

My Latina Hotwife Neighbor:

Book 4

Bryan Wolf


My Latina Hotwife Neighbor: Book 4

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations in critical articles or reviews.

Copyright © 2026 by Bryan Wolf

This book is protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America. Any reproduction or other unauthorized use of the material or artwork herein is prohibited without the express written permission of the author(s).


Chapter 1

I slam into Salma with brutal force, my cock driving deep into her soaking wet pussy as she claws at the silk sheets of her king-sized bed. Her dark hair is wrapped around my fist, hauled back so tight her scalp must be on fire. But the pain only makes her wetter, her walls clenching around me with each savage thrust. I'm twenty-one, the star quarterback with my whole fucking future ahead of me, and I'm balls deep in my forty-year-old neighbor while her pathetic husband is away at work.

"Fuck, you're so tight," I growl, tightening my grip on her hair. The fancy bedroom with its pastel walls and family photos watching us only makes this hotter. Her husband's smiling face stares at us from the nightstand as I pound his wife into oblivion.

"Bradley!" she cries out, her voice muffled by the pillow I'm shoving her face into. "Harder!"

I lean down, pressing my muscled chest against her back, my lips right against her ear. "Shut the fuck up and take it, you desperate MILF slut."

She moans louder at that, her pussy gushing around my thick shaft. Women like Salma are all the same—bored housewives starving for a young stud to remind them what it feels like to be properly fucked. As far as her balding, weak-eyed husband knows, I'm just her personal trainer, helping her "get back in shape." If only he knew his wife's workouts involve taking my cock in every hole of her body.

I release her hair only to wrap my hand around her throat, squeezing just enough to make her gasp for air. Her pulse races under my palm, her body tensing with fear and excitement. With my other hand, I reach around and roughly grope her tit, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her yelp.

"This what you think about when your husband touches you?" I taunt, increasing the pressure on her throat. "His weak little dick doesn't fill you up like mine, does it?"

She tries to shake her head, but my grip is too tight. I ease up just enough for her to rasp, "No... never like yours... so big..."

I slam into her harder, my balls slapping against her clit with each thrust. The wet, obscene sounds of our fucking fill the room—the slick slide of my cock in her soaked pussy, the slap of skin on skin, her choked moans and my grunting breaths.

I release her throat and slip two fingers into her mouth, hooking them against her cheek like she's a fucking fish I've caught. She drools around my fingers, her eyes rolling back as I pull her head back at an uncomfortable angle. My hips never stop their punishing rhythm, drilling into her with all the stamina of a twenty-one-year-old athlete.

"Fucking take it," I hiss, spitting directly onto her face. The glob of saliva lands on her cheek and slides down toward her open mouth. "That's what you are—just a fucking hole for me to use."

Her whole body starts shaking, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft as an orgasm tears through her. I can feel every spasm, every wave of pleasure as her walls milk my cock. Her moans become high-pitched, almost like screams, but I don't slow down.

"Did I say you could cum?" I growl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a bright red handprint. "Fucking slut, cumming on my cock without permission."

Her orgasm seems to last forever, her body convulsing beneath me as I maintain my relentless pace. Most guys would slow down, would be gentle with her over-sensitized pussy. But I'm not most guys. I increase my speed, hammering into her even harder as she whimpers from the overwhelming sensation.

"Please, Bradley," she gasps when she can finally form words again. "It's too much..."

"Shut the fuck up," I snarl, grabbing her hair again and yanking her head back violently. "You'll take whatever I give you, for as long as I want to give it."

I pull out suddenly, flipping her over onto her back. Her mascara is smeared from tears, her lipstick smudged across her face. She looks utterly debauched—exactly how I like her. I crawl up her body, straddling her chest, my cock glistening with her juices just inches from her face.

"Open," I command, slapping her cheek lightly. She obeys instantly, parting her lips. I thrust forward, shoving my cock down her throat without warning. She gags immediately, her eyes watering, but I don't care. I grab the headboard with one hand and her throat with the other, feeling my own cock bulge against my palm as I fuck her mouth.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching her struggle for air around my thickness. "Howard's perfect little wife, choking on the college quarterback's dick. What would your friends at the country club think if they could see you now?"

I pull out just before she passes out, a long string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. She gasps for air, her chest heaving. Before she can recover, I move back down her body and thrust into her pussy again, making her cry out.

"Fucking pathetic," I tell her, grabbing both her wrists and pinning them above her head. "So desperate for young cock you'd risk everything. Your marriage, your reputation—all for this."

I punctuate the last word with a particularly brutal thrust that makes her whole body jerk. With my free hand, I start choking her again, watching as her face turns red, then slightly purple. Just before she passes out, I release her, letting her gasp desperately for air.

"Fuck, yes," she moans when she can speak again. "Use me, Bradley. I'm yours. All fucking yours."

The words make my cock throb inside her. There's something so goddamn satisfying about having this mature, beautiful woman—who could have anyone—begging for my cock. About knowing that her husband thinks I'm just helping her tone up while I'm actually ruining her for any other man.

"You're a fucking whore," I tell her, spitting on her face again. This time it lands directly on her lips, and she eagerly licks it up, her eyes never leaving mine. "My personal fucking whore."

She nods frantically, her body responding to my words as much as my cock. I can feel another orgasm building in her—her walls starting to flutter around me, her breathing becoming more erratic. I press my thumb against her clit, rubbing rough circles that make her buck beneath me.

"Bradley!" she cries out, her back arching off the bed. "I'm going to—"

"Cum for me," I command, maintaining my brutal pace. "Cum all over my young cock, you fucking MILF slut."

And she does, screaming my name as her entire body convulses with pleasure. Her nails dig into my back, surely leaving marks that I'll wear like trophies. Her pussy clamps down on me like a vise, trying to milk the cum from my balls, but I'm not ready to finish yet. I have so much more planned for Howard's wife before I'm done with her today.

I'm still pounding into Salma's quivering body when the sound of the front door opening freezes us both mid-thrust. Her eyes widen in panic, but I just smirk and clamp my hand over her mouth. The fear in her eyes only makes my cock harder. Howard's home early, and his wife is upstairs with her legs spread wide, taking every inch of my cock. The thought makes my balls tighten with excitement.

"Salma? Are you home?" Howard's feeble voice calls up from downstairs.

I don't stop fucking her. If anything, I increase my pace, driving into her even harder. Her eyes plead with me to stop, but her pussy tells a different story—clenching around me tighter than before. The danger of getting caught only heightens everything.

I lean down, my lips brushing against her ear. "Answer him," I whisper, removing my hand from her mouth. "And don't you dare let him hear what's really happening."

Salma swallows hard, struggling to compose herself as I continue to thrust inside her. "I'm—I'm upstairs, honey!" she calls out, her voice surprisingly steady despite the way I'm stretching her pussy. "Bradley is helping me with some new stretches!"

I have to bite back a laugh. Stretches. Yeah, I'm stretching her all right—stretching every fucking hole in her body.

"Is it okay if I come up?" Howard asks, and I feel Salma tense beneath me.

"No!" she responds quickly, then softens her tone. "I mean, I'm not decent. Bradley has me in the middle of a really intense workout. I'll be down in a bit!"

I grab her throat again, squeezing just enough to make her eyes roll back but not enough to cut off her ability to speak if her pathetic husband calls up again. My cock feels like steel inside her, the thrill of fucking her while Howard stands just a floor below us driving me to the edge.

"You fucking love this, don't you?" I whisper harshly against her ear. "Getting filled with young cock while your husband waits downstairs. Dirty fucking whore."

She nods frantically, tears of shame and arousal leaking from the corners of her eyes.

"Oh, before I forget," Howard calls up, his voice closer now—maybe at the bottom of the stairs. "I was thinking about booking that cruise we talked about. The one to the Caribbean? For next month?"

Salma looks at me, panic in her eyes again. I slow my thrusts, not stopping but giving her enough of a break to think clearly. "That sounds—ah—wonderful, honey!" she manages to say.

I smirk, an idea forming. I tap her lips with my finger and mouth "tell him" while gesturing between us. She understands immediately, her eyes widening. I can see the moment she decides to play along—the flash of wicked excitement replacing her earlier fear.

"Hey, maybe we should—oh God—should bring Bradley along too!" she calls down, her voice breaking slightly as I deliberately hit her g-spot. "He could keep up my training routine while we're on vacation!"

There's a pause, and for a moment I wonder if Howard is suspicious. Then his voice floats up again, as oblivious as ever. "That's not a bad idea, actually. I'll have some business meetings on board anyway. I'd hate for you to miss your workouts."

I have to bury my face in Salma's neck to muffle my laughter. This is too fucking perfect. A whole week on a cruise ship with unlimited access to Howard's hot wife, and the clueless bastard is actually suggesting it himself.

"You're such a devious little slut," I whisper to Salma, rewarding her with a particularly deep thrust that makes her gasp. "Already planning how to get my cock inside you on vacation."

"I'll book three tickets then!" Howard calls up, completely unaware that his wife is getting railed by a college boy just above his head. "The connecting cabins on the starboard side that you liked in the brochure!"

"Perfect!" Salma manages to respond, her voice strained as I increase my pace again, driving into her with renewed vigor.

The knowledge that I'll be fucking her for a whole week on a cruise, right under her husband's nose, pushes me dangerously close to the edge. I feel my orgasm building, my balls drawing up tight against my body. I consider pulling out—I usually do—but the thought of filling Howard's wife with my cum while he's just downstairs is too tempting to resist.

"I'm going to cum inside you," I growl into her ear, my thrusts becoming erratic. "Going to fill your married pussy with my cum while your husband stands downstairs."

"Please," she whimpers, her nails digging into my back. "Cum inside me, Bradley. Fill me up."

That's all it takes. With one final, brutal thrust, I bury myself as deep as I can inside her and explode. Rope after rope of hot cum shoots into her, painting her inner walls white with my seed. I grunt like a fucking animal, the intensity of my orgasm making my entire body shake. Salma clenches around me, milking every last drop, her own orgasm triggered by the feeling of my cum flooding her pussy.

For a moment, we both lie there, panting, my cock still throbbing inside her cum-filled hole. I can feel my load leaking out around my shaft, dripping down onto the expensive sheets she shares with Howard. The thought makes me smirk with satisfaction.

"Honey, I need to head back to the office for a bit," Howard calls up. "I just came home to grab some files. Will you be okay with Bradley for another hour or so?"

Salma looks at me, a mixture of satisfaction and guilt on her face. "Yes, we still have a lot more to cover in today's session!"

I slowly pull out, watching with fascination as my cum oozes from her well-fucked pussy. I slap her inner thigh, harder than necessary, making her flinch. "Get cleaned up," I tell her, already reaching for my clothes. "Can't have hubby seeing what a messy slut you are."

She nods, shakily getting to her feet. My cum runs down her inner thighs in thick rivulets. The sight makes my cock twitch again, despite having just emptied my balls inside her.

I quickly dress and head downstairs, meeting Howard in the foyer. He's shuffling through some papers, barely looking up when I approach. His bald spot catches the light, making him look even more pathetic in contrast to my young, athletic body.

"Hey, Howard," I say casually, as if I wasn't just fucking his wife senseless. "Salma really pushed herself today. You might want to pick up some pain relievers for her. She's going to be sore after this workout."

He looks up, pushing his thick glasses higher on his nose, completely missing the smirk on my face. "Oh, thanks for the tip, Bradley. I appreciate how hard you're working her."

If only he knew just how hard.


Chapter 2

The cruise ship is fucking massive—a floating palace of luxury and opportunity. I adjust my sunglasses, scanning the crowd of passengers streaming up the gangway. Within seconds, I spot at least five MILFs giving me the eye, their husbands obliviously dragging luggage behind them. This is going to be a goddamn playground. Howard waddles ahead of us, struggling with the bags, while Salma walks beside me, her fingers occasionally brushing against mine—a secret promise of what's to come.

"Bradley, isn't this exciting?" she says loudly enough for Howard to hear, her voice innocent and cheery. Then she lowers it to a whisper only I can catch. "I packed those crotchless panties you like. The red ones."

My cock stiffens immediately at the thought. I've ripped those off her with my teeth before, leaving them dangling around one ankle while I fucked her against her kitchen counter. I give her a knowing smirk and adjust myself discreetly.

"Very exciting, Mrs. Reyes," I reply formally, playing the role of dedicated personal trainer. "I've got some intense workouts planned for you."

Howard turns back to us, pushing his thick glasses up his sweaty nose. "Salma, do you have the cabin keys? I think we're on Deck 8."

"Yes, honey," she replies, digging through her purse. Her sundress shifts as she moves, giving me a perfect view of her cleavage. No bra. Fucking perfect. "We're in 8115, and Bradley is right next door in 8117."

My eyebrows shoot up. Next door? This is even better than I'd hoped.

We make our way through the opulent lobby of the ship, all gleaming brass and polished wood. The staff greet us with practiced smiles, and I notice one of the female crew members giving me an appreciative once-over. I wink at her, just because I can. Salma notices and pinches my arm hard enough to leave a mark.

