back in with enough force to drive her forward, her face contorted with pleasure-pain as I establish an even harder rhythm than before. The new angle lets me hit spots inside her that make her whole body shake, her arms threatening to give out beneath her.

"Fucking hell," one of the watching women breathes. "He's destroying her."

Angelina circles us, capturing every angle of Sophia's degradation with her phone. "This is so going in the wedding slideshow," she jokes, zooming in on where my cock pistons in and out of Sophia's stretched pussy.

I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto Sophia's back, watching it slide down her spine. The degrading act makes her moan louder, pushing back against me with increased desperation.

"You like being treated like garbage, don't you?" I ask, delivering another sharp slap to her other ass cheek. "Like being used as a fuck toy in front of your friends?"

"Yes," she sobs, her voice thick with arousal. "Use me. Fuck me harder!"

I give her what she wants, increasing both the pace and force of my thrusts until the entire couch is sliding with each impact. I maintain my grip on her hair, using it like reins to control her movements, pulling her back onto my cock as I drive forward.

Her second orgasm builds quickly, her entire body tensing beneath me as I continue my relentless assault. "I'm gonna cum again," she wails, her arms finally giving out so that her face presses against the couch cushion, ass still raised in the air. "Oh god, don't stop!"

"Wouldn't dream of it," I grunt, feeling her pussy clamp down around me again as she falls apart. Her screams are muffled by the couch, but her body tells the story—shaking uncontrollably, pussy spasming around my shaft, a fresh flood of wetness making the obscene sounds of our coupling even louder.

The sight of Sophia—sophisticated, wealthy, about-to-be-married Sophia—coming undone on my cock pushes me closer to the edge, but I'm not ready to finish yet. I've promised her three orgasms, and I intend to deliver.

I withdraw again, flipping her onto her back once more. Her eyes are unfocused, face flushed, hair a wild mess from my rough handling. I grab her legs and push them all the way back until her knees are beside her ears, folding her nearly in half.

"One more," I tell her, slapping her face lightly to get her attention. "Look at me when I fuck you."

Her eyes focus on mine, a dazed smile spreading across her face as I thrust back inside her oversensitive pussy. In this position, I can go deeper than before, bottoming out with each stroke, the head of my cock hitting her cervix in a way that has her eyes rolling back.

"Take it," I command, my voice strained with the effort of holding back my own release. "Take every fucking inch."

I lean down to spit directly into her open mouth, watching with satisfaction as she swallows it without hesitation. The ultimate submission, accepting my saliva, my cock, my complete dominance over her body.

"I own this pussy," I declare, loud enough for all to hear. "This isn't Brad's. This is mine."

"Yours," she agrees breathlessly, her hands clawing at my arms. "All yours!"

I reach between us to find her clit, rubbing it in tight, hard circles as I maintain my punishing pace. Her third orgasm builds quickly, her already sensitized body responding immediately to the added stimulation.

"One more time," I urge, feeling her start to tense beneath me. "Cum for me, Sophia. Show everyone what a cock-hungry slut you really are."

Her back arches impossibly, her mouth open in a silent scream as the most powerful orgasm yet crashes through her. Her pussy convulses around my cock, gripping me so tightly it's almost painful. Tears stream from the corners of her eyes, her entire body shaking as wave after wave of pleasure overwhelms her.

I fuck her through it, never letting up, prolonging her orgasm until she's babbling incoherently, begging me for mercy and more in the same broken sentence. The other women watch in awe, several of them openly masturbating now, unable to resist the erotic display before them.

"That's three," I announce, slowing my pace but still grinding deep inside her. "Still conscious? I'm impressed."

Sophia manages a weak laugh, her body occasionally twitching with aftershocks. "Barely," she admits, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Fuck, Richard... I've never..."

"We're not done yet," I interrupt, pulling out and standing. My cock stands proudly before me, harder than ever despite bringing her to three shattering orgasms. "Turn over. On your knees. Time for the grand finale."

I grab Sophia by her hair and drag her off the couch onto the cold floor, her knees hitting the hardwood with a thud that makes the watching women wince. She looks up at me, mascara running down her face from tears of pleasure, lips swollen from biting them during her orgasms. My cock stands rigid before her face, slick with her juices, the veins pulsing visibly along the shaft.

"Open," I command, slapping her cheek lightly with my cock. She obeys immediately, her mouth forming a perfect O, tongue extended in eager anticipation. "Good slut. Now show your friends how a proper bride services cock."

Without hesitation, I thrust forward, pushing past her lips and into the wet heat of her mouth. She gags slightly at the sudden intrusion but quickly adjusts, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. I keep one hand firmly tangled in her hair, using it to control the depth and pace as I begin to fuck her face.

"Look at that," I say to the circle of watching women, many of whom are now openly touching themselves. "Brad's perfect bride, on her knees on a dirty nightclub floor, choking on teenage cock. Someone should put this on the wedding invitations."

A ripple of nervous, aroused laughter moves through the group. Angelina continues filming, moving to capture Sophia's face as I push deeper into her throat with each thrust. Sophia's hands come up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but steadying herself as I use her mouth with increasing roughness.

I hold her head still and thrust harder, watching her eyes water as my cock hits the back of her throat repeatedly. Saliva drips from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and onto her tits, making them glisten in the club's dim lighting. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only spur me on, my grip on her hair tightening as I establish a brutal rhythm.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her throat constrict around the head of my cock. "Take it all the way."

With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt, her nose pressing against my pelvis as I hold her in place. Her throat works around me, muscles contracting as she fights her gag reflex, tears streaming freely down her cheeks now. I hold her there until her eyes start to roll back, then finally release her, allowing her to pull back and gasp for air.

Strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my glistening cock as she coughs and tries to catch her breath. Before she can fully recover, I yank her up by her hair and throw her back onto the couch, positioning her so she's bent over the arm, ass raised invitingly.

"Perfect position for a wedding night," I taunt, delivering a hard slap to her reddened ass cheek that makes her yelp. "Except Brad won't have a clue what to do with this view."

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging against her soaked entrance. Without warning, I slam forward, burying myself to the balls in one brutal thrust that has her screaming into the couch cushions. The impact is so forceful that the entire couch slides forward several inches, the wet sound of our bodies colliding echoing through the room.

"Fuck!" she wails, her body jolting with each powerful thrust. "God, yes! Harder!"

I give her what she wants, grabbing her hips with bruising force as I establish a punishing rhythm that has the couch creaking beneath us. The position allows me to go impossibly deep, my cock hitting spots inside her that make her whole body tremble with each impact.

"Tell your friends who owns this pussy," I demand, delivering another stinging slap to her ass.

"You do," she gasps, her words punctuated by my thrusts. "You own it! Your cock owns me!"

The admission sends a fresh wave of excitement through the watching women, several of them moaning as they bring themselves closer to orgasm while watching their friend being thoroughly used. Angelina circles us, capturing every angle of Sophia's degradation with her phone, occasionally zooming in on where my cock pistons in and out of her stretched pussy.

I can feel my own orgasm building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with each thrust into Sophia's hot, wet channel. The sight of her bent over, taking my cock with such desperate enthusiasm, combined with the audience of aroused MILFs, pushes me rapidly toward the edge.

"Who wants to see me fill this slut with cum?" I ask, never slowing my pace. "Who wants to watch me breed the bride the night before her wedding?"

The enthusiastic response from the women is immediate, urging me on with filthy encouragement.

"Do it!"

"Fill her up!"

"Make her take it all!"

Sophia's body responds to the degrading talk, her pussy clenching around me even tighter, her moans growing more desperate. "Please," she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder, her face a mask of pure lust. "Cum inside me. I need it. Need to feel you filling me up."

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, my cock pulsing as rope after rope of hot cum shoots deep into her waiting body. The sensation is so intense my vision blurs at the edges, pleasure coursing through me in waves that seem never-ending.

"Fuck," I grunt, continuing to thrust shallowly, working every drop of my release into her. "Taking it all, aren't you? Fucking cum dumpster."

She moans in response, her pussy milking my cock, squeezing around me to extract every last drop of cum. When the final pulses subside, I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my seed immediately begins to leak from her well-fucked hole, trailing down her inner thighs in thick white rivulets.

"Ladies," I announce, my voice rough from exertion but still commanding. "Clean her up. I want every drop of cum licked out of that pussy."

For a moment, there's hesitation, the women exchanging uncertain glances. Then Jessica, the redhead in the corset, steps forward with a wicked smile. "I've always wanted to taste her," she admits, dropping to her knees behind Sophia.

Without further prompting, she leans in and drags her tongue through the mess between Sophia's thighs, moaning at the combined taste of my cum and her friend's arousal. The taboo act breaks whatever remaining inhibitions the group had. Soon, another woman joins Jessica, the two of them taking turns lapping at Sophia's dripping pussy while she writhes and whimpers with renewed pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage, stroking my still-hard cock as I watch the depraved scene unfold. "Get every drop."

Angelina approaches me, her eyes dark with hunger as she captures the cleanup on video. Without a word, she hands the phone to another woman and drops to her knees before me.

"My turn," she says, her voice husky with arousal. "Let me clean you up while they take care of Sophia."

I don't object as she takes my cock, still slick with cum and Sophia's juices, into her mouth. Her tongue works expertly, licking me clean with thorough, appreciative strokes that have me hardening again despite having just emptied myself into her friend.

"Fuck, that's good," I murmur, my hand coming to rest on the back of her head, guiding her movements.

Around us, the bachelorette party has devolved into an all-out orgy. Two women are still taking turns eating my cum from Sophia's pussy, while others have paired off, tearing at each other's clothes, mouths meeting in hungry kisses. The bride-to-be herself is in a state of blissful exhaustion, occasionally twitching with pleasure as eager tongues continue to work between her legs.

I look down at Angelina, who's now taking me deep into her throat, her eyes locked on mine with a clear message: this night is far from over. My cock responds eagerly to her skilled attention, already recovered and ready for more. These rich, bored MILFs don't know what they've unleashed by inviting me to this party.

"Ladies," I call out, getting their attention as Angelina continues to suck my cock. "Who's next?"

The eager response tells me everything I need to know—I'll be spending the rest of the night working my way through this room full of horny, neglected wives. Brad's wedding might be tomorrow, but tonight, every woman here belongs to me.

I grab Angelina's hair and thrust deeper into her throat, already planning which bridesmaid to fuck next. This wedding continues to exceed my every expectation.


Chapter 6

I jolt from a dead sleep, my mind foggy but my body instantly alert to the wet heat enveloping my cock. Dreams blur with reality as pleasure pulses through me. Someone's mouth works me with expert precision, tongue swirling around my shaft as soft lips slide down to the base. I groan, my hips instinctively bucking upward, chasing the sensation. Angelina must have sneaked into my room after the party for another round. Fuck, the woman's insatiable—not that I'm complaining.

My eyes flutter open to the darkness of the hotel room, moonlight spilling through a crack in the curtains. The clock reads 3:17 AM. I reach down, expecting to find Angelina's familiar hair, but instead, my fingers tangle in different strands—softer, straighter, longer. My dick throbs inside a mouth that feels... different.

