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Book 1


Chapter 1

The afternoon sun roasts my naked shoulders while I shove the lawn mower over Mrs. Salma Reyes's front yard. Beads of sweat slide down my chest, pooling in the lines between my abs. The heat's brutal out here, but honestly? I'm not complaining. Not when there's a chance she's peeking out from behind one of those tall windows. Every time I pivot the machine back toward the house, I tighten up a little more, letting the sun catch the cut of my muscles. Twenty-one years old, and I've earned this physique from endless sessions in the campus weight room. Comes with being the quarterback.

The damp fabric of my shorts sticks to my legs as I guide the mower around the border of her flower bed. The steady growl of the motor drowns out everything around me, but my head's already drifting elsewhere. Someplace shaded. Someplace slick.

I'm back home for summer break, picking up whatever work I can to keep cash in my pocket between training. That's how I ended up cutting grass for the neighbors—the Reyes family. But trimming Salma's yard? That isn't just some random gig to me. It's the best part of my whole damn week. Every time she presses the money into my palm, the look she gives me makes my dick jump. Like she's peeling my clothes off with those smoldering eyes of hers.

I aim a glance toward the back fence, faking like I'm checking for a patch I skipped. And then I spot her. Jesus Christ.

Salma Reyes is stretched out beside her pool on a crimson lounge chair, her oiled skin shimmering in the noon glare. My mouth dries up on the spot. Her dark, near-black hair tumbles past her shoulders in glossy waves, framing a face you'd expect on a magazine spread. Plump lips slicked in deep red. Sharp cheekbones that catch the sunlight. Eyes buried behind big sunglasses that practically whisper "take me."

But it's the rest of her that has my cock fighting against my shorts. Her tits are unreal—heavy, full curves squeezed into the skimpy triangles of a white bikini top. They lift and settle with every breath, wobbling whenever she repositions herself on the cushion. Her stomach's tight and toned, sweeping down to hips that flare in all the right places. Her long legs, bronzed and smooth, stretch out forever in front of her, and I can't stop picturing them locked around my back.

Forty years old, and she makes every girl I've had on campus look like nothing. A genuine MILF straight out of my filthiest dreams.

I shift my stance, discreetly tugging at my swelling hard-on as I push forward. My brain runs wild with everything I'd do given half a shot. I'd rip that bikini off her with my teeth. Pin her down on the pool deck. Spread those tanned thighs and bury my face between them until she's shrieking. I'd grab those big tits while I drilled her, watching them bounce on every stroke. Erase every memory of that pathetic husband of hers.

My dick aches against the fabric just imagining it. I try to lock back in on the lawn, but my gaze keeps sliding back to her. She arches up off the chair, curving her spine slightly. Is this a performance just for me? My chest tightens, my pulse hammering.

The mower jolts over a fallen branch, snapping me out of it. Get it together, Bradley. Finish the damn job. Then maybe you steal one more peek before you head out.

I power through the final strip of grass, my muscles screaming from the effort. Sweat sheets down my face, my chest, my back. I can feel it drenching my shorts, gluing them to my ass. I kill the engine, and the abrupt quiet hums in my ears as I drag my forearm across my brow.

That's when it hits me. Someone's watching. Slowly, I rotate toward the house.

Salma's framed in the doorway, one hand cocked on her hip, the other braced against the jamb. She's still in that tiny white bikini, except now there's no fence in the way and I can take in every inch. Her legs look like they stretch on for miles. The bottoms ride high over her hips, putting the swell of her ass on full display. And holy hell—her nipples are stiff, jutting through the flimsy material like they're aching to be handled.

"All done, Bradley?" Her voice floats over the grass like satin, curling around my name in a way that sends a twitch straight to my groin.

"Yes, ma'am," I shout back, trying to keep my cool while my heart slams against my ribs. I snatch my t-shirt off the fence where I draped it, but I don't pull it on. Let her stare. I want her to see exactly what she's doing to me.

She smiles, a lazy curve of those red lips that fires a bolt right to my crotch. "You've got to be roasting out here." Her tongue slips out and glides across her lips. "Come inside for some lemonade. I just whipped up a fresh batch."

Is she serious right now? My mind glitches for a beat as I process the offer. Salma Reyes wants me in her house. Alone. With her husband gone.