"Behave," she hisses, but there's no real anger in her voice. Just jealousy. She likes knowing other women want what she's getting.

The elevator ride up to our deck is tense with anticipation. Howard rambles on about the ship's amenities while I stand behind Salma, close enough to breathe in her expensive perfume but not so close that her husband would notice anything suspicious. When the elevator stops to let more people on, the crowd pushes us closer together. I take the opportunity to press my growing erection against her ass for just a second. She stiffens, then pushes back slightly, grinding against me for one delicious moment before the doors open at our floor.

Our cabins are exactly as Salma described—right next to each other. Howard fumbles with the key card, eventually getting their door open. I follow them inside to get a look at their setup before checking out my own room.

"This is fantastic," Howard says, setting down the bags and immediately going to check out the balcony view. "We got a great deal, don't you think?"

I'm not listening to him. I'm staring at the door in the side wall—a connecting door between the two cabins. Salma follows my gaze and gives me a sly smile.

"The rooms connect," she says innocently. "In case we need anything from each other during the trip."

I have to turn away before Howard sees the look on my face. This woman has thought of everything. A whole week with unlimited access to her, with her husband sleeping just feet away. My cock throbs painfully against my zipper at the thought.

"I should check out my room," I say, trying to keep my voice neutral. "Make sure everything's in order."

"Oh, let me help you," Salma offers, a little too eagerly. "Howard, why don't you unpack for us?"

Howard, already distracted by the room service menu, just nods absently. "Sure, sure. I want to look over my conference schedule anyway. I've got meetings most days from nine to four."

I catch Salma's eye, and we share a moment of silent celebration. Six hours a day with no Howard. This cruise just keeps getting better.

My cabin is slightly smaller than theirs but still luxurious—king-sized bed, private bathroom with a rainfall shower, and a balcony overlooking the ocean. Salma closes the door behind us and immediately presses herself against me, her hand finding my erection through my shorts.

"Seven days," she purrs, squeezing me roughly. "Seven days of this cock all to myself."

I grab her wrist, twisting it just enough to remind her who's in charge. "Don't forget who you belong to," I warn her, my voice low and dangerous. "I saw you looking at that bartender in the lobby."

She laughs, her eyes lighting up with mischief. "Jealous, Bradley? You're the one who winked at the stewardess."

Before I can respond, there's a knock at the connecting door. We spring apart as Howard's voice comes through. "Bradley? Is your key card working for your room?"

"Yes, all good," I call back, adjusting my shorts to hide my obvious erection. "Just checking out the view."

"Great," Howard responds. "Oh, Salma, don't forget to tell Bradley about that spa thing you booked."

Salma opens the connecting door, her composure completely restored. It's impressive how quickly she can switch between horny MILF and dutiful wife. "Oh, right! Bradley, I've booked us a couples massage at the spa tomorrow afternoon. They're supposed to have the best masseuses on any cruise line."

Howard appears in the doorway, already changed into a ridiculous Hawaiian shirt that makes him look even more like the pathetic middle-aged cliché he is. "You should take Bradley," he says, not looking up from his phone. "I've got that meeting with the Singapore investors tomorrow. Can't miss it."

"Are you sure, honey?" Salma asks, the picture of wifely concern. "I booked it especially for us."

"No, no, it's fine," Howard assures her, still distracted by whatever's on his screen. "Bradley can use it. Consider it a thank-you for coming along to keep Salma's training on track."

I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. This guy is practically throwing his hot wife at me and thanking me for it.

"That's very generous, Howard," I say, managing to keep my voice steady. "I'd be happy to accompany Salma."

Howard nods absently and wanders back into their cabin, muttering something about needing to prepare some documents. The moment he's out of sight, Salma sidles close to me again, her lips brushing against my ear.

"You know what this cruise is famous for, right?" she whispers, her breath hot against my skin. "It's where all the lonely wives and single moms come to play. Half the women on board are looking to get fucked by someone who isn't their husband."

My cock twitches at her words, and I grab her ass hard enough to make her gasp. "And what about you, Mrs. Reyes? Are you looking to get fucked by someone who isn't your husband?"

She pulls back just enough to look me in the eye, her expression pure filthy desire. "I already am. And I plan to get fucked in every corner of this ship before we dock again."

I can't wait to make good on that promise.


Chapter 3

The ship's spa is tucked away on one of the lower decks—all soft lighting, bamboo walls, and the smell of essential oils hanging in the air. Salma and I barely make it through the door before my hands are all over her. I push her against the wall in the empty waiting area, my mouth attacking hers with hungry kisses that leave her lipstick smeared across both our faces. Her tits press against my chest as I grind my already hard cock against her stomach.

"We shouldn't," she whispers unconvincingly, even as her hand reaches down to squeeze my bulge through my shorts. "Someone might see us."

"Let them watch," I growl, biting her lower lip hard enough to make her gasp. My fingers slip under the hem of her sundress, finding her already wet through her panties. "You're fucking soaked. Did you get this wet thinking about me touching you while someone else watches?"

She moans into my mouth, her hips bucking against my fingers. I can feel her clit swelling beneath the thin fabric, begging for more direct contact. I give it a rough flick that makes her whimper.

"Bradley," she pants, "the masseuse could walk in any second—"

"Then you better cum quick," I taunt, pushing her panties aside and sliding two fingers into her dripping pussy. Her walls clench around me instantly, her body so responsive to my touch it's almost pathetic how easily I can control her.

I pump my fingers in and out, my thumb circling her clit with just enough pressure to drive her crazy but not enough to get her off. Her nails dig into my shoulders, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps against my neck. I love reducing this sophisticated MILF to a trembling mess with just my fingers.

The sound of a door opening somewhere in the spa makes us freeze. Salma quickly adjusts her dress, and I casually wipe my fingers on my shorts, making sure to maintain eye contact with her as I do it. She blushes, a mix of embarrassment and arousal coloring her cheeks.

A young woman appears in the doorway, and my cock instantly gets harder. She's in her early twenties, blonde hair pulled back in a tight ponytail, with a face that could be on a magazine cover. Her spa uniform—a tight white polo and form-fitting yoga pants—does nothing to hide her incredible body. Her tits are nearly as big as Salma's, straining against the fabric of her shirt, and her ass looks tight enough to bounce a quarter off of.

"Mr. and Mrs. Reyes?" she asks with a professional smile, though her eyes linger on me a beat too long.

"I'm Bradley Steele," I correct her, enjoying the way her eyes widen slightly at my name. "This is Salma Reyes. I'm her personal trainer. Her husband couldn't make it."

"Oh!" The girl's smile brightens. "I'm Brittany. I'll be your massage therapist today." She gestures for us to follow her down a hallway. "We have a couple's room prepared, but since you're not... I mean, if you prefer, we can do individual massages?"

Salma steps forward, her hand possessively on my arm. "The couple's room is fine. Bradley and I work very closely together."

Brittany nods, leading us through a door into a large room with two massage tables. The lighting is even dimmer here, with candles flickering in the corners and some kind of new-age music playing softly from hidden speakers.

"Actually," Brittany says, "we have a slight issue with our schedule today. I'm the only therapist available right now. Would it be okay if I take you one at a time? There's a relaxation room through that door where one of you can wait." She points to a small door at the side of the room.

Salma looks disappointed, but I see an opportunity. "That's fine. Why don't you start with me, and Salma can relax in the other room?"

Brittany smiles, seeming pleased with this arrangement. "Perfect. The relaxation room has a one-way viewing panel so Ms. Reyes can still enjoy the ambiance of the massage space while waiting."

My eyebrows shoot up, and I exchange a quick look with Salma. A viewing panel? This is getting more interesting by the second.

"That sounds lovely," Salma says, her voice steady despite the heat I can see flaring in her eyes. She knows exactly what I'm thinking.

Brittany leads Salma to the smaller room, showing her the comfortable lounge chair positioned in front of what looks like a large tinted window overlooking the massage area. From our side, it appears to be just a decorative mirror on the wall.

Once Salma is settled, Brittany returns and closes the door. "Now, Mr. Steele, if you'll undress to your comfort level and lie face down on the table. You can use the sheet to cover yourself. I'll step out for a moment to let you get ready."

As soon as Brittany leaves, I strip off my clothes without hesitation. I don't bother with the sheet—I want both women to see exactly what they're dealing with. My cock is already semi-hard, thick and heavy between my legs. I stand there completely naked, facing the mirrored window where I know Salma is watching. I stroke myself a few times, growing to my full impressive length, making sure she gets a good show.

I can almost feel her eyes devouring me through the glass. I flex my muscles—the perks of being a twenty-one-year-old quarterback with daily training routines—and turn slowly to give her a full view of my athletic body. Only then do I lie down on the table, positioning myself face down but making no attempt to cover my ass with the sheet.

Brittany knocks softly before re-entering. I hear her sharp intake of breath when she sees me lying there completely exposed.

"Oh," she says, her professional demeanor slipping for just a moment. "You're... very comfortable with your body."

I turn my head to look at her, catching her eyes fixed on my muscled back and ass. "I'm an athlete. No need to be shy."

She clears her throat, visibly collecting herself. "Of course. I'll just... I'll get started then."

She begins warming oil between her hands, and I close my eyes, imagining Salma's face pressed against the glass, watching every move. The thought makes my cock harden further, pressing uncomfortably against the massage table.

Brittany's hands finally make contact with my shoulders, her touch initially professional but lingering longer than necessary as she works the oil into my skin. Her fingers trace the defined muscles of my back, exploring more than massaging.

"Your muscles are so tight," she murmurs, her voice taking on a husky quality. "You must work out a lot."

"Football," I reply simply. "Quarterback."

Her hands pause for a fraction of a second. "College?"

"Yeah. Starting quarterback." I don't need to embellish—the truth is impressive enough.

"Wow," she breathes, her hands moving lower, approaching the small of my back. "That's... that's really something."

I shift slightly on the table, deliberately making it necessary for her to adjust the sheet that's bunched under my hips. As expected, she tugs at it, accidentally pulling it away completely. My full ass is exposed now, and I make no move to cover up.

"Sorry," she says quickly, though she makes no real attempt to replace the sheet.

"It's fine," I tell her, turning my head enough to see her face. Her cheeks are flushed, her eyes darting between my exposed body and the door. "I'm not shy."

Brittany's hands move to my lower back, her thumbs digging into the muscles on either side of my spine. Each press drives my hips slightly into the table, creating friction against my hardening cock. I let out a deliberate groan of pleasure, making it ambiguous whether it's from the massage or something else.

"Does that feel good?" she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Very good," I reply, locking eyes with her. "But I think I need to flip over. My front needs attention too."

Her eyes widen, and she takes a small step back. "Um, of course. Whenever you're ready."

I turn over slowly, making no effort to hide my now fully erect cock. It stands proudly at attention, thick and long against my stomach. Brittany's eyes fixate on it, her mouth falling open slightly. For a moment, she seems to forget she's at work, just staring at my impressive size with unmistakable hunger.

I glance at the mirrored window, knowing Salma is watching this whole scene unfold. The thought of her witnessing another woman's reaction to my cock, perhaps even getting jealous, turns me on even more.

"Is everything okay?" I ask Brittany innocently, as if I don't know exactly what effect I'm having on her.

She snaps out of her trance, blushing furiously. "Yes! Yes, everything's fine. I'll just... continue with the massage."

As she reaches for more oil, her eyes keep flicking back to my erection. I can see her swallow hard, her breathing becoming slightly faster. Behind the mirror, I imagine Salma is having a similar reaction, watching this young, hot masseuse lusting after what Salma considers hers.

This cruise just got a whole lot more interesting.

Brittany's hands tremble as she pours more massage oil into her palm. Her professional mask is slipping with every glance at my rock-hard cock lying against my abs. I catch her stealing looks at the mirror where Salma watches us, but she has no idea that my MILF lover is on the other side, probably biting her lip in jealous frustration. I flex my abs as Brittany's oiled hands return to my chest, her fingers tracing the defined muscles with obvious appreciation.

"You have an amazing body," she murmurs, her professional tone completely abandoned now. Her thumbs circle my nipples, a move that has nothing to do with therapeutic massage and everything to do with her growing desire.

"Football keeps me in shape," I reply, watching her face. Her cheeks are flushed, pupils dilated. She's practically panting as her hands slide lower, approaching the V-cut of muscles leading to my cock. "You can touch it if you want."

Her eyes widen at my directness. "I... I shouldn't. I could lose my job."

I prop myself up on my elbows, my cock bouncing slightly with the movement. "Nobody has to know. The door's locked, right?"

She nods slowly, her eyes never leaving my erection. "Yes, but..."

"Then what's stopping you?" I challenge, glancing pointedly at the mirror. I know Salma can see everything, can hear every word. The thought of her watching another woman touch me makes my cock twitch visibly. "I won't tell if you won't."

Brittany hesitates for just a second more before her resolve crumbles. Her oil-slick hand wraps around my shaft, and I let out a genuine groan at the contact. Her grip is different from Salma's—softer, less confident, but eager to please.