"What the fuck?" I mutter, suddenly more awake, propping myself up on my elbows.

The head between my legs lifts, and in the dim light, I see it's not Angelina at all. It's Lea—Sophia's niece—her lips glistening with saliva, my cock still clutched in her delicate hand. Her blonde hair spills over my thighs as she looks up at me with those mischievous blue eyes, a predatory smile spreading across her face.

"Surprise," she whispers, her thumb circling the sensitive head of my cock, spreading pre-cum across the tip. "Hope you don't mind. I used my master key to let myself in."

My brain struggles to catch up while my cock has no such hesitation, twitching eagerly in her grip. "I thought we had plans for later," I manage, remembering our arrangement for her room.

She laughs softly, her breath tickling my wet shaft. "I got impatient. And after seeing the video of you destroy Sophia tonight, I couldn't wait any longer." Her tongue darts out, licking a long, slow stripe from base to tip that makes my toes curl. "Had to taste this legendary cock for myself."

"Jesus," I hiss as she takes me back into her mouth, this time maintaining eye contact as she swallows me inch by inch.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat.

"Fuck, that feels incredible," I groan, fully awake now and enjoying the view of this gorgeous blonde devouring my cock in the moonlight.

She pulls off with an obscene pop, replacing her mouth with her hand. "I've been thinking about this all day," she confesses, her voice husky with desire. "Watching you fuck my aunt at the pool, seeing you rail Angelina in the gym..." She twists her wrist on the upstroke, making my hips jerk involuntarily. "I nearly came just watching you. Had to have this cock for myself."

Her technique is different from Angelina's—less aggressive, more teasing—but no less skilled. She alternates between deep, throat-engulfing plunges and delicate, feather-light licks around the sensitive head. Each time I start to build toward release, she changes her approach, keeping me perpetually on edge.

"You like that?" she asks, taking one of my balls into her mouth and sucking gently while her hand continues to work my shaft. "Like having your cock sucked by hotel management?"

"Fuck yes," I admit, threading my fingers through her silky hair. "Best hotel service I've ever had."

She chuckles, the vibration sending fresh waves of pleasure through me as she returns her attention to my cock, taking me deeper than before. Her throat constricts around the head as she swallows, creating a rippling sensation that has me gripping the sheets.

"God, you're good at this," I praise, watching my cock disappear between those perfect lips.

She pulls back again, a string of saliva connecting her mouth to my tip. "College wasn't all academics," she says with a wink, her hand never stopping its rhythm. "I was very... popular in my sorority."

Her free hand slides up my stomach, nails raking lightly across my abs as she takes me deep again, her nose pressing against my pelvis. I feel her throat working around me, muscles contracting as she holds me there for several long seconds before pulling back to breathe.

"Want to know what I've been thinking about all day?" she asks, her voice raspier now from the rough treatment of her throat. She doesn't wait for an answer, continuing to stroke me as she speaks. "I've been imagining this big cock splitting me open, stretching my tight little pussy until I scream."

"Fuck," I grunt, her dirty talk pushing me closer to the edge. "Keep talking like that and you'll get a mouthful real quick."

"Not yet," she purrs, increasing her pace, her hand twisting on each upstroke. "I want to feel you cum deep inside my pussy, not my mouth." She leans down to lick the bead of pre-cum from my slit. "Want to feel every inch of this monster stretching me out."

I'm close now, too close, my balls tightening as pleasure builds at the base of my spine. "Lea," I warn, my voice strained. "I'm gonna—"

She immediately stops, her hand squeezing the base of my cock firmly, denying my release. "Not yet," she commands, her eyes flashing with mischief. "I've got better plans for this load."

Before I can protest, she's straddling me, her naked body revealed in the moonlight as she positions herself above my throbbing cock. I hadn't even noticed she was already naked, too focused on the sensations of her mouth. Now I take in her perfect tits, the toned curve of her stomach, the neatly trimmed strip of blonde hair above her visibly wet pussy.

"Time for the main event," she whispers, lowering herself until the head of my cock presses against her entrance. "Hope you're ready for me, quarterback."

Lea sinks down onto my cock with agonizing slowness, her tight pussy stretching around my girth inch by excruciating inch. Her mouth falls open, eyes locked on mine as she takes me deeper than I thought possible for her small frame. My hands find her hips, fingers digging into her soft skin as I fight the urge to thrust upward, to impale her in one brutal stroke. But I let her set the pace—for now—watching her perfect tits bounce slightly with each small movement, her stomach muscles tensing as she works me inside.

"Fuck," she hisses, pausing halfway down my shaft. "You're so much bigger than I expected."

"Take it all," I growl, tightening my grip on her hips. "I know you can."

She bites her lower lip, determination flashing in her eyes as she continues her descent. When she finally bottoms out, my cock fully sheathed in her tight heat, we both groan at the sensation. Her pussy grips me like a vise, pulsing around my length as she adjusts to the intrusion.

"God, you're stretching me so good," she moans, her hands splayed across my chest for leverage. "I feel so full."

She begins to move, lifting herself up until just the head remains inside before sinking back down. Each stroke gets more confident as her body accommodates my size, her pussy getting wetter, making the slide easier, the sounds filthier. Her tits bounce hypnotically with each movement, perfect handfuls that beg for my touch.

I reach up and cup them, feeling their weight in my palms, thumbs circling her hardened nipples. She arches into my touch, her rhythm faltering momentarily as pleasure courses through her. I pinch her nipples, rolling them between my fingers, and she rewards me with a sharp gasp, her inner walls clenching tighter around my cock.

"That's it," I encourage, thrusting upward to meet her downward motion. "Ride this cock. Show me how badly you wanted it."