"That'd be great," I get out, my voice dropping lower than normal. "Just let me stash the mower."

I roll the machine back into her garage in a hurry, my thoughts spinning with what might come next. It's probably nothing. A neighborly glass of lemonade for the kid mowing the grass. But the way her eyes crawled down my body, parking on the bulge in my shorts—that sure as hell wasn't nothing.

I head for the house, my heart pounding so loud I'm sure she can pick it up. Salma holds the door for me, and as I brush past, her scent washes over me—something flowery tangled with the coconut oil on her skin. My cock jumps in answer.

"Get in here," she coos, swinging the door shut behind us. "Let me get you cooled off."

I move into the air-conditioned interior, gooseflesh prickling across my sweat-soaked skin. But the chill does nothing for me, because inside I'm on fire. The way Salma's eyeing me right now tells me this is about a hell of a lot more than lemonade.

I trail behind Salma into her spotless kitchen, my eyes glued to the rolling motion of her ass in those tiny bottoms. Each step bounces those perfect cheeks just enough to make me lose my mind. My cock's stone hard now, pitching such an obvious tent in my shorts there's zero chance of hiding it. She spins, leaning back against the granite countertop, and her gaze drops instantly to my crotch. A faint smile tugs at her mouth as she sizes up my bulge. Damn—she's done pretending to be coy.

"Well, well, Bradley," she purrs, her stare lingering. "Seems you've filled out quite a bit since you were running around with my nephew in school."

Heat climbs up my neck, but I refuse to break eye contact. Won't flinch. "Yes, ma'am."

"Salma," she corrects, turning to pull open the refrigerator. She bends from the waist instead of the knees, handing me a flawless view of her backside. The bikini fabric creeps up, baring more of those perfect cheeks. My mouth goes bone dry. "You're a college man now. No reason to be so stiff with me."

She lifts out a glass pitcher, ice clattering against its sides. Every motion she makes is calculated, almost staged, as she reaches into a cabinet for two tall glasses. Her bikini top strains with the stretch, barely holding back those incredible tits.

"How's the football?" she asks, filling the glasses. "My nephew told me you're starting at quarterback for State."

I clear my throat. "Yeah, it's going really well. Coach figures I might turn pro if I stay on track."

"I'll bet you get that compliment all the time," she says, turning toward me with a glass in each hand. "That you're good at... staying on top of things."

My dick throbs at her words. Is this actually happening?

She advances a step, but then something flickers in her face. Her foot snags on absolutely nothing, and she lurches forward. Lemonade splashes from both glasses, dumping straight onto my crotch.

"Shit!" I gasp as the icy liquid soaks through my shorts and bites into my skin.

"Oh god, I'm so sorry!" Salma blurts, setting the glasses on the counter. But there's something underneath her tone that doesn't quite line up with the apology. A trace of mischief. A hint of design. Her eyes glitter with what looks an awful lot like hunger.

"It's... it's okay," I stammer, glancing down at the wet mess. The fabric molds to my cock, tracing its shape even more plainly than before. "Just cold, that's all."

"Let me take care of that," she says, grabbing a dish towel off the counter. Before I can react, she's pressed up against me, the cloth pushing into my crotch.

"I... I've got it," I say, but I don't lift a finger to stop her.

"Don't be silly," she insists, working the towel hard against my shorts. Her movements are anything but innocent. She's rubbing me through the fabric, her fingers following the ridge of my shaft. "My mess. I'll clean it up."

My breath snags in my chest as her hand does its work. She's not even bothering with the pretense of drying me anymore. She's just stroking my cock through the cloth, her motions slow and expert.

"Salma," I groan, my hips jerking forward into her touch on their own.

She lifts her gaze to mine, those full lips slightly parted. "You're so big, Bradley," she breathes, leaning in close. Her hot breath ghosts over my ear, raising a shiver along my spine. "So much bigger than Howard."

My cock pulses under her fingers at the mention of her husband. This is so wrong. And so unbelievably hot.

"You know," she goes on, her voice a velvet murmur as her hand keeps moving, "Howard can hardly even get it up these days. And when he manages it..." She laughs low in her throat, a sound that's both wicked and ridiculously sexy. "Let's just say I haven't felt full in years."

"Fuck," I exhale, my hands balling into fists at my sides. I don't dare touch her. Scared that the second I start, I'll never be able to quit.