"Fuck, that feels good," I encourage her, falling back onto the table. I turn my head toward the mirror, knowing exactly where Salma is sitting on the other side. I can almost sense her frustration and arousal mixing together as she watches this young blonde stroke my cock.

Brittany's confidence grows with my positive reaction. She begins stroking me properly now, her tight grip sliding up and down my length. Her other hand cups my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers.

"Is this okay?" she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

"It's fucking perfect," I tell her, my hips starting to thrust up into her hand. "But you know what would feel even better..."

I let the suggestion hang in the air. Brittany's eyes dart to my face, then back to my cock, then to the door. She's weighing her options, her professionalism fighting a losing battle against her obvious desire.

"I shouldn't," she says again, but her hand doesn't stop working my shaft. If anything, she speeds up, her grip tightening.

I reach up and touch her face, running my thumb across her bottom lip. "Your mouth would feel amazing on my cock. Don't you think?"

That's all it takes. Brittany bends down, her tongue darting out to lick the pre-cum beading at my tip. I groan encouragingly, my eyes fixed on the mirror. I can't see Salma, but I know she's watching every second of this. The thought makes me harder in Brittany's hand.

"That's it," I urge, my hand moving to the back of Brittany's head. I keep my touch light for now, letting her believe she's in control. "Take it in your mouth."

She wraps her lips around the head of my cock, sucking gently at first. Her ponytail bobs as she takes me deeper, her inexperience obvious but her enthusiasm making up for it. I let her work at her own pace for a few strokes, enjoying the wet heat of her mouth.

Then I tighten my grip on her hair, pulling her down harder onto my cock. She makes a surprised noise around my shaft but doesn't pull away.

"Look at me," I command, and her eyes flick up to meet mine. They're wide with surprise at my sudden dominance. "Take it deeper."

I thrust my hips up as I push her head down, forcing my cock further into her throat. She gags slightly but adjusts, her eyes watering. I glance at the mirror again, imagining Salma's face on the other side. Is she angry? Jealous? Turned on? Probably all three.

"That's right," I growl, holding Brittany down for a second before releasing her. She gasps for air but immediately returns to sucking me, her resistance melting away. "Suck that cock like a good little masseuse."

My eyes stay locked on the mirror as I fuck Brittany's mouth. I can't see through it, but somehow I know exactly when Salma starts touching herself. I can feel her eyes on me, can almost hear her ragged breathing as she watches another woman choking on my cock.

Brittany's mouth feels incredible—hot, wet, and eager to please. But it's the knowledge that Salma is watching, probably with her hand between her legs, that really gets me going. I thrust harder into Brittany's throat, holding her down longer each time. Tears streak her mascara down her cheeks, but she doesn't try to stop me. If anything, her enthusiasm increases, her tongue swirling around my shaft whenever I give her enough slack to breathe.

"You like sucking athlete cock, don't you?" I taunt Brittany, but my eyes never leave the mirror. The words are as much for Salma as they are for Brittany. "Bet you've never had one this big before."

Brittany moans around my length, the vibrations sending pleasure shooting up my spine. I catch a movement in the mirror—just the slightest shift of the glass that tells me Salma has pressed closer, probably with her face right against the window. The thought of her watching so intently, maybe with her panties pushed aside and her fingers working her clit, makes me groan.

"Fuck yes," I hiss, grabbing Brittany's ponytail and using it like a handle to control her movements. "Take it all the way down your throat."

I force her head down until her nose presses against my pelvis, my entire length buried in her throat. She struggles, her throat convulsing around me, but I hold her there for several long seconds before letting her up. She gasps for air, saliva dripping from her chin onto my thighs.

"Again," I command, and she obediently takes me back into her mouth.

As I fuck Brittany's face with increasingly rough thrusts, I notice a faint fogging on part of the mirrored glass—right at mouth level. Salma's hot breath is condensing on the glass as she pants, watching us. The realization that she's so turned on, so close to the window that her breathing is visible, sends a fresh surge of arousal through me.

"You watching this?" I say directly to the mirror, quietly enough that Brittany might think I'm talking to her. "You like seeing your boy toy get his cock sucked by this slut? Bet you wish it was you choking on this dick right now, don't you?"

Brittany makes a confused sound around my cock, but I ignore her, focused entirely on the mirror now. I can almost see through it in places where the light hits just right—a shadowy movement that might be Salma's hand working frantically between her legs.

"I know you're touching yourself," I continue, my voice low and commanding. "I bet your pussy is dripping wet right now, watching this young blonde choke on the cock you think belongs to you."

Brittany pops off my dick, confusion clear on her face. "Who are you talking to?"

I grab her hair roughly and force her back down on my cock, shutting her up. "Don't stop unless you want to lose your job," I warn her, my voice cold and leaving no room for argument.

Her eyes widen, but she returns to her task with renewed vigor, perhaps afraid I really would report her.

With Brittany's mouth occupied again, I return my attention to the mirror. "That's right, Salma," I whisper, knowing she can hear me through the thin wall. "Watch me fuck this slut's mouth while you finger yourself. You're going to watch me use her, and there's nothing you can do about it."

The shadowy movement behind the glass intensifies, and I know Salma is close to cumming. The jealousy and arousal mixing together must be driving her wild. I increase my pace, fucking Brittany's throat with brutal thrusts that make her gag and choke.

"This is what happens when you try to own me," I say to the mirror, to Salma. "I fuck whoever I want, whenever I want."

Brittany's mouth feels incredible, but it's the power trip of having Salma watch that's pushing me toward the edge. I grab Brittany's head with both hands now, using her face like a fleshlight, not caring about her comfort as I chase my own pleasure. Through it all, I maintain eye contact with that mirror, with Salma behind it, letting her know exactly who's in control here.

And it sure as fuck isn't her.

I grab Brittany's ponytail with both hands now, using it like handlebars as I ram my cock down her throat. Her eyes bulge as I hold her down longer this time, her throat convulsing around my shaft as she struggles for air. When I finally let her up, she gasps, saliva connecting her lips to my cock in long, glistening strands. I don't give her more than a second to recover before I force her back down, my eyes never leaving the mirror where I know Salma is watching every brutal thrust.

"Take it all," I command, my voice harsh as I push Brittany's face against my pelvis, her nose pressed against my skin. "Every fucking inch."

Brittany gags violently, her hands pushing against my thighs as her airway is completely blocked by my thickness. I can feel her throat spasming around my cock, desperately trying to expel the intrusion. Still, I hold her there, counting the seconds in my head. One... two... three... her eyes are watering profusely now, mascara running down her cheeks in black rivers.

Only when her face starts turning red do I release her, allowing her a single desperate gasp before forcing her back down again. The sounds she makes are fucking obscene—wet, choking, gurgling noises that fill the room and surely carry through to where Salma is watching.

"Is this what you're used to?" I taunt, the words ostensibly directed at Brittany but really meant for Salma. "Getting your pretty little throat destroyed by big fucking cocks? Or is this the biggest you've ever had to choke on?"

Brittany can't answer, of course—not with my cock blocking her airway. Her eyes roll up to meet mine, pleading and excited all at once. She's getting off on the rough treatment, even as she struggles to breathe. I pull her off my cock completely, giving her a moment to cough and gasp.

"Answer me, slut," I demand, my hand still firmly gripping her hair.

"Biggest—" she rasps, her voice hoarse from the abuse. "Never had one this big."

I grin savagely, staring directly at the mirror. "That's what I thought. None of your boyfriends ever fucked your face like this, did they?"

"No," she admits, still catching her breath. "Never like this."

"You fucking love it, though," I say, slapping my wet cock against her cheek, leaving a trail of saliva and pre-cum. "Love getting used like the cock sucking whore you are."

Her eyes flash with something—embarrassment, excitement, arousal—but I don't give her time to process it before I'm shoving my cock back down her throat. This time I don't just hold her there; I start actively thrusting, my hips snapping forward to meet her face. Each thrust forces my length deeper, making her gag rhythmically around me.

The mirror is fogging considerably now, especially in one spot that I imagine is right where Salma's face is pressed against the glass. The subtle movement I can see through it tells me she's masturbating frantically, probably with her panties pushed aside, fingers working her clit as she watches me abuse another woman's mouth.

"You're fucking nothing but a hole to me," I growl, the words carrying easily through the thin wall. "Just a wet, tight hole for my cock."

Brittany moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending pleasure shooting up my spine. She's completely into this now, her initial resistance gone as she gives herself over to being used. Her makeup is completely ruined—mascara streaked down her cheeks, lipstick smeared across her face and my cock. She looks utterly debauched, and I fucking love it.

"Look at the mess you're making," I taunt her, pulling her up just enough to see the strings of drool connecting her mouth to my shaft. "Fucking sloppy."

I thrust back in before she can respond, setting a punishing pace that has her choking with each movement. My balls slap against her chin, adding to the obscene symphony of noises filling the room. Through it all, I maintain eye contact with the mirror, imagining Salma's face on the other side, her fingers working frantically between her legs as she watches me dominate this younger woman.

"You like watching this, don't you?" I say directly to the mirror, making Brittany's eyes widen in confusion. "Getting off on seeing me use another bitch's throat? Fucking pathetic."

I increase my pace, my hips practically a blur as I fuck Brittany's face with brutal force. Her throat must be raw by now, but I don't care. All I care about is the show I'm putting on for Salma and the pleasure building in my balls.

"Fucking take it," I snarl, holding Brittany's head immobile as I thrust. "Take this cock down your fucking throat."

Brittany's hands grab my thighs, her nails digging in as she struggles to endure the onslaught. She's not trying to push me away, though—if anything, she's pulling me closer, taking as much of my length as she physically can. The wet, choking sounds she makes only fuel my arousal.

"This is what a real man does," I say, my eyes locked on the mirror. "Fucks a slut's throat until she can't breathe, until she's nothing but a cum dump for my load."

The fogging on the mirror is spreading, and I can see more movement now. Salma is definitely getting close—her breathing must be heavy, her hand working fast between her legs. The thought of her getting off on this display of dominance pushes me closer to the edge.

I grab Brittany's ponytail with both hands, using it to control her head completely as I pound into her mouth. She's barely participating now, just taking it, her body jolting with each thrust, tears streaming down her face. She tries to gasp for air, but I don't let her, forcing my cock back down her throat the moment she gets a chance to breathe.

"Fucking whore," I spit, the words echoing in the small room. "This is all you're good for. Taking cock down your fucking throat like a good little slut."

I can feel my orgasm building, a familiar tightening in my balls that tells me I'm close. Through the mirror, I see a distinct movement that makes me think Salma is right there with me, approaching her own climax as she watches this degradation unfold.

"I'm going to cum all over your pretty little face," I tell Brittany, but my eyes never leave the mirror. "Going to mark you like the fucking cum dumpster you are."

Brittany moans around my cock, the sound desperate and muffled. Her eyes are glassy, unfocused, as the lack of oxygen starts to affect her. She's on the verge of passing out, but I need her conscious for what comes next.

I pull out suddenly, letting her collapse forward, gasping for air. Before she can fully recover, I grab my cock and start stroking it rapidly, aiming directly at her upturned face. She understands immediately, closing her eyes and opening her mouth, her tongue extended to catch my load.

"That's it," I growl, my eyes darting to the mirror one last time. The movement is frantic now—Salma must be right on the edge. "Take my fucking cum, you worthless slut."

My orgasm hits me like a freight train. The first rope of cum shoots out with incredible force, landing across Brittany's cheek and into her open mouth. I continue stroking, directing the next spurts at her forehead, her nose, her chin—covering every inch of her face in my hot seed. Through it all, I stare at the mirror, timing my release perfectly with what I can see of Salma's movements.

"Fuck!" I shout, milking every last drop onto Brittany's face. Through the glass, I hear a muffled cry that can only be Salma reaching her own climax, triggered by watching me mark another woman with my cum.

Brittany kneels before me, her face a mess of tears, mascara, and semen. She looks completely used up, gasping for breath, cum dripping from her chin onto her previously pristine uniform. Despite her disheveled state, she looks up at me with something like awe.

"Holy shit," she whispers, her voice ragged from the abuse. "That was... intense."

I smirk, glancing one more time at the mirror. The fogging is starting to clear as Salma's breathing returns to normal. I wonder if she's as satisfied as I am, or if watching me with Brittany has only made her want me more.

"Just doing my part to help with stress relief," I tell Brittany, reaching for a towel to clean myself off. "Consider it a tip for excellent service."

She laughs weakly, still trying to catch her breath. As she wipes some of my cum from her eyes, I catch a movement through the glass—Salma adjusting her clothing, probably putting herself back together after her own climax. The thought of her watching the whole scene, getting herself off to my dominance over another woman, sends a fresh surge of satisfaction through me.

This cruise is turning out even better than I expected.


Chapter 4

The hot water of the outdoor shower pounds against my back as I rinse the massage oil from my skin. Steam rises around me in the open-air shower stall at the edge of the ship's main pool deck. My muscles feel loose after Brittany's "therapeutic" attention, and my cock is finally satisfied—for now. I close my eyes, enjoying the sensation of the water cascading down my body, when I feel a presence behind me. A familiar scent reaches my nostrils—expensive perfume mixed with arousal. Salma.