She increases her pace, her hips rolling in a circular motion that hits all the right spots inside her. The moonlight catches the sweat beginning to form on her skin, making her glow as she works herself on my shaft with increasing urgency. Her blonde hair cascades around her shoulders, wild and free, some strands sticking to her flushed cheeks and neck.

"You're so fucking hot," I tell her, one hand moving from her breast to her clit, finding that sensitive bundle of nerves and circling it with my thumb. "Taking my cock so well."

She throws her head back, a desperate moan escaping her lips as my thumb works her clit in time with our thrusts. Her pussy gets even wetter around me, squeezing in rhythmic pulses that signal her approaching orgasm.

"Yes," she pants, her hips moving faster, more erratically. "Right there. Don't stop. Fuck, I'm going to cum all over your big cock."

Her words send a fresh surge of arousal through me. I thrust up harder, meeting her downward movements with enough force to make her tits bounce wildly. My thumb presses more firmly against her clit, and she starts to shake, her thighs trembling on either side of my hips.

"That's it," I urge, feeling her pussy begin to contract around me. "Cum for me, Lea. Let me feel it."

"I'm cumming," she wails, her back arching dramatically as her orgasm crashes through her. Her inner walls clamp down on my shaft in violent spasms, milking me, trying to pull my own release from me. Her entire body convulses above me, her nails digging into my chest as wave after wave of pleasure overtakes her.

I give her no time to recover. As soon as her spasms begin to subside, I grip her waist and flip our positions in one smooth motion, pinning her beneath me on the mattress. Her eyes fly open in surprise, quickly replaced by renewed lust as I withdraw completely.

"Hands and knees," I command, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Now."

She complies eagerly, flipping over and presenting her perfect ass to me, her glistening pussy on full display. I grab her hips and thrust back into her with one powerful stroke that makes her cry out into the pillow.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her arms nearly giving out from the force. "So deep!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips slapping against her ass with each stroke. The bed squeaks beneath us, the headboard banging against the wall as I establish a punishing rhythm that has her moaning continuously into the pillow. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back, arching her spine, changing the angle to hit even deeper.

"This what you wanted?" I growl into her ear, never slowing my pace. "This tight little pussy stretched around my cock?"

"Yes," she sobs, pleasure overwhelming her. "Fuck me harder. Use me."

I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more. I tighten my grip on her hair, yanking harder until her neck is exposed in a vulnerable arch, my other hand keeping a bruising grip on her hip as I pound into her relentlessly.

Her second orgasm builds quickly, her body still sensitive from the first. I feel it in the way her pussy flutters around me, in the increasing pitch of her moans, in the trembling of her thighs. I reach around to find her clit again, rubbing tight circles that make her whole body jerk with oversensitivity.

"Gonna cum again?" I taunt, slowing my thrusts to grind deep inside her, making sure she feels every inch. "Twice in one night? What would your aunt think?"

"Don't care," she gasps, pushing back against me, desperate for more friction. "Just don't stop. Please don't stop."

I increase my pace again, the wet sound of our bodies colliding filling the room along with our ragged breathing. Her inner walls begin to pulse around me, signaling her approaching climax. My own release builds at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with each thrust into her tight heat.

"Cum with me," I command, feeling myself reach the point of no return. "Now, Lea. Cum with me now."

She obeys, her entire body seizing as her second orgasm tears through her, more powerful than the first. Her pussy clenches around me like a vice, rippling along my length in waves of pleasure that trigger my own release. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep inside her.

"Fuck!" I growl, grinding against her ass as I empty myself completely, each pulse sending fresh waves of pleasure through my body.

We collapse together, my weight pinning her to the mattress, both of us panting from exertion. I can feel my cum leaking from her well-used pussy, coating both our thighs as I slowly soften inside her. When I finally roll off, she turns to face me, a satisfied smile playing on her swollen lips.

"Worth the wait," she murmurs, trailing her fingers through the mess between her legs. "And definitely worth using my master key for."

I chuckle, pulling her against my side. "Hotel management has really improved since my last stay."

She laughs, a light, carefree sound that makes my softening cock twitch with interest despite having just emptied myself inside her. "Just wait until you experience our wake-up call service tomorrow morning," she promises, her hand already finding its way back to my cock.

Tomorrow, I think to myself as sleep begins to reclaim me, Sophia gets married. But tonight, her niece is all mine.


Chapter 7

I shift uncomfortably in the hard wooden pew, surrounded by wedding guests in their Sunday best. The church is a picture-perfect scene—flowers everywhere, sunlight streaming through stained glass, soft music playing as people find their seats for Sophia and Brad's "blessed union." If they only knew what I did to the bride last night—how she screamed my name while her bridesmaids watched, how she took my load on her face like it was holy water. The memory makes my cock stir, inappropriate as hell for a church but impossible to control.

Angelina sits beside Jack a few rows ahead, occasionally glancing back at me with knowing eyes, a secret smile playing on her lips. She's wearing a tight blue dress that hugs every curve, reminding me of how I bent her over that desk in the gym yesterday. Next to me, Lea shifts in her seat, her hand briefly brushing against my thigh—a deliberate move that sends blood rushing south again. These rich housewives are going to be the death of me.

My phone buzzes in my pocket. I glance down at the screen, raising an eyebrow when I see Sophia's name. The text is simple but unmistakable:

"Dressing room. Now. Need you one last time before I say 'I do.' Back hallway, third door on right. Hurry."

I look up, scanning the church. Brad stands at the altar, shifting nervously, checking his watch. The ceremony is supposed to start in fifteen minutes. Sophia's bridesmaids are already lined up near the entrance, but the bride herself is nowhere to be seen.