"But you," she purrs, her fingers tightening around my length through the shorts, "you're young. Strong. I'll bet you could last for hours, couldn't you, Bradley?"

I swallow thick, nodding. "Yeah."

Her hand picks up speed now, growing more demanding. "Howard's so weak," she whispers. "So small. I can barely feel him in me. It's honestly pathetic." Her free hand glides up to rest on my chest, fingers spreading over my pecs. "Not like you. I'll bet you'd stretch me out so good. Make me feel every... thick... inch."

My head's swimming. Her words, her touch, the smell of her skin pressed this close—it's all too much. I'm so hard it hurts, my cock straining into her palm.

"You know what runs through my head when Howard's doing his best on top of me?" she asks, her lips brushing my earlobe. "I think about young studs like you. With big, hard cocks and stamina to spare. I think about getting fucked the right way. Getting stuffed all the way full."

I groan, unable to clamp it down. My hands finally move, settling on her waist. Her skin's burning under my palms, soft and silky.

"I'm sure all the campus girls go crazy for your cock," she whispers. "Bet they line up to take a ride. But they're just girls, Bradley. Don't you want to find out what it's like with a real woman?"

"Yes," I manage, my voice tight with want.

She eases back a little, locking onto my eyes. Her hand still hasn't quit its steady rhythm against my shorts. "You're soaked," she says, her voice all innocence even as her actions are anything but. "And sweaty from working out in that heat. Why don't you take a shower before you head home?"

I blink, thrown by the sudden swerve. "A shower?"

"Mm-hmm," she nods, finally letting go of my cock. I nearly whimper at losing the contact. "In my bathroom. The guest bath's getting renovated, but mine's free." Her tongue darts across her lips. "And the water pressure is... incredible."

My brain finally clicks onto what she's really saying. This isn't a shower offer. It's an invitation.

"What about your husband?" I ask, my pulse spiking.

She smiles, a predatory bend of those red lips. "Howard won't be back for hours. He's stuck at some dull conference." Her fingers trace down my chest, leaving heat in their path. "We've got all the time in the world."

I swallow hard, my mind already made up. "Show me the way."

Salma's smile stretches wider as she takes my hand and steers me toward the staircase. "Gladly."


Chapter 2

The hot spray pours over my back, steam coiling up around me as I stand beneath the powerful jets. Salma's master bathroom is absolutely enormous—the shower alone could swallow my whole dorm room. I let my eyes fall shut, letting the water rinse away the sweat and grass clippings, but it can't rinse away the picture burned into my brain: Salma in that white bikini. Those perfect tits barely caged by thin fabric. Those rigid nipples aimed straight at me. My cock's rock hard all over again, jutting up as the water runs down it. I curl my fist around my shaft, giving it a slow pull as I imagine what's coming.

Will she come in here? Or was all that downstairs just a tease? I've heard plenty about married women who get their kicks toying with younger guys and never delivering. But the way she handled me, the things she said about her husband... that felt genuine. Raw. Like she's been starving for something he can't provide.

My cock pulses in my grip at the thought. I could be that something. I could give her exactly what she's missing. Fuck her the way her husband never has. Make her scream my name. Make her forget she's even got a ring on.

I'm so deep in the fantasy that I nearly miss the sound of the glass door sliding open behind me. Nearly. My heart stutters as I turn, water flinging off my hair.

And there she is. Stark naked. Her dark hair's twisted up into a loose bun, baring the graceful line of her neck. Her skin's a smooth bronze from head to toe—not a single tan line. She must lay out nude when her husband's gone. The idea makes my cock jump.

"Got room for one more?" she purrs, stepping into the steamy stall without waiting for an answer.

Before I can say a word, her hand reaches out and closes around my cock. Her fingers feel cool against the hot water, dragging a gasp out of me as they wrap around my shaft.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips pushing forward into her grip on instinct.

"My thoughts exactly," Salma murmurs, her eyes pinned to mine as she begins to stroke. Up and down. Slow and firm. Like she's relishing every inch of me. "You're even bigger than I pictured."

Water streams down her naked body, lighting up every flawless curve. Her tits are absolutely stunning—heavy and full, capped with perfect dusky nipples that tilt slightly upward. They sway with every motion of her arm as she works me. Her waist pulls in tight before flaring out to hips that beg to be gripped. Between