"Enjoy the show?" I ask without turning around, a smirk playing on my lips.

Her hands snake around my waist, nails digging into my abs hard enough to leave marks. "You fucking bastard," she hisses, her voice trembling with a mixture of anger and desire. "You did that on purpose."

I spin around to face her, water cascading down my naked body. Salma's still in her sundress from earlier, the thin fabric clinging to her curves as the shower spray begins to soak through it. Her nipples are already hard, pressing against the wet material. Her makeup is slightly smudged—evidence of her activities while watching me with Brittany.

"Did what?" I ask innocently, backing her against the tiled wall. "Got a massage? You're the one who booked it."

Her eyes flash dangerously. "You know exactly what you did. Making that little slut choke on your cock while you talked to me through the mirror."

I grab her wrists and pin them above her head with one hand, my other hand finding her throat. "Jealous?" I ask, squeezing just enough to make her gasp. "Or turned on? Because from where I was standing, it looked like you were enjoying yourself quite a bit."

The shower continues to rain down on us, completely soaking her dress until it's practically transparent. Through the wet fabric, I can see every curve of her body—those big tits with their hard nipples, the flat stomach, the outline of her panties. She looks fucking edible.

"You're mine," she says, trying to sound commanding despite her compromised position. "You don't get to fuck other women."

I laugh, the sound echoing in the small shower stall. "I don't belong to you, Salma. I fuck whoever I want, whenever I want. And you fucking love it."

Before she can protest further, I crash my lips against hers in a brutal kiss. She responds immediately, her mouth opening to accept my tongue, her body arching into mine despite her earlier anger. My hand moves from her throat to grab her ass through the wet dress, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp into my mouth.

"Admit it," I growl against her lips. "Watching me with her turned you on. You came so hard you nearly fogged up the entire mirror."

Her face flushes with embarrassment, but she doesn't deny it. "It doesn't matter. You're still a bastard."

I push my thigh between her legs, feeling the heat radiating from her core even through the wet fabric. "A bastard who makes you cum harder than your husband ever could."

That strikes a nerve. Her hips buck against my thigh involuntarily, seeking friction. I release her wrists only to grab the neckline of her dress and tear it down the middle, exposing her breasts to the cascade of water. They're fucking perfect—large, round, with dusky nipples that beg for my mouth.

"Bradley!" she gasps, glancing around nervously. The shower stall has no door, just a partial wall that anyone walking by could easily see over. "Someone might see us."

"Let them," I growl, lowering my head to take one nipple between my teeth. I bite down just hard enough to make her cry out, her hands flying to my head, fingers tangling in my wet hair.

I push her panties aside without ceremony and slide two fingers into her dripping pussy. She's soaking wet, and not from the shower. Just as I suspected—watching me face-fuck that masseuse turned her on more than she wants to admit.

"Such a hypocrite," I taunt her, curling my fingers inside her, making her gasp. "Acting all jealous while your pussy gets this wet watching me with another woman."

"Shut up and fuck me," she demands, her voice breaking as my thumb finds her clit.

That's all the invitation I need. I lift her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around my waist as I position my already hard cock at her entrance. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself inside her, making her cry out loud enough that anyone nearby would definitely hear.

"Fuck, Bradley!" she moans, her head falling back against the tile wall, exposing her throat to my hungry mouth.

I start pounding into her immediately, not giving her time to adjust to my size. Each thrust drives her back against the hard tile, water splashing around us as our bodies slam together. The wet slapping sounds echo in the small space, mixing with Salma's increasingly loud moans.

"This what you wanted?" I grunt, increasing my pace. "To get fucked like the jealous slut you are?"

"Yes," she admits, her nails raking down my back, leaving marks I'll wear like trophies. "Harder!"

I comply, driving into her with all the strength in my athletic body. Her tits bounce with each impact, water droplets flying off them in a hypnotic rhythm. I lean down to capture one nipple in my mouth again, sucking hard enough to leave a mark.

From the corner of my eye, I catch movement—two women in bikinis passing by the shower area, slowing down as they notice what's happening. Their eyes widen as they take in the scene—me, naked, driving my cock into the clearly married woman wrapped around my waist. I make eye contact with one of them, a redhead with a body almost as nice as Salma's, and wink. She blushes furiously but doesn't look away.

"We have an audience," I whisper in Salma's ear, not slowing my thrusts at all. "Two hot girls checking out your boy toy's technique."

Salma's eyes fly open, darting to the women now openly staring at us. Instead of being embarrassed, I feel her pussy clench tighter around my cock, her arousal visibly increasing.

"You fucking love it," I accuse, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. "Love showing these bitches what you get that they don't."

"Yes," she moans, not even trying to be quiet now. "Show them. Show them how you fuck me."

I redouble my efforts, my hips pistoning into her with enough force to shake her entire body. The women are still watching, joined now by a third—a blonde who looks barely old enough to drink. Their expressions range from shock to obvious arousal as they witness my performance.

"Bradley, oh god, Bradley," Salma chants, her voice echoing across the pool deck. She doesn't care who hears anymore, doesn't care who sees. Her entire world has narrowed to the feeling of my cock stretching her pussy with each devastating thrust.

I grab her hair and yank her head back, forcing her to look at me. "Who do you belong to?" I demand, not slowing my relentless pace.

"You," she gasps, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "I'm yours, Bradley. All fucking yours."

I slam into her harder, making her scream with each thrust. The women watching are mesmerized, unable to tear their eyes away from the spectacle we're making. One of them—the redhead—is subtly pressing her thighs together, clearly aroused by what she's seeing.

"That's right," I growl, loud enough for our audience to hear. "This MILF belongs to me. Every fucking inch of her."

Salma's moans turn to screams as I hit her g-spot repeatedly, my cock drilling into her with merciless precision. Her whole body starts to shake, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft as an orgasm tears through her.

"Bradley! I'm cumming! Fuck, I'm cumming!" she wails, not caring who hears her.

The women watching shift uncomfortably, their own arousal becoming obvious in their flushed cheeks and hard nipples visible through their bikini tops. One of them whispers something to the others, their eyes never leaving my body as I continue to pound Salma through her orgasm.

"That's it," I encourage her, maintaining my brutal pace. "Let everyone hear how good I fuck you."

Salma is still trembling from her orgasm, her legs weak around my waist, but I'm nowhere near finished with her. I pull out suddenly and spin her around, bending her over the low wall that separates the shower area from the pool deck. Her torn dress hangs in tatters around her waist, her ass exposed to anyone walking by. I spread her cheeks with both hands, admiring the view of her pussy, pink and swollen from our fucking, still dripping with her juices.

"Bradley," she pants, looking over her shoulder at me. "Not here. People can see everything."

I slap her ass hard, leaving a bright red handprint on her skin. "That's the point," I growl, positioning my cock at her entrance again. "I want everyone on this fucking ship to know who you belong to."

Without further warning, I slam back into her, burying my entire length in one brutal thrust. She cries out, her fingers gripping the edge of the wall so tightly her knuckles turn white. The angle is perfect—I can see my cock disappearing into her pussy with each thrust, can watch her ass jiggle as our bodies collide.

"Fuck, yes!" she moans, all concerns about being seen apparently forgotten as pleasure overwhelms her again. "Harder, Bradley! Fuck me harder!"

I grab her hips with both hands, digging my fingers into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises. These marks will still be visible when she's in bed with Howard tonight—a reminder of who really owns his wife's body. The thought makes my cock throb inside her.

"You love this, don't you?" I taunt her, increasing my pace. "Love getting fucked where anyone could see you. Such a fucking slut."

"Yes," she admits, her face flushed with arousal and embarrassment. "I love it. I love your cock."

I reach forward and grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back sharply. The new angle allows me to drive even deeper, hitting spots inside her that make her whole body shudder. Water continues to cascade over us from the shower, making our skin slippery, the sound of our bodies colliding even more obscene.

"Tell me," I demand, punctuating each word with a brutal thrust. "Tell me whose pussy this is."

"Yours!" she cries out, her voice echoing across the pool deck. "It's your pussy, Bradley! All yours!"

Our audience from earlier has grown—I can see at least five women now, standing a short distance away, pretending to be engaged in conversation but clearly watching our performance. Their eyes are wide, some with shock, others with undisguised lust. One of them—a brunette in a tiny red bikini—is practically drooling as she watches my ass flex with each thrust.

"Look how wet they're getting watching us," I whisper in Salma's ear, not slowing my pace. "Bet they're all wishing they were you right now."

Salma moans in response, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock at the thought. She's getting off on the exhibition as much as I am—the respectable, married woman being fucked like a whore in public by a college boy.

Suddenly, a familiar voice cuts through the sounds of our fucking. "Salma? Where are you, dear? The dinner reservation is in thirty minutes."

Howard. Fucking perfect timing.

Salma freezes beneath me, her eyes wide with panic. "Bradley," she whispers urgently. "Stop. It's Howard. He's looking for me."

Instead of pulling out, I push deeper, grinding my hips against her ass. "Let him look," I growl, my voice low enough that only she can hear. "I'm not done with you yet."

"But he'll see us—"

I cut her off by slapping her ass again, harder this time. "I don't care. Your husband can watch me fuck his wife if he wants to."

The danger of being caught only makes my cock harder, my thrusts more powerful. Salma bites her lip, trying to stay quiet now that Howard is nearby, but I'm not making it easy for her. I reach around and find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles that I know drive her crazy.

"Bradley!" she hisses, torn between pleasure and panic. "Please!"

I ignore her pleas and continue pounding into her, the sound of our wet bodies slapping together seemingly loud enough to be heard across the entire deck. Through the steam of the shower, I catch a glimpse of Howard's balding head as he walks past the pool area, looking around for his wife.

"He's getting closer," I whisper in Salma's ear, not slowing down at all. "Better keep quiet unless you want him to see what a slut his wife really is."

Her pussy clamps down on my cock at my words, a fresh gush of wetness coating my shaft. The fear of being caught is turning her on even more, despite her protests. Her breathing becomes ragged, her body trembling as another orgasm approaches.

"That's it," I encourage her, my thumb still working her clit. "Cum on my cock while your husband looks for you."

"Oh god, oh god," she whimpers, her voice barely audible. "I'm going to cum again."

I increase my pace, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to shake her entire body. Each impact pushes her against the wall, her tits rubbing against the rough surface, adding to her stimulation.

"Salma?" Howard calls again, his voice closer now. "Are you in the shower area?"

I see his figure approaching through the steam, his thick glasses making him look even more pathetic. He's squinting, trying to see through the mist created by the hot shower. In seconds, he'll be close enough to recognize his wife bent over, taking my cock like the slut she is.

Salma's panic reaches new heights, but so does her arousal. Her pussy is spasming around my cock, her entire body tensing as she teeters on the edge of another orgasm. I feel my own climax building, my balls tightening, ready to explode.

"I'm going to cum," I growl in her ear. "Where do you want it?"

"Not inside," she gasps, her eyes still fixed on Howard's approaching figure. "Pull out."

I continue thrusting for a few more seconds, bringing us both to the brink. Just as Howard is about to reach the shower area, I pull out completely and spin Salma around to face me. In one swift motion, I push her to her knees and grab my cock, aiming it at her face and tits.

With a grunt of satisfaction, I explode, the first rope of cum landing across her cheek and into her hair. The second and third cover her tits, dripping down between them. She opens her mouth automatically, catching the last few spurts on her tongue like the well-trained slut she is.

Through the steam, I see Howard pause, confused by the shower running with no one seemingly in it. Salma is kneeling below his line of sight, her face and tits covered in my cum. Just as he's about to investigate further, someone calls his name from the pool area.

"Mr. Reyes! There you are. I was hoping to discuss that investment opportunity before dinner."

Howard hesitates, then turns toward the voice. "Of course, of course. I'm just looking for my wife."

"I believe I saw her heading toward the spa earlier," the man lies, giving us a knowing wink as he leads Howard away.

The moment they're gone, Salma collapses against me, relief and post-orgasmic bliss making her body shake. My cum is still dripping down her face and chest, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible.

"That was too close," she whispers, but I can hear the excitement in her voice. The near-miss with her husband has left her even more aroused.

"Clean it up," I command, gesturing to my softening cock. "Don't waste a drop."

Without hesitation, she takes me in her mouth, her tongue working to lick every trace of our combined fluids from my shaft. Even now, with my cum covering her face and her dress torn to shreds, she looks fucking gorgeous—a high-class MILF debased to her proper level.

"Such a good cocksucker," I praise her, running my fingers through her wet hair. "Howard has no idea what a slut he married."

She looks up at me, my cock still in her mouth, her eyes gleaming with mischief. The shower continues to rain down on us, washing away the evidence of our fucking just as Howard walks past the shower area again, still searching for his wife.

"I should go," she says reluctantly, once my cock is clean. "He'll never stop looking otherwise."

I grab her chin roughly, forcing her to look at me. "Tonight. Your cabin. Once he's asleep."

It's not a request, and she knows it. She nods, a shiver of anticipation running through her body.