"Bathroom," I mutter to Lea as I stand. She gives me a knowing smirk, clearly not buying it but letting me go without question.

I slip out of the pew and make my way toward the side door, nodding politely at guests who notice me leaving. The back hallway is quiet, lined with portraits of stern-faced religious figures who seem to judge me for what I'm about to do. I count the doors—one, two, three—and knock softly on the third.

"It's me," I say quietly.

The door opens immediately, and a hand grabs my wrist, yanking me inside before quickly shutting and locking the door behind me.

Sophia stands before me in all her bridal glory, a vision in white that makes my mouth go dry. Her dress is everything you'd expect for a woman of her status—elaborate lace, form-fitting bodice that pushes her tits up to create magnificent cleavage, flowing skirt that pools around her feet like a cloud. Her hair is styled in an elegant updo, a delicate veil pinned to the back. She looks every bit the perfect bride, except for the wild desperation in her eyes and the flush creeping up her chest.

"You came," she breathes, stepping closer to me. "I wasn't sure you would."

"Couldn't miss the chance to fuck the bride before she walks down the aisle," I reply, my eyes roaming over her. "You look..."

"Pure?" she suggests with a wicked smile. "Virginal? Untouched?"

I laugh. "After last night? Not exactly the words I'd choose."

She moves closer, pressing her body against mine, her hands already working at my belt. "I needed to see you," she explains, her voice husky. "One more time before I become Mrs. Bradley Thompson. One last taste of what I'll be missing."

"Shouldn't you be getting married right about now?" I ask, not making any move to stop her as she unbuttons my pants.

"They can wait," she dismisses. "The bride's always fashionably late, right?" Her hand slips inside my boxers, finding my already hardening cock. "Besides, I need something to think about when I'm saying my vows."

Her mouth finds mine in a hungry kiss, her tongue immediately pushing past my lips, tasting of champagne and desperation. I respond in kind, one hand tangling in her hair, careful not to disturb the elaborate style too much, the other grabbing her ass through the layers of white fabric.

She moans into my mouth as I squeeze her firm flesh, her hand working my cock with increasing urgency. The situation is so fucking wrong—she's literally minutes away from pledging herself to another man, wearing a dress that probably costs more than my car, in a church full of people waiting for her—but that just makes my cock harder in her grip.

"I need to taste you," she whispers against my lips. "Need to feel you in my mouth one more time."

Before I can respond, she's sinking to her knees, her expensive dress pooling around her on the floor. The sight of Sophia kneeling before me in her wedding dress, looking up with those hungry eyes as she frees my cock from my boxers, is so fucking hot I have to grip the dressing table behind me to steady myself.

"Jesus Christ," I mutter as she runs her tongue along the underside of my shaft. "You're really something else, you know that?"

She smiles around the head of my cock, now resting on her lower lip. "Just making sure I've got something to remember on my honeymoon," she replies before engulfing me in the wet heat of her mouth.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Sophia's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

The contrast of her pure white dress, the symbol of her upcoming marriage, against the obscene act she's performing creates a heady mix of taboo and power that surges through my veins. Her wedding ring catches the light as she strokes me, another man's diamond flashing while she swallows my cock with practiced ease.

"Fuck, Sophia," I groan as she takes me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. "What would Brad say if he could see his bride now?"

She pulls back, a string of saliva connecting my cock to her lips. "He'd probably have a heart attack," she says with a wicked grin. "But he's never going to know how to fuck me like you do." She dives back down, taking me to the base in one smooth motion that has me cursing under my breath.

Her technique is flawless—alternating between deep throating and focusing on the sensitive head, using her tongue to trace the ridge while her hand works the shaft. She looks up at me through her lashes, making sure I'm watching as she worships my cock, her eyes watering slightly when she pushes past her gag reflex.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers into her hair, careful not to mess up her perfect bridal style. "Take it all. Show me how much you're going to miss this cock."

She moans around my length, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. Her free hand cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers, adding another layer of sensation that has me teetering on the edge embarrassingly quickly.

I glance at the clock on the wall—the ceremony should be starting now, people must be wondering where the bride is—but the thought only makes this hotter, more forbidden. Sophia seems to sense my thoughts, increasing her pace, her eyes locked on mine with a clear message: nothing matters right now except this, except us.

"Better hurry," I taunt, tightening my grip in her hair. "Your groom is waiting."

She responds by taking me impossibly deeper, her nose pressing against my pelvis as she swallows around the head of my cock, her throat constricting in a way that nearly makes my knees buckle.

"Fuck," I hiss, my control slipping. "Keep that up and I'm going to cum down your throat before you even make it to the altar."

She pulls back, lips swollen and glistening with saliva, a hungry look in her eyes. "Not yet," she says, rising to her feet with surprising grace given her elaborate dress. "I want more than just your cum in my mouth." She turns, presenting her back to me. "Help me with these buttons. I need you inside me. Now."

I work the tiny buttons of her wedding dress with surprising patience, revealing inch after inch of her bare back. She's not wearing a bra, just the structured corset of the dress itself pushing her tits up and together.

"Hurry," she urges, casting a nervous glance at the clock. "They're going to start looking for me soon."

I deliberately slow down, drawing out her anticipation, my fingers occasionally brushing against her exposed skin, making her shiver with want.

"Good things come to those who wait," I taunt, finally undoing enough buttons to loosen the bodice. I push the dress down to her waist, exposing her perfect tits to the cool air of the dressing room. Her nipples harden instantly, begging for attention.

"Fuck waiting," she hisses, reaching back to grab my cock. "I've been thinking about this all morning."