"Don't clean yourself up too well," I tell her as she gathers the tatters of her dress around her. "I want you to smell like my cum when you sit next to him at dinner."

She blushes but doesn't argue. As she steps out of the shower, quickly calling out to Howard to distract him from her disheveled appearance, I lean back against the tile wall, thoroughly satisfied. Five more days on this cruise, and I plan to fuck Salma in every corner of this ship, each time with the risk of her husband catching us adding an extra thrill.

This vacation is turning out to be even better than I expected.


Chapter 5

I stroll across the pool deck, my body glistening with sweat from my workout, wearing nothing but my gym shorts riding low on my hips. Women's heads turn as I pass, their hungry eyes following my every move. I'm used to it—the star quarterback with a body carved from stone tends to have that effect. I grab a towel from one of the attendants and wipe my face, making sure to flex my abs just enough to put on a show for the ladies pretending not to stare.

That's when I notice them—two smoking hot MILFs sitting at the outdoor bar, whispering to each other as they eye me like I'm the main course of their fantasy meal.

They're both solid tens—not college girl hot, but mature woman hot, like Salma. The brunette has legs that go on forever, crossed at the knee with one foot bouncing slowly. She's wearing a tight white sundress that hugs every curve of her body, showing off tits that strain against the fabric. The blonde beside her is equally stacked, her hair falling in waves around her shoulders, her lips painted a glossy red that makes me think about how they'd look wrapped around my cock. Her sundress is shorter, showing off tanned thighs that I immediately imagine gripping my waist.

I lock eyes with the brunette and hold her gaze, making sure she knows I've caught her staring. Instead of looking away embarrassed like most women would, she smiles and whispers something to her friend. They both laugh, their eyes never leaving me. Fuck, these women know exactly what they want. My cock stirs in my shorts at the thought.

I decide to have some fun and head to the bar, choosing a spot just a few feet away from them. I order a beer and make a show of stretching my arms above my head, knowing it makes my chest and abs flex perfectly. When I look back at them, they're both watching me, not even trying to hide their interest anymore.

"You know, it's rude to stare," I say with a smirk, taking a swig of my beer.

The brunette laughs, a throaty sound that screams sex. "We were just discussing whether those muscles are as hard as they look," she says, her eyes running down my chest to the bulge in my shorts. "I'm Daniela, by the way. And this is Monica."

"Bradley," I reply, extending my hand. Daniela takes it, holding on a little too long, her thumb brushing against my palm in a way that's definitely not accidental.

"Bradley," Monica repeats, testing my name on her tongue. "Are you traveling alone, Bradley?"

I think of Salma and Howard somewhere else on the ship and smile. "Not exactly. I'm here with friends, but they're... occupied at the moment."

Daniela shifts in her seat, uncrossing and recrossing her legs, making sure I get a glimpse of what's underneath her dress. "What a shame to leave you all by yourself," she says, her voice dropping lower. "Monica and I were just saying how we could use some... company today."

My cock hardens further, straining against my shorts. These women aren't even trying to be subtle. I step closer, positioning myself between them.

"Is that right?" I ask, letting my hands rest on the bar behind them, effectively boxing them in with my body. "And what kind of company were you looking for?"

Monica's hand lands on my chest, her fingers tracing the lines of my muscles. "The kind that can handle two at once," she purrs, her breath hot against my neck as she leans in closer. "You look like you might be up to the challenge."

Blood rushes to my cock so fast I feel light-headed. These two MILFs are practically offering themselves to me on a silver fucking platter. I glance around the deck, seeing Howard nowhere in sight. Perfect.

"I've never been one to back down from a challenge," I tell them, moving my hands to rest on their thighs, one for each woman. They both inhale sharply at my touch, their skin hot under my palms.

Daniela picks up her cocktail, taking a sip while maintaining eye contact with me over the rim of her glass. When she lowers it, her hand "accidentally" tips, sending the cold liquid splashing across my chest and abs.

"Oh my god!" she gasps, feigning shock. "I'm so clumsy. Let me help you clean that up."

She grabs a cocktail napkin and presses it against my chest, her hand lingering as she dabs at the spilled drink. I can feel her nipples hardening against my arm as she leans in closer, her breath coming faster.

"This isn't going to work," Monica says, standing up and moving even closer to me. "You need to rinse that off before the sugar makes you all sticky."

Daniela nods in agreement, her hand still on my chest. "There's a unisex bathroom just around the corner," she suggests, her eyes dark with desire. "Monica and I could help you... get cleaned up."

The implication is crystal clear. My cock throbs painfully in my shorts, and I'm sure they can see it twitching against the thin fabric.

"That sounds like exactly what I need," I reply, my voice husky with arousal.

Daniela slides off her stool, grabbing her purse with one hand and my arm with the other. Monica moves to my other side, her hip bumping against mine as we start walking. Their hands are all over me—fingers trailing across my back, grazing my ass, brushing against the front of my shorts "by accident."

We reach the bathroom door, and Daniela checks to make sure no one's watching before pushing it open. It's one of those fancy single-occupancy bathrooms with plenty of space, a full-length mirror on one wall, and a counter with a sink. Perfect for what we're about to do.

The door has barely closed behind us before Monica's hands are on the waistband of my shorts, her fingers dipping just below the elastic.

"We should get you out of these wet clothes," she whispers, her lips brushing against my ear. "Don't you agree, Daniela?"

Daniela locks the door with a definitive click and turns back to us, her eyes gleaming with predatory hunger. "Absolutely," she says, moving closer until her body is pressed against my side, her tits squishing against my arm. "We wouldn't want you catching cold."

My heart pounds in my chest, my cock so hard it could cut diamonds. Two hot MILFs in a locked bathroom, their hands already working their way into my shorts. This cruise just keeps getting better and better.

"By all means, ladies," I say, spreading my arms wide. "Clean me up."

Monica's fingers hook into the waistband of my shorts and yank them down in one swift motion, my cock springing free and slapping against my abs. Both women gasp audibly, their eyes widening at the sight. Daniela reaches out, wrapping her manicured fingers around my shaft, her touch sending electricity through my body as she strokes me slowly.

"Fuck," she breathes, her eyes locked on my cock. "He's huge, Monica."

"Bigger than my ex-husband," Monica agrees, licking her lips as she drops to her knees in front of me. Daniela follows suit, both of these high-class MILFs kneeling on the bathroom floor for me, their faces level with my throbbing cock. The power of it makes my heart pound harder.

"Ladies," I say, my voice dropping to a commanding growl, "show me what those pretty mouths can do."

They don't need to be told twice. Monica leans forward first, her tongue darting out to lick a long, slow stripe from the base of my shaft to the tip. Daniela moves to the other side, mirroring her friend's movements. Their tongues work in tandem, lapping at my cock like it's a melting ice cream cone, their eyes looking up at me with a mixture of lust and submission.

"That's it," I encourage them, one hand tangling in Daniela's dark hair, the other gripping the back of Monica's head. "Get it nice and wet."

They work together, their tongues meeting at the tip of my cock, swirling around the head before sliding back down the length. The sight is fucking intoxicating—two mature, sexy women worshipping my cock together, their lipstick leaving colorful marks on my shaft. Monica takes the initiative, wrapping her lips around the head and sucking gently while Daniela continues to lick and kiss the underside.

"Good girl," I growl, tightening my grip in Monica's blonde hair. "Take more of it."

She tries to obey, her mouth stretching around my girth as she takes another inch. Daniela moves lower, her tongue tracing the seam of my balls before taking one into her mouth, sucking gently. The dual sensation makes my cock throb harder, a drop of pre-cum leaking from the tip. Monica eagerly licks it away, moaning at the taste.

I'm done with their gentle teasing. I want to see these polished MILFs get dirty. I pull Monica off my cock by her hair, making her gasp in surprise and arousal.

"Open," I command, pressing the head of my cock against her lips. "Wide."

Her mouth opens obediently, and I thrust forward without hesitation, pushing my cock past her lips and into the wet heat of her mouth. Her eyes widen as I hit the back of her throat, her hands flying up to grab my thighs for support.

"Relax your throat," I tell her, holding her head firmly in place as I begin to thrust. "Take it all."

Daniela watches, her hand sliding between her legs, rubbing herself through her dress as I fuck her friend's face. I grab her hair with my free hand and pull her up, forcing her to stand next to me.

"Kiss me," I demand, pulling her mouth to mine. Her lips are soft and eager, her tongue immediately seeking mine. I kiss her roughly, biting her lower lip as I continue to thrust into Monica's mouth. Daniela moans into the kiss, her hand gripping my shoulder for support as her knees weaken.

I pull out of Monica's mouth with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. Her mascara is already smudging, her lipstick smeared across her face and my shaft. I turn my attention to Daniela now, pushing her down to her knees.

"Your turn," I tell her, guiding my cock to her mouth. She opens eagerly, taking me without hesitation. I thrust deep immediately, making her gag around my length. The sound is obscene, wet and desperate, echoing in the small bathroom.

I pull Monica up now, kissing her while I fuck Daniela's mouth. I can taste myself on Monica's tongue, mixed with the mint of her lipgloss. She kisses me back hungrily, her hand reaching down to squeeze my ass, encouraging me to thrust harder into her friend's mouth.

"You like watching me fuck her face?" I ask Monica, my voice rough with arousal.

"God, yes," she moans, her eyes darting down to where my cock disappears between Daniela's lips. "It's so fucking hot."

I grab the back of Daniela's head with both hands now, holding her in place as I increase my pace. Her throat bulges with each thrust, her eyes watering as I use her mouth like a pussy. She takes it all, her hands gripping my thighs, nails digging into my skin.

"Look at that," I growl to Monica, who's watching in fascination. "She's taking my whole fucking cock down her throat. Why don't you help her?"

Monica drops back down to her knees, her hand moving to cup my balls as I continue to face-fuck Daniela. She leans in, licking and sucking at the base of my shaft when it's visible, occasionally darting her tongue out to touch Daniela's stretched lips.

I pull out of Daniela's mouth, giving her a chance to gasp for air. Her face is a mess—mascara running, lipstick completely gone, saliva dripping down her chin. She looks utterly debauched, and I fucking love it.

"Switch," I command, grabbing Monica's hair and pulling her toward my cock. I thrust into her mouth while Daniela recovers, setting a brutal pace that has Monica gagging and choking around my length. The sounds she makes only turn me on more—wet, desperate, primal.

Daniela stands, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. I grab her wrist and pull her into another kiss, more violent this time. My free hand finds her breast through her dress, squeezing roughly. She moans into my mouth, pressing herself against me as I continue to fuck her friend's mouth.

Both these women are completely at my mercy, eager to be used however I want. My cock throbs at the thought, my balls tightening as I feel my orgasm building. Not yet, though. I've got more plans for these horny MILFs.

I pull out of Monica's mouth, looking down at both women kneeling before me. They're both breathing hard, their faces flushed and messy, their eyes glazed with lust. My cock stands proudly between them, wet with their spit, harder than it's ever been.

"Stand up, both of you," I order, my voice thick with arousal. "Turn around and bend over the sink. I want to see what you're both hiding under those dresses."

They exchange glances, a mix of excitement and anticipation crossing their faces. They stand on shaky legs, turning to face the sink and mirror as ordered. I'm not done with their mouths yet, but now I want to see what else these MILFs have to offer.

Daniela and Monica turn and bend over the sink as ordered, their asses pushing out toward me invitingly. I step behind them, running my hands up the backs of their thighs and under their dresses. My fingers find the edge of Daniela's lace panties while Monica, I discover with a grin, isn't wearing any at all. I grab the hem of their dresses and yank them up over their asses, exposing both women to my hungry gaze.

"Look at that," I growl, admiring their contrasting but equally enticing bodies. Daniela's ass is fuller, rounder, with a gorgeous tan that suggests frequent sunbathing naked. Monica's is tighter, athletic, with a tiny birthmark just above her right cheek that I immediately want to bite.

I hook my fingers into Daniela's panties and roughly pull them down to her knees. She steps out of them obediently, spreading her legs wider to give me better access. Both women are already soaking wet, their arousal evident in the glistening of their pussies.

"So fucking wet," I comment, running my fingers through Daniela's folds, then Monica's. "You two got this wet just from sucking my cock?"

"Yes," they answer in unison, their voices breathy with need.

I position myself behind Monica first, rubbing the head of my cock against her entrance, teasing her. She pushes back against me, desperate for more.

"Look at your friend in the mirror," I command her. "Watch her face while I fuck you."

Monica raises her eyes to meet Daniela's in the mirror. The connection between them is electric, a silent communication passing between these friends as they share this experience. I grab Monica's hips and thrust forward hard, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. She cries out, her back arching as she takes my full length.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her fingers gripping the edge of the sink so tightly her knuckles turn white. "So big!"

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling back and slamming in again immediately. Each thrust forces a gasp from her lips, her tits bouncing beneath her dress. Daniela watches, her eyes dark with desire as she waits her turn, one hand reaching down to touch herself.

"Kiss her," I order Daniela, not slowing my pace. "Make out with your friend while I fuck her."