I spin her around, pinning her against the makeup table, my hands roughly palming her breasts. "Brad know you're not wearing panties under your wedding dress?" I ask, bunching up the layers of white fabric to expose her bare pussy.

"What he doesn't know won't hurt him," she replies with a wicked smile, spreading her legs wider for me.

I waste no more time with foreplay. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. Oh, fuck... she feels incredible. Tight and wet, like nothing I've ever experienced before.

"Fuck! Richard..." Sophia moans as I sink deeper into her, her legs locking around my waist to pull me even closer. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, as if she's trying to absorb every inch of me.

"Shit, Sophia, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, my grip on her hips tightening as I start to move in a steady rhythm. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

The makeup table rattles beneath us, perfume bottles and cosmetics toppling over as I pound into her with increasing force. Her expensive veil slides askew, but neither of us cares. The sight of Sophia in her half-on wedding dress, tits bouncing with each thrust, her face twisted in pleasure as I fuck her mere minutes before she's supposed to be walking down the aisle—it's the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"Such a fucking slut," I growl into her ear, one hand moving to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. "Getting fucked in your wedding dress while your groom waits at the altar."

"Yes," she moans, her pussy clenching around my cock at my words. "I'm a slut for your cock. Can't get enough."

I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force to make her tits bounce violently with each impact. The wet sound of our bodies colliding echoes in the small room, mixing with our heavy breathing and her increasingly loud moans.

"Shhh," I warn, though the danger of being caught only makes me harder inside her. "Unless you want the entire wedding party to hear you getting railed before your vows."

Her response is to bite down on her lip, her eyes rolling back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. Her inner walls flutter around my shaft, a telltale sign of her approaching orgasm. I reach between us, finding her clit with my thumb, circling it roughly as I continue to thrust.

From beyond the door, I hear the first notes of the wedding march beginning. Sophia's eyes fly open, panic momentarily replacing pleasure. "Fuck, they're starting," she gasps, her body tensing beneath me.

"Better make you cum quick then," I taunt, increasing both the speed of my thrusts and the pressure on her clit. "Can't keep your husband waiting."

The wedding music grows louder, the processional beginning without its bride. The knowledge that an entire church full of people is waiting, that ushers are probably already looking for Sophia, that her groom stands at the altar with no idea what's happening—it all combines to create a heady rush of power that courses through me.

"Harder," she begs, her voice barely audible over the music filtering through the door. "Make me feel it when I'm saying my vows."

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips slamming against hers with bruising intensity. The makeup table crashes against the wall with each impact, creating a rhythm that competes with the wedding march playing outside.

"Gonna cum for me?" I growl, my fingers tightening around her throat. "Gonna cum on my cock while your wedding waits?"

"Yes," she gasps, her nails digging into my forearms. "Don't stop, don't stop!"

Her body seizes beneath me, her back arching off the table as her orgasm tears through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, rippling and pulsing around me in waves that nearly trigger my own release. I keep pounding into her, prolonging her pleasure, watching with satisfaction as she falls apart at my hands.

As the last tremors of her climax subside, I pull out abruptly, grabbing her by the hair and forcing her to her knees before me. She doesn't resist, looking up with glazed eyes as I stroke my cock inches from her face.

"Open," I command, and she obediently parts her lips, tongue extending in eager anticipation.

The wedding march reaches its crescendo beyond the door. They're all waiting for her—family, friends, Brad. And here she kneels in her wedding dress, face upturned, waiting for my cum instead of her vows.

"Fuck," I grunt, my release building rapidly as I pump my shaft. "Take it, you fucking slut."

With a final stroke, I explode, the first rope of hot cum landing across her cheek. The second hits her parted lips, and the third decorates her forehead. I continue to pump, emptying myself onto her beautiful face, marking my territory one last time.

When I finally finish, she looks thoroughly debauched—kneeling in her white dress, face covered in my seed, lipstick smeared, hair coming loose from its careful styling. She smiles up at me, tongue darting out to lick a drop of cum from the corner of her mouth.

"Perfect timing," I say, tucking myself back into my pants as a knock sounds at the door.

"Sophia? Are you in there? Everyone's waiting!" A bridesmaid's voice, high with panic.

Sophia rises to her feet, quickly pulling her dress back up, fumbling with the buttons. "Just a minute!" she calls, her voice admirably steady. She turns to the mirror, surveying the mess on her face.

I step behind her, meeting her eyes in the reflection. "Don't clean it off," I tell her, my voice low but firm. "Go to the altar with my cum on your face. Tell them it's setting spray or some shit."

Her eyes widen, but I see the excitement there, the thrill of one final act of defiance before submitting to matrimony. "You're evil," she whispers, but she's smiling.

"You love it," I counter, helping her adjust her veil to hang more naturally. "Now go get married. And think of me when you say 'I do.'"

She turns, pressing a quick kiss to my lips, not caring that she's smearing my own cum between us. "This was worth being late for," she says, straightening her shoulders and composing her features into an appropriate bridal expression.

With one last heated glance, she unlocks the door and slips out to face her wedding party, my cum drying on her skin beneath her veil, our secret hidden in plain sight as the wedding march begins again.



Chapter 8

I lean against the bar, nursing a whiskey and watching the wedding reception unfold like some twisted joke only I understand. Sophia dances with Brad, a picture-perfect bride—except for the faint trace of my dried cum still visible at her hairline if you know what to look for. She catches my eye across the dance floor, a secret smile playing on her lips as she remembers what we did hours earlier. Before I can smirk back, a warm hand slides into mine, and I turn to find Angelina, looking stunning in a tight burgundy dress that hugs every curve.