Daniela leans closer to Monica, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss that muffles Monica's moans. My cock throbs at the sight—two gorgeous MILFs making out while I pound one of them from behind. I reach forward and grab a fistful of Monica's blonde hair, yanking her head back sharply. The new angle allows me to drive even deeper, hitting spots that make her whole body shudder.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her face contort with pleasure in the mirror. "Take that cock like the slut you are."

My free hand reaches around to grope her tit through her dress, feeling her nipple hardening against my palm. I squeeze roughly, making her gasp into Daniela's mouth. The wet sounds of my cock driving into her pussy fill the bathroom, obscene and primal.

After a few more brutal thrusts, I pull out of Monica and immediately position myself behind Daniela. She's more than ready, her pussy practically dripping with anticipation. I thrust into her without warning, making her cry out against Monica's lips.

"Oh God!" she gasps, breaking the kiss momentarily. "Fuck, yes!"

I grab Daniela's dark hair now, wrapping it around my fist like a rope and pulling back hard. Her back arches beautifully, forcing her ass higher, allowing me to penetrate even deeper. My other hand wraps around her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her pulse race beneath my fingers, but not enough to cut off her air completely.

"You like being choked while you get fucked?" I ask, my voice a low growl in her ear.

She can only nod, words beyond her as pleasure overwhelms her senses. I tighten my grip slightly, feeling her pussy clench around my cock in response. Monica watches, fascinated, before leaning in to kiss Daniela again. Their tongues dance together, visible when they pull back slightly, a performance they know I'm enjoying.

I release Daniela's throat to tear down the top of her dress, exposing her tits. They're magnificent—full and firm with dark nipples that beg for attention. I grab one roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers, making her moan into Monica's mouth.

"Such perfect tits," I tell her, slapping one lightly, watching it bounce. "Made for fucking grabbing while I pound this pussy."

I thrust harder, my balls slapping against her with each impact. Her whole body shakes, trembles running through her as an orgasm approaches. I can feel her getting tighter around me, her walls clenching rhythmically.

"That's it," I encourage, maintaining my brutal pace. "Cum on my cock like the whore you are."

Her body obeys, convulsing as she screams into Monica's mouth, her pussy gripping my shaft like a vice. I fuck her through it, not slowing down, prolonging her orgasm until she's trembling uncontrollably.

I pull out of her and immediately thrust back into Monica, who gasps in surprise at the sudden penetration. I grab her throat now, squeezing gently as I resume my punishing rhythm. Daniela, still recovering from her orgasm, reaches down to play with Monica's clit, helping to push her friend toward release.

"Work together," I command them. "I want to feel you cum, Monica."

They obey beautifully, Daniela's fingers circling Monica's clit while I pound into her from behind. Monica's moans grow louder, more desperate, her body tensing as she approaches climax.

"Cum for me," I demand, tightening my grip on her throat slightly. "Now."

On command, she explodes, her pussy contracting around my cock, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. Daniela kisses her through it, swallowing her screams of pleasure.

I pull out again, switching back to Daniela, whose pussy is still sensitive from her recent orgasm. She gasps as I enter her again, the overstimulation making her legs shake. I grab both her tits now, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock with each thrust.

"Fuck, your pussy feels amazing," I grunt, increasing my pace. "So fucking tight."

I alternate between them several more times, pulling out of one and thrusting into the other without missing a beat. Their bodies respond to me perfectly, taking everything I give them. With each switch, their kisses grow more desperate, their moans louder, their bodies more responsive.

I grab both their hair now, one in each hand, pulling their heads back so they're looking at themselves in the mirror. Their faces are flushed with pleasure, lipstick smeared, eyes glazed.

"Look at yourselves," I tell them, my cock buried deep in Monica at the moment. "Look what I've turned you into."

They stare at their reflections, seeing the debauched state I've reduced them to—respectable married women bent over a public bathroom sink, being fucked by a college quarterback while making out with each other. The realization only seems to turn them on more, their pussies getting wetter, their moans more desperate.

I've never felt more powerful, switching between these two gorgeous MILFs at will, using their bodies for my pleasure, watching them come undone at my command. But I'm not finished with them yet—not by a long shot.

I feel the pressure building in my balls as I pound into Daniela's soaking pussy, her walls still quivering from her last orgasm. My cock is coated with the juices of both women after switching between them so many times. I pull out suddenly, grabbing a fistful of Daniela's hair and yanking her down to her knees in front of me.

"Monica," I bark, "on your knees. Now."

Monica quickly joins her friend, both women kneeling before me, their faces flushed with exertion and arousal, their lipstick long gone, hair disheveled from my rough handling. My cock throbs between them, glistening with the combined wetness of their pussies.

"Clean it," I command, gripping my shaft and slapping it against Daniela's cheek, leaving a wet streak of her own juices. "Both of you. Lick it clean."

They exchange a brief glance before leaning forward eagerly, their tongues darting out to lap at my shaft. Daniela starts at the base while Monica works the head, both women moaning as they taste each other on my cock. The sight is fucking incredible—two high-class MILFs on their knees in a public bathroom, licking their combined juices from my shaft like it's the most delicious thing they've ever tasted.

"That's it," I encourage them, one hand tangled in Daniela's dark hair, the other gripping Monica's blonde locks. "Get it nice and clean. Show me how much you love the taste of each other."

Their tongues occasionally meet as they work, leading to brief, sloppy kisses around my cock that send jolts of pleasure shooting up my spine. Monica takes the initiative, wrapping her lips around the head and sucking hard, her cheeks hollowing as she tries to draw out my cum. Not to be outdone, Daniela moves lower, taking one of my balls into her mouth, sucking gently while her hand wraps around the base of my shaft.

"Fuck, that feels good," I groan, my hips jerking involuntarily. I'm close now, the dual sensation of their mouths pushing me toward the edge. "Keep going. I'm gonna cum soon."

Monica doubles her efforts, bobbing her head faster, taking more of my length with each downward motion. Daniela continues to work my balls, her tongue swirling around them, her eyes locked on mine as she gauges my reaction. The sight of these two gorgeous women working together to please me, coupled with the intense physical sensation, is almost too much to bear.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Monica, open your mouth. I want to cum on your tongue."

Monica pulls back slightly, keeping just the head of my cock between her lips, her tongue extended. Daniela moves up, her face next to Monica's, watching intently as I approach my climax. I grip my shaft, stroking the portion not in Monica's mouth, my pace increasing as the pressure builds.

"Fuck!" I grunt, my entire body tensing as the first rope of cum shoots into Monica's waiting mouth. She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending another wave of pleasure through me as I continue to pump my load onto her tongue. "Take it all. Don't swallow yet."

Monica obeys, keeping her mouth open as I fill it with my seed. Some spills over her bottom lip, dripping down her chin. When I'm finally spent, I pull back, admiring the sight of my cum pooled on her tongue, her eyes glazed with lust as she waits for further instruction.

"Show Daniela," I command, and Monica turns to her friend, opening her mouth wider to display my load.

Daniela's eyes darken with desire at the sight, and without being told, she leans forward and presses her lips to Monica's. Their mouths open against each other, and I watch in fascination as my cum passes between them, some of it transferring to Daniela's tongue. They pull back slightly, a string of white connecting their lips, before diving in for another kiss.

"Holy fuck," I breathe, my cock hardening again at the obscene display. "That's it, share it between you."

They continue kissing, passing my cum back and forth, moaning into each other's mouths. Daniela's hand comes up to cup Monica's breast through her dress, squeezing roughly. Monica responds by sliding her hand between Daniela's legs, finding her still-wet pussy and pressing her fingers against it.

I watch, transfixed, as they put on a show for me. Daniela pulls back from the kiss, a mouthful of cum and saliva visible on her tongue. She tilts her head back slightly, letting some of it drip from her mouth directly into Monica's waiting one. The sight is pornographic in its explicitness—two MILFs swapping my cum like it's the most natural thing in the world.

"Filthy fucking sluts," I growl appreciatively. "You love the taste of my cum, don't you?"

They nod in unison, not breaking their erotic display. Monica now has most of the load in her mouth, mixed with their combined saliva. She tilts her head back and lets it drip slowly back into Daniela's waiting mouth, the white streaks landing on her tongue and lips. Some misses, running down Daniela's chin and onto her exposed breasts. Monica leans down and licks it off, tracing the path of cum with her tongue before returning to Daniela's mouth for another deep kiss.

The load is growing with their saliva, becoming more viscous as they continue to swap it between them. Their kissing becomes more frantic, more desperate, hands roaming over each other's bodies as they moan and sigh. Daniela's fingers find Monica's nipple, pinching it hard enough to make her gasp, allowing some of the mixture to spill down both their chins.

"Don't waste it," I warn them, my voice husky with renewed arousal. "Lick that up."

They obey immediately, tongues darting out to clean each other's chins before returning to their obscene kissing. The mixture of cum and saliva is now a considerable amount, and they pass it back and forth with increasing skill, making sure I can see every transfer, every filthy detail.

Finally, Daniela pulls back, holding the entire mixture in her mouth. She looks up at me, silently asking permission. I nod once, firmly.

"Swallow it," I command. "Both of you. Share it one more time, then swallow every drop."

Daniela passes half the load to Monica in one final, deep kiss. Then both women tilt their heads back, their throats working as they swallow my cum, mixed with their combined saliva. When they're done, they open their mouths to show me they've obeyed, tongues out, empty.

"Good girls," I praise them, reaching down to stroke their cheeks. "That was quite a show."

They smile up at me, pleased with my approval. Their faces are flushed, makeup smeared, hair a tangled mess. They look thoroughly used, debauched in the most delicious way. Daniela wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, while Monica adjusts her dress, pulling it back up over her exposed breasts.

"We should do this again before the cruise ends," Monica suggests, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment of her throat.

"Definitely," Daniela agrees, her eyes still dark with lingering desire. "Maybe next time in one of our cabins. More space, more possibilities."

I tuck my cock back into my shorts, already considering the possibilities. "Give me your cabin numbers," I tell them, helping them both to their feet. "I might just take you up on that offer."

As they straighten their clothes and try to fix their appearance, I can't help but think of Salma, probably looking for me somewhere on the ship. The thought of her finding out about this encounter sends a thrill through me. Maybe next time, I'll invite her to join us—or better yet, let her catch us in the act.

This cruise just keeps getting better and better.


Chapter 6

Night falls over the cruise ship, the gentle rocking of the ocean lulling most passengers to sleep. I lie on my bed in my cabin, the connecting door to Howard and Salma's room slightly ajar—just as we planned earlier. Through the thin wall, I can hear their muffled voices, Howard's whiny tone grating on my nerves even through the barrier. I smirk in the darkness, knowing exactly what's happening next door.

"Salma, honey, I thought maybe tonight we could..." Howard's pathetic attempt at seduction carries through the wall clearly enough for me to hear. I roll my eyes, imagining his flabby hands pawing at what I consider mine.

"I'm really tired, Howard," Salma responds, her voice flat and disinterested. "It's been a long day."

"But we're on vacation," he protests weakly. "And you look so beautiful in that nightgown."

I have to stifle a laugh. If only he knew what his wife was doing this afternoon—bent over in the shower with my cock buried inside her while strangers watched. Or how many times she came with my hand around her throat. The thought makes my cock stir beneath the sheets.

"I've got a headache," Salma says, the classic excuse that tells me she's setting things up perfectly for our plan. "Why don't you take your sleeping pill? You said you wanted to be well-rested for your meeting tomorrow."

There's a pause, then the sound of movement. "I suppose you're right," Howard concedes, clearly disappointed. "The investors are expecting a full presentation by 9 AM."

I hear the rattle of a pill bottle, followed by the sound of water being poured. Perfect. Howard's sleeping pills knock him out cold—we've tested this before, fucking right next to his unconscious body while he doesn't stir an inch. The thought of doing it again sends a fresh wave of arousal through me.

I wait patiently, listening as Howard's breathing eventually slows and deepens, indicating he's fallen asleep. The minutes tick by, and finally, I receive the text we'd arranged earlier:

"He's out. Come over."

My heart pounds with anticipation as I slip out of bed. I'm wearing only a pair of boxer briefs, my cock already half-hard at the thought of what's to come. I push the connecting door open wider, careful not to make any noise, and step into their dimly lit cabin. The room is larger than mine, with a king-sized bed taking up most of the space. Howard lies on his back on the far side, mouth slightly open, glasses on the nightstand, completely dead to the world.

Salma sits up against the headboard on the near side, a silk robe loosely tied around her body. The bedside lamp casts a soft glow that highlights the curves of her body beneath the thin fabric. Her dark hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, and her eyes gleam with wicked excitement when she spots me.

"He's completely out," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "The pills plus three glasses of wine at dinner. He won't wake up if a storm hits."

I move closer to the bed, my eyes fixed on her. The danger of the situation—fucking another man's wife right next to him as he sleeps—makes my blood pump faster, my cock growing harder with each step.

"You're fucking incredible," I tell her, reaching the edge of the bed. "Setting this up so perfectly."