"Come with me," she whispers, her voice thick with need. "Now."

Without waiting for a response, she pulls me away from the bar, through the crowd of dancing wedding guests. Jack is deep in conversation with some business associates, glass of champagne in hand, completely oblivious to his wife's intentions. I follow Angelina willingly, my cock already stirring at the determined look in her eyes. She leads me down a hallway, past laughing bridesmaids and drunk groomsmen, until we reach the restrooms at the far end of the venue.

"Ladies' or men's?" I ask with a smirk as she hesitates between doors.

"Ladies'," she decides, pulling me inside without checking if anyone's there. "Less chance of Jack coming in."

The bathroom is thankfully empty, all marble and gold fixtures—fancy as hell, like everything else at this wedding. Angelina drags me to the largest stall at the end, pushing me inside and locking the door behind us. Before I can say a word, she's on me, her mouth crashing against mine in a hungry kiss that tastes of expensive champagne and desperation.

"Watching you all day," she breathes between kisses, her hands already working at my belt. "Knowing what you did with Sophia... in her fucking wedding dress. Drove me crazy."

"Jealous?" I taunt, backing her against the stall wall, my hands sliding up her thighs, bunching her dress around her waist. "Don't worry. Plenty of me to go around."

"Shut up and fuck me," she growls, finally freeing my cock from my pants. "I've been wet since the ceremony, thinking about how you fucked the bride right before she walked down the aisle."

Her words make my cock throb in her grip. I spin her around roughly, pressing her face against the stall wall. "Hands on the wall," I command, kicking her feet further apart. "And keep quiet. Don't need the whole reception hearing you get fucked in the bathroom."

She complies immediately, assuming the position, her ass pushed out toward me invitingly. I flip her dress up over her hips, revealing a tiny lace thong that does nothing to hide how wet she already is. I pull the thin fabric aside rather than removing it, positioning myself at her entrance.

"Beg for it," I whisper in her ear, the head of my cock teasing her slick folds but not pushing in. "Tell me how bad you want this cock."

"Please," she whimpers, trying to push back against me, desperate for penetration. "I need your cock inside me. Need you to fuck me hard."

That's all the encouragement I need. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt, making her gasp as I stretch her open. She's soaked, her pussy gripping me like a vise as I establish a brutal rhythm that has her biting her lip to keep from crying out.

"Fuck," I grunt, my hands gripping her hips with enough force to leave bruises. "Your married cunt is so fucking tight."

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The stall walls shake with the force of our coupling, the metal hinges creaking in protest as I pound into her relentlessly.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against the cold wall through her dress, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to the wall, nails scratching against the surface as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

The bathroom door opens suddenly, voices of female wedding guests filtering in. Angelina freezes, her body tensing around my cock, but I don't slow down. Instead, I clamp one hand over her mouth and continue thrusting, the danger of discovery only making me harder inside her.

"Did you see Sophia's makeup?" one woman asks, her voice echoing in the tiled room as she approaches the sinks. "Something looked off about it during the ceremony."

I have to bite back a laugh, knowing exactly why the bride's face looked "off." I use the distraction to drive deeper into Angelina, my free hand snaking around to find her clit. She trembles against me, caught between the fear of being discovered and the pleasure building inside her.

"Shhhh," I whisper directly into her ear. "Not a sound, or everyone will know what a slut you are."

Her pussy clenches around me at the degrading words, her arousal evident in the way she pushes back against each thrust despite the risk. The women continue chatting by the sinks, completely unaware of what's happening just feet away. The forbidden thrill pushes us both closer to the edge, our bodies slick with sweat in the confined space.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping up into hers. The wall grinds against her front, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and suppress her soft moans with my palm. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she whimpers against my hand, making me even hungrier for more.

The women finally leave, the door swinging shut behind them. The moment we're alone again, Angelina's control breaks. "I'm cumming," she gasps, her voice barely audible even in the empty bathroom. "Oh god, Richard, right there!"

I feel her pussy spasm around my cock, her inner walls pulsing as her orgasm tears through her.

The bathroom door again creaks open just as Angelina's inner walls start clenching around my cock, signaling her approaching orgasm. She freezes against me, her eyes wide with panic as footsteps echo on the tiled floor.

"Hello?" Jack's voice rings out, and I feel her entire body tense.

I should stop—any decent human being would—but instead, I clamp my hand tighter over her mouth and thrust deeper, her pussy squeezing me even tighter in her fear. The danger of being caught by her own husband only makes this hotter, makes my cock throb inside her as I continue my relentless pace.

"Huh, ladies' room," Jack mutters to himself, his footsteps hesitating. "Must have taken a wrong turn."

Angelina tries to push me away, genuine terror in her eyes now, but I hold her firmly against the stall wall, my cock still buried deep inside her. I lean in, my lips brushing her ear. "Don't move," I whisper, barely audible. "He can't see us."

Instead of leaving immediately, Jack shuffles toward the sinks. We hear water running, the sound of hands being washed. Through the crack in the stall door, I catch a glimpse of him adjusting his tie in the mirror, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife is pinned against a bathroom wall with my cock inside her just feet away.

The absurdity of the situation, the ultimate taboo of fucking her with Jack right there, pushes me toward the edge. I begin moving again, slower now, more deliberate, each thrust careful to avoid making the stall creak. Angelina's eyes widen in disbelief, but her pussy tells a different story—she's wetter than ever, her inner walls gripping me like a vise as I slide in and out.

"Don't," she mouths silently, but her body betrays her, hips pushing back to meet my thrusts despite the danger.