She smiles, a predatory look that most people never get to see from the respectable Mrs. Reyes. "I've been wet all day thinking about it," she admits, reaching for my hand and guiding it between the folds of her robe to her bare breast. "Knowing you'd be in our bed tonight, taking what's yours while he sleeps."

I squeeze her tit roughly, feeling her nipple harden against my palm. Her breath catches, her back arching slightly to press more firmly into my touch. I lean down, my lips finding hers in a hungry kiss that she returns with equal fervor. Her mouth opens immediately, her tongue seeking mine as her hands come up to grip my shoulders.

"I fucked two women today," I whisper against her lips, wanting to see her reaction. "Right after you left the shower area. Two hot MILFs in the bathroom."

Her eyes flash with jealousy, but her pussy tells a different story. My free hand has found its way between her thighs, and I can feel how soaked she is at my confession.

"Did you think about me while you fucked them?" she asks, her voice trembling slightly as my fingers explore her wet folds.

"I thought about how much hotter you are," I lie smoothly, knowing exactly what she wants to hear. "How much better your pussy feels around my cock."

Her body responds instantly, a fresh gush of wetness coating my fingers. I climb onto the bed, careful not to disturb Howard's side, and position myself over Salma. My hands find the tie of her robe, pulling it open with a swift, calculated movement that makes her gasp softly.

The sight that greets me steals my breath for a moment. Her body is fucking perfect—toned from her regular workouts but still soft in all the right places. Her tits are full and perky, nipples hard and pointing straight at me in the dim light. Her stomach is flat, leading down to the neatly trimmed dark patch between her legs. The tan lines from her bikini only accentuate the paleness of her most intimate areas, making them seem even more forbidden and enticing.

"Look at you," I whisper, my eyes drinking in every inch of her exposed body. "Lying naked next to your husband, waiting for my cock."

She shivers at my words, spreading her legs wider in silent invitation. I lower my head to her breast, taking one nipple into my mouth and biting down just hard enough to make her gasp. Her hands fly to my hair, fingers tangling in it as she pulls me closer. I suck hard, leaving a mark that she'll have to hide from Howard tomorrow, then move to the other breast to give it the same treatment.

My hands explore her body possessively, gripping, squeezing, marking. I slide my palms down her sides to her hips, then back up to cup her tits, thumbs rubbing rough circles around her nipples. She writhes beneath me, careful to keep her movements controlled so as not to wake Howard, who continues to sleep peacefully just feet away from where I'm about to fuck his wife.

I pull back just enough to push my boxer briefs down, freeing my cock. It springs up hard and ready, the head already leaking pre-cum at the sight of Salma's naked body and the thrill of the situation. She reaches for it hungrily, wrapping her fingers around the shaft and stroking it a few times.

"I need you inside me," she whispers, her voice thick with desire. "Please, Bradley."

I position myself between her legs, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. I glance over at Howard—still completely unconscious, unaware that his star quarterback is about to claim his wife once again. The power of the moment surges through me, making my cock throb against Salma's wet pussy.

"Remember," I growl softly, leaning down so my lips brush against her ear. "You belong to me now. This pussy is mine."

She nods frantically, her hips lifting slightly to try to take me in. "Yours," she agrees breathlessly. "All yours, Bradley."

I grip her thighs, pushing them wider apart, preparing to thrust into her. The anticipation builds between us, her body trembling with need, my cock aching to be buried inside her. Howard sleeps on, oblivious to the betrayal about to happen right beside him.

I thrust forward in one powerful movement, burying my cock to the hilt inside Salma's waiting pussy. She gasps, her back arching off the bed, her eyes wide with the sudden intrusion. I cover her mouth with my hand, muffling the moan that threatens to escape her lips. Her walls clench around me immediately, hot and tight and so fucking wet. Howard continues to snore softly beside us, completely unaware that his wife's pussy is stretched around my cock just inches away.

"Fuck, you're tight," I whisper harshly, pulling back only to slam forward again. The bed shifts slightly with the force of my thrust, but not enough to disturb Howard's drug-induced sleep. "Always so fucking tight for me."

Salma's eyes roll back, pleasure overtaking her features as I establish a brutal rhythm. Each thrust drives my cock deeper inside her, her pussy gripping me like a vice, trying to milk the cum from my balls already. I remove my hand from her mouth, confident now that she can control her volume, and move it to her throat instead. My fingers wrap around her neck, applying just enough pressure to make her pulse race beneath my palm.

"This is what you need, isn't it?" I taunt, increasing my pace. "Your husband right there, and you're still taking my cock like the slut you are."

She nods frantically, unable to form words as I pound into her. Her tits bounce with each impact, drawing my attention. I release her throat to grab both breasts, squeezing them roughly, pinching her nipples between my fingers. She bites her lip to keep from crying out, her body responding to my rough handling with a fresh gush of wetness around my shaft.

My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, creating a wet, obscene sound that seems impossibly loud in the quiet cabin. But Howard doesn't stir, his breathing remaining deep and even as I fuck his wife beside him. The forbidden nature of what we're doing only makes it hotter, my cock swelling even larger inside Salma's stretched pussy.

I lean down, my mouth finding her neck, teeth grazing the sensitive skin there. I bite down, harder than necessary, marking her. She'll have to wear high-necked shirts tomorrow to hide the evidence, but right now, she doesn't care. Her hands clutch at my back, nails digging into my skin, leaving marks of her own.

"Bradley," she breathes, barely audible, "harder. Please."

I grab both her wrists in one hand, pinning them above her head against the pillow. The position forces her back to arch, pressing her tits up invitingly. With my free hand, I grip her hip, holding her in place as I increase the force of my thrusts. Each impact shakes her entire body, her tits bouncing wildly, her face contorting with the effort of staying quiet.

"You fucking love this," I growl into her ear, my breath hot against her skin. "Getting railed right next to your pathetic husband. Such a dirty fucking slut."

Her pussy clenches tighter at my words, her arousal evident in the way she writhes beneath me, desperate for more. I tighten my grip on her wrists, pressing them harder into the pillow, asserting my dominance completely. With my other hand, I grip her jaw, forcing her to look at me.

"Who does this pussy belong to?" I demand, punctuating the question with a particularly brutal thrust.

"You," she gasps, her eyes locked with mine. "It's yours, Bradley."

I spit directly onto her face, watching as it lands on her cheek and slides toward her mouth. Far from being disgusted, she turns her face slightly, trying to catch it with her tongue. The sight of this elegant, sophisticated woman eagerly accepting such degradation makes my cock throb inside her.

"That's right," I affirm, releasing her jaw to slap her cheek lightly. "Mine to fuck whenever I want, however I want."

I pull out suddenly, flipping her over onto her stomach in one swift motion. Howard stirs slightly at the movement, but doesn't wake. Salma freezes, her eyes wide with fear and excitement as she watches her husband for any sign of consciousness. When he settles back into deep breathing, she relaxes, pushing her ass up toward me invitingly.

I grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back as I position my cock at her entrance again. With one hard thrust, I'm back inside her, the new angle allowing me to penetrate even deeper. The headboard bumps lightly against the wall with each thrust now, creating a rhythmic thumping that would be unmistakable to anyone passing by in the hallway.

"Fucking take it," I hiss, maintaining my grip on her hair while my other hand squeezes her ass hard enough to leave fingerprints. "Take every inch of my cock."

I lean down, licking a long stripe up her spine before biting the back of her neck like an animal claiming its mate. She shudders beneath me, her whole body trembling as I continue to pound into her. I can feel her getting close, her pussy beginning to spasm around my shaft, her breathing becoming more erratic.

"Bradley," she whimpers, her voice muffled by the pillow she's pressing her face into. "I'm going to cum. Oh god, I'm going to cum."

"Do it," I command, releasing her hair to reach beneath her, my fingers finding her clit. I rub it in tight circles, timing my touch with my thrusts. "Cum on my cock while your husband sleeps right next to you."

That pushes her over the edge. Her entire body goes rigid, her pussy clamping down on my cock so hard it almost pushes me out. Her orgasm tears through her with such intensity that she has to bite the pillow to keep from screaming. I can feel every pulse, every contraction as her walls milk my shaft, trying to draw my cum deep inside her.

But I'm not ready to finish yet. I continue fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it, intensifying it. Her legs shake uncontrollably, her fingers clutching desperately at the sheets. When the initial wave subsides, she collapses forward, utterly spent, but I follow her down, maintaining my position inside her.

"Did I say I was done with you?" I whisper harshly, grabbing her hips and pulling her ass back up. "I'm going to fuck you until I decide you've had enough."

She moans weakly, her body oversensitive after her intense climax, but she doesn't protest. If anything, she pushes back against me, accepting whatever I choose to give her. I resume my punishing rhythm, each thrust sending aftershocks of pleasure through her trembling body.

I flip her over again, wanting to see her face as I continue to use her body. Her cheeks are flushed, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss, her lips parted as she struggles to catch her breath. I hook my arms under her knees, pushing her legs back toward her chest, opening her up completely to my invasion.

The new angle has me hitting her g-spot directly, and I can see from her expression that it's almost too much. Her eyes widen, her mouth forming a silent 'O' of pleasure bordering on pain. But I don't slow down—if anything, I increase my pace, my hips slamming against her with enough force to make the entire bed shake.

"Bradley, please," she gasps, her words barely coherent. "It's too much. I can't—"

"You can and you will," I cut her off, one hand moving to grip her throat again. "You'll take everything I give you. Understand?"

She nods weakly, her body surrendering completely to my dominance. I can feel another orgasm building in her already, her walls fluttering around my shaft. Howard remains oblivious beside us, his snoring providing a rhythmic backdrop to his wife's submission.

The headboard bangs against the wall more insistently now, my thrusts becoming more powerful as I drive Salma toward her second climax. Her hands grab at my wrists, not to pull me away, but to anchor herself as pleasure overwhelms her once again.

"That's it," I encourage her, watching her face contort with ecstasy. "Cum for me again. Show me how much you love my cock."

Salma's body convulses beneath me as another orgasm rips through her, her walls clenching rhythmically around my cock. This time she can't control herself, a sharp cry escaping her lips before she can muffle it against the pillow. The sound cuts through the quiet cabin, and beside us, Howard stirs. His breathing pattern changes, the steady rhythm of sleep disturbed. His eyelids flutter, and panic flashes across Salma's face as she realizes her husband is waking up.

I don't stop fucking her. If anything, I thrust harder, deeper, enjoying the added thrill of possible discovery. Howard shifts, turning toward us, his eyes opening to narrow slits. Without his glasses, his vision is shit—another advantage for us—but he can clearly make out enough to know something is happening on the other side of the bed.

"Wha's goin' on?" he slurs, his voice thick with sleep and medication. He fumbles for his glasses on the nightstand, but in his drugged state, he knocks them to the floor instead.

I think fast, never breaking my rhythm as I continue to drive my cock into his wife's soaking pussy. "Just helping Salma with some night stretches, Howard," I say smoothly. "She was having trouble sleeping because of muscle cramps."

Salma's eyes widen at my audacity—not only am I not stopping, I'm actually explaining away the situation while still fucking her. Her pussy grips me even tighter, a fresh gush of wetness coating my shaft. The danger of being caught is turning her on even more.

"Stretches?" Howard mumbles, squinting in our direction. Without his glasses, we must be little more than blurry shapes to him, but he can clearly see movement. "At this hour?"

"Y-yes," Salma manages, her voice shaking as I hit her g-spot repeatedly. "I had a—oh!—a cramp in my leg. Bradley heard me through the wall and offered to help."

I slide my hand down to her clit, rubbing it in tight circles while maintaining eye contact with her half-conscious husband. Salma's entire body tenses beneath me, her back arching as another orgasm approaches.

"It's a special technique I learned from my physical therapist," I explain casually, as if I'm not balls deep in his wife at this very moment. "It helps release tension in the deep muscles."

Howard nods vaguely, already drifting back toward sleep. The pills in his system making it impossible for him to focus or question the situation further. "That's nice of you, Bradley," he mumbles. "Always... helping Salma..."

His eyes close again, his breathing gradually returning to the deep, steady rhythm of sleep. The moment his consciousness fades, Salma explodes around my cock, her orgasm so intense that her entire body shakes. She bites down on her fist to muffle her scream, her eyes rolling back as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over her.

"Holy fuck," she gasps when she can finally speak again. "I can't believe you kept going while he was awake."

"And I can't believe how wet you got when he nearly caught us," I counter, increasing my pace now that Howard is safely unconscious again. "Your pussy practically flooded when he opened his eyes."

She can't deny it—her body's response speaks for itself. I grab her hips with both hands now, lifting her slightly off the bed to get a better angle. Each thrust drives my cock deeper inside her, hitting spots that make her gasp and whimper. Her tits bounce with the force of my movements, hypnotic in the dim light of the cabin.

"You love it," I tell her, my voice low and commanding. "Love getting fucked right next to your husband. Love the risk of getting caught."

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "I love it. Love your cock. Love how you use me."

Her words push me closer to the edge, my balls tightening as my own orgasm approaches. I've been holding back, making sure she's thoroughly satisfied before I allow myself release. But now, with her body still trembling from multiple orgasms, her pussy stretched and swollen around my shaft, I'm ready to claim my prize.

"I'm going to cum inside you," I growl, my pace becoming more erratic as the pressure builds. "Going to fill your married pussy with my cum while your husband sleeps right next to us."

"Yes, please," she begs, her hips rising to meet each of my thrusts. "Cum inside me, Bradley. Fill me up."

That's all I need to hear. With one final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and explode. Rope after rope of hot cum shoots deep into her pussy, painting her inner walls white with my seed. I grunt like an animal, the intensity of my orgasm making my entire body shake. Salma clenches around me, milking every last drop, her own body responding with aftershocks of pleasure.

For a moment, we lie still, my cock still throbbing inside her, both of us breathing hard from exertion. Howard continues to sleep peacefully beside us, completely unaware that his wife's pussy is currently filled with another man's cum.

I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my seed begins to leak from her well-fucked hole. Before it can stain the sheets, I grab her hair roughly and pull her toward my cock.

"Clean it," I command, guiding her mouth to my shaft. "Lick up every drop."

Without hesitation, she takes me into her mouth, her tongue eagerly lapping at the mixture of my cum and her juices that coats my length. The sight is fucking incredible—Howard's sophisticated, elegant wife, sucking another man's cock clean just inches away from her sleeping husband. She's thorough, making sure to get every last trace, moaning softly at the taste of our combined fluids.

When she's finished, she looks up at me, her eyes still glazed with post-orgasmic bliss, her lips swollen from my rough treatment. "That was incredible," she whispers, careful not to wake Howard again. "I've never cum so hard in my life."

I smirk, reaching down to stroke her cheek almost tenderly. "That's because you need to be dominated," I tell her. "Need to be used and reminded who you really belong to."

She nods, leaning into my touch like a cat seeking affection. "I do," she admits. "I need it. Need you."

I stand up, pulling my boxers back on, ready to return to my own cabin. But before I go, I lean down to whisper in her ear. "Leave the connecting door unlocked. I might want another round before morning."

"It's always open for you," she promises, her voice thick with renewed desire. "Come back anytime. Use me however you want. I'm yours."

I cast one final glance at Howard, still blissfully unaware of what's transpired in his bed. The poor bastard has no idea that his wife has become my personal playground, that while he sleeps, I'm fucking her in ways he never could. The thought sends a surge of satisfaction through me as I quietly slip back through the connecting door to my own cabin.

This cruise is turning out to be the best vacation I've ever had.
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SNEAK PEEK OF BOOK 5

I drive my cock into Salma's tight pussy from behind, clamping down on her hips with bruising force as I watch her face crush into the expensive silk sheets of her marriage bed. My whole body still crackles with the power I carried back from Washington—the collapse of a presidency, the conquest of a First Lady and her daughter, all delivered by my hand and my cock. And now I'm back where the whole thing began, with my married MILF folded over and taking my young cock while her pathetic husband believes I'm nothing more than her personal trainer.

"Fuck, I missed this pussy," I growl, watching my shaft vanish between her perfectly rounded cheeks, the contrast between my youth and her mature body making my cock throb all over again.

The master bedroom of her and Howard's mansion is as pretentious as the man himself—nothing but designer furniture and custom silk sheets that cost more than most families spend on a month's rent. The irony tastes sweet as I pound into his wife, turning their marital sanctuary into my own private playground. The sheets will reek of our fucking long after I've gone, though Howard's too oblivious to ever catch it.

I crack my palm against her ass, watching the flesh ripple and bloom red beneath my hand. "You're my filthy fucking slut, aren't you?" I snarl, twisting my free hand into her dark hair and hauling back hard enough to arch her neck at a painful angle.

"Yes! God, yes!" she gasps, her voice thick with desire. "I'm your slut, Bradley!"

For months now I've been showing up at this house under the cover story of being Salma's personal trainer. Howard, in his infinite genius, decided hiring a college quarterback to keep his wife in shape was a stroke of brilliance. If only he knew the kind of "workouts" we've been running while he's off on business trips or buried in meetings. The forty-year-old MILF with the body of a college cheerleader has been getting the kind of training her husband could never hope to give her.

My eyes roll back when she exhales a hot breath and moans my name, sending a shiver straight down my spine. I dig my fingers deeper into her hips, sinking into the soft flesh as I hammer into her with punishing force. Salma's pussy works its magic on me, clenching and fluttering around my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Look at you, taking my young cock like you were built for it," I taunt, delivering another stinging slap to her other cheek. The impact leaves a perfect red handprint on her tanned skin. "Howard ever fuck you this good?"

"Never," she moans, the word muffled by the pillow she's clutching. "He could never—oh fuck—never fuck me like this!"

I've heard those exact words from Katherine Vance, from her daughter Madison, from countless women who've discovered what it means to be properly fucked by someone who knows precisely how to use what he's got. The fall of the Vance presidency is still dominating the headlines—I caught the news playing at the airport when I landed this morning—but the only thing on my mind was getting back inside Salma, reclaiming what was mine before Washington.

I lean forward, my chest pressing to her back as I sink my teeth into the sensitive junction of her neck and shoulder. The sharp bite makes her pussy clamp around me, drawing a gasp from us both. "You missed this cock while I was gone, didn't you? Bet you watched the news, saw what was happening, and frigged your desperate cunt thinking about me."

"Every day," she admits, turning her face so I can catch her profile—lips parted, eyes glazed with lust. "I came so hard watching the scandal break, knowing you were there, knowing what you're capable of."

That's exactly why we work so well together, Salma and I. She's sharp enough to recognize my power, to surrender to it willingly while keeping up her flawless housewife act. And I'm more than happy to hand her what her meek husband can't—the rush of being used, of being nothing more than a hole for my pleasure.

I straighten, gathering both her wrists and pinning them to the small of her back with one hand. The position forces her chest deeper into the mattress, her ass jutting even higher. "Spread your legs wider," I command, nudging her thighs further apart with my knee.

When she obeys, I reward her with a series of deep, grinding thrusts that have her moaning into the pillow again. I can feel her body coiling, the telltale flutter of her inner walls warning me of an approaching orgasm. I reach around with my free hand, finding her clit and working it in firm, tight circles.

"That's it," I urge, feeling her whole body begin to shake. "Cum on my cock like the desperate MILF slut you are."

Her orgasm detonates, her pussy clamping down on my shaft with near-painful intensity. She screams into the pillow, her body convulsing as the pleasure rips through her. I keep my relentless pace, fucking her through every spasm, dragging out her climax until she's a trembling, incoherent mess beneath me.

"Good girl," I praise, easing my thrusts to let her catch her breath. "But we're not done yet. I've got weeks of fucking to make up for, and your husband won't be home for hours."

Washington might have given me a taste of ultimate power—toppling a presidency with nothing but my cock and a hidden camera—but there's something uniquely satisfying about being back here, reclaiming my first conquest. Salma was the beginning, the wife who showed me just how easily I could take whatever I wanted from powerful men.

"Turn over," I command, pulling out and flipping her onto her back in one smooth motion. "I want to see your face when I fill you up with my cum."

She gazes up at me with a blend of exhaustion and renewed hunger, her dark hair a tangled mess around her flushed face, her mascara smeared from tears of pleasure. The perfect picture of a well-fucked woman—and we're just getting started.

Washington might be in chaos because of me, but my conquest is far from finished. There's an entire town of wives and daughters waiting to learn what it means to be truly satisfied. And I plan to make Salma's house—her husband's house—the headquarters of my new empire.

I loom over Salma's trembling body, her legs spread wide as I settle between her thighs again. My cock, slick with her juices, presses against her entrance as I wrap one hand around her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. "Ready for round two already?" I taunt, watching her eyes widen with a mix of fear and anticipation. I don't bother waiting for an answer before slamming back into her hard enough to crack the headboard against the wall.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her back bowing off the mattress as I set a punishing rhythm. I keep my hand on her throat, feeling her pulse racing under my palm as I control her breath, her pleasure, her entire existence in this moment.

"This is what you thought about while I was gone, isn't it?" I growl, dipping down to bite her earlobe hard enough to draw a whimper. "Getting fucked like the whore you are while your husband slaves away to pay for this house I'm defiling you in."

Her only answer is a strangled moan as my grip tightens slightly. I release her throat to grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other reaches down to slap her tits. The sharp crack of skin on skin fills the room, followed by her gasping inhale as pain and pleasure fuse into one overwhelming sensation.

"Harder!" she begs, her hips lifting to meet each thrust. "Fuck me harder, Bradley!"

I'm powerless to resist her pleas. My thrusts come faster, harder, matching the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way home, every stroke ending with the slap of my balls against her skin. The wet, obscene sounds of our coupling only push me toward greater ferocity, treating her body like it's mine to use however I please—because it is.

I feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, the pressure mounting with each thrust into her willing heat. The way her pussy grips me, the sight of her writhing beneath me, her wedding ring catching the light as her hands strain against my hold—it all drives me closer to the edge.

"I'm going to fill this married pussy," I announce, my rhythm turning erratic as I near release. "Going to pump you full of young cum right in the bed you share with your pathetic husband."

The instant the words leave my mouth, we hear it—the unmistakable crunch of tires on gravel, a car pulling into the driveway. Salma's eyes fly open, panic crowding out the lust that had glazed them.

"Shit!" she gasps, trying to scramble away from me. "That's Howard! He's not supposed to be home for hours!"

Instead of letting her go, I tighten my grip on her wrists and slam into her with renewed force. The danger, the possibility of discovery, only sharpens my arousal. I laugh at her panic, the sound low and cruel in the suddenly tense air.

"Don't move," I command, pistoning into her even harder than before. "You're going to take every fucking drop."

"Bradley, please!" she whispers urgently, her eyes darting toward the bedroom door. "He can't find us like this—he'll—"

I silence her with another brutal thrust that drives the air from her lungs. "He'll what? Finally realize his wife prefers young cock? That she's nothing but a cum dump for the local quarterback?"

We hear the front door open downstairs, followed by the cheerful whistling that announces Howard's arrival. The familiar tune drifts up the staircase, growing louder as he heads, presumably, toward the stairs. Salma's entire body goes rigid beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock from fear rather than pleasure.

"He's coming upstairs," she hisses, real terror in her eyes now. "Bradley, I'm serious—"

"So am I," I growl, holding my relentless pace. The approaching footsteps and whistling only shove me closer to the edge, the forbidden thrill of nearly getting caught balls-deep in another man's wife sending electricity through my veins.

The whistling swells, Howard's footsteps now clearly on the stairs. I feel my orgasm rushing forward with unstoppable force, driven by the danger and Salma's fear. Her struggles beneath me only intensify the sensation as I hold her down, using her body for my pleasure regardless of the consequences.

"I'm cumming," I announce, just loud enough for her to hear. "Taking what's mine."

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside her and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her unprotected pussy. Each pulse sends pleasure crashing through me, my grip on her wrists tightening to the point of pain as I empty myself inside her.

The whistling is right outside the door now. With superhuman speed born of panic, Salma shoves me off her the moment my grip loosens. I roll to the side as she yanks the covers over both of us. I lie flat on the far edge of the king-sized bed while she feigns sleep in the middle, pulling the comforter up to her chin just as the bedroom door swings open.

"Honey, I'm home! Forgot my wallet!" Howard's cheerful voice fills the room, completely oblivious to what just unfolded in his marital bed. He walks in without hesitation, not even pausing to wonder why his wife would be napping in the middle of the day.

I lie perfectly still, screened by the bulk of Salma's body and the rumpled bedding, my heart hammering not from fear but from the sheer thrill of it all. My cock is still semi-hard, slick with our combined fluids, as I listen to Howard's footsteps crossing the room.

"Didn't mean to wake you," he says softly, his voice tender with a love and respect that I violate every time I fuck his wife. I hear him retrieve something from the dresser—his wallet, presumably—before his footsteps retreat toward the door.

The moment the door clicks shut behind him, I rise from my hiding spot, propping myself up on one elbow to look down at Salma. Her eyes are wide, her chest heaving with adrenaline and lingering fear. My cum is already leaking from her pussy, staining the expensive sheets her husband will sleep on tonight.

"That was close," she giggles, the danger now past enough that she can find the humor in our near-discovery.

"Too close," I reply, but there's no real concern in my voice. Instead, I'm already scheming, calculating my next move. "Good thing I'm throwing a party tonight. A masquerade Halloween party."

Her eyebrow arches in question, but I can see the interest sparking in her eyes, replacing the fear that gripped her moments ago.

"Howard's out of town on business tonight, so the house is ours." I run my hand possessively down her naked body, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. "I'm inviting everyone. And I mean everyone."

The possibilities stretch out before us like a buffet of debauchery, and I plan to feast until I'm satisfied—which might just be never.

Ready for the full story?

➡️Read Book 5 Now

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcPP.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86






OEBPS/image_rsrcPN.jpg
BRYAN'WOLF"

i
&r
¥

1
MYAEATINA

HOTWIFE

NEIGHBOR
BOOK FOUR