Jack clears his throat, the sound making Angelina jump, her sudden movement causing my cock to hit a spot inside her that nearly makes her cry out. I press my hand harder against her mouth, feeling her breath coming in quick, panicked gasps against my palm.

"Need to find Angelina," Jack mumbles to himself, checking his watch. "Probably with the bridesmaids."

The irony is almost too much. I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing as I continue to fuck his wife slow and deep, her eyes locked on mine in a mixture of fear and dark excitement. She's close—I can feel it in the way her pussy flutters around my shaft, in the tension building in her thighs where my free hand grips her.

Jack's phone rings, the sound startlingly loud in the tiled bathroom. "Hello? Yes, I'm looking for her now," he says, his voice echoing off the walls. "She mentioned something about helping Sophia with her dress. I'll check there next."

Angelina's entire body trembles against mine, whether from fear or her approaching orgasm, I can't tell. Probably both. I take advantage of Jack's phone conversation to increase my pace slightly, driving into her with more force, my fingers finding her clit and circling it mercilessly.

Her eyes roll back, pleasure overwhelming fear as her orgasm builds. Jack continues his conversation, pacing in front of the sinks, completely unaware that just behind a thin metal door, his wife is about to come undone on another man's cock.

"I'll be right there," he promises whoever's on the phone. "Just got turned around looking for the men's room."

I feel Angelina's orgasm hit her like a freight train, her pussy clamping down on my cock in violent spasms that nearly trigger my own release. Her entire body goes rigid against me, a silent scream caught behind my palm as waves of pleasure crash through her. The knowledge that she's cumming while her husband stands just feet away, that he could discover us at any moment, pushes me right to the brink.

"Hang on," Jack says into the phone. "Someone's in here. Sorry to disturb you!" he calls out louder, clearly thinking he's addressing a female guest using the correct bathroom.

If only he knew. I thrust deeper, grinding against Angelina's still-pulsing core as my own orgasm builds at the base of my spine. She stares at me in wide-eyed panic, but I don't stop, don't even slow down.

"Sorry again," Jack calls as he heads for the door. "Enjoy the reception!"

The moment the door swings shut behind him, I explode, burying myself to the hilt inside Angelina as rope after rope of hot cum shoots deep inside her. The release is so intense I have to bite down on her shoulder through her dress to muffle my groan, my entire body shuddering with each pulse of pleasure.

"Holy shit," Angelina gasps when I finally remove my hand from her mouth. "He was right there. My husband was right fucking there."

"And you came harder than ever," I point out, still buried inside her, feeling the aftershocks of her orgasm rippling around my cock. "Never seen you get that wet before."

She doesn't deny it, just shakes her head in a mixture of disbelief and lingering arousal. "We're fucking insane," she says, but there's no regret in her voice, only a kind of breathless wonder at what we just got away with.

I slowly withdraw, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, trailing down her thighs. "Better clean up," I suggest, nodding toward the mess. "Your husband's looking for you."

She laughs, the sound slightly hysterical as she grabs toilet paper to clean herself. "God, I can't believe we did that. I can't believe he didn't recognize my shoes or my dress or something."

"Too self-absorbed," I reply, tucking myself back into my pants and straightening my clothes. "Typical of these rich husbands. Too busy networking to notice their wives getting railed right under their noses."

Angelina finishes cleaning up and readjusts her dress, checking herself in the small mirror mounted on the stall door. "This weekend has been..." she trails off, seemingly at a loss for words.

"Epic," I supply with a smirk. "First you in the gym with Jack on the treadmill, then Sophia's bachelorette party orgy, then Lea sneaking into my room, then the bride herself before walking down the aisle, and now you with your husband standing right there." I count off our encounters on my fingers. "Not bad for three days' work."

She shakes her head, but can't hide her smile. "You're terrible," she says without conviction. "And insatiable."

"You love it," I counter, unlocking the stall door and peering out to confirm we're alone before stepping out. "Admit it—best weekend of your married life."

"By far," she agrees, following me out. She washes her hands at the sink, using a wet paper towel to freshen up her face, which is flushed from our activities. "What happens now?"

I lean against the counter, watching her with appreciation. "Now you go find your clueless husband, and I go back to watching Sophia play the perfect bride while my cum dries in her hair."

She laughs again, the sound more relaxed now. "No, I mean after this weekend. When we go back to real life."

I shrug, already thinking about my next conquest. "We keep having fun. Keep pushing boundaries." I step closer, my hand sliding around her waist to pull her against me. "Maybe take a trip somewhere. I heard someone mention Vegas at the reception."

Her eyes light up at the suggestion. "Vegas could be interesting," she agrees, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. "Lots of hotel rooms. Lots of opportunities."

"Exactly," I say, giving her ass one last squeeze before stepping back. "But for now, you should go. Jack's probably worked his way through half the reception looking for you by now."

She nods, giving me one last lingering kiss before heading for the door. "Give me five minutes before you come out," she says over her shoulder. "Wouldn't want to make it too obvious."

As the door closes behind her, I check my own appearance in the mirror, straightening my tie and running a hand through my slightly mussed hair. My reflection stares back at me, a satisfied smirk playing on my lips. This wedding weekend has exceeded every expectation, turning into a sexual marathon I'll be replaying in my mind for months.

First Angelina, then Sophia and her entire bridal party, then Lea, and now Angelina again with the added thrill of nearly being caught by her husband. And if the hint about Vegas pans out, this is just the beginning.

I count to three hundred in my head before leaving the bathroom, rejoining the reception with the confident swagger of a man who knows exactly what he wants—and exactly how to get it.

Vegas, I think to myself as I grab a fresh drink from the bar. Something tells me that's going to be even better than here.
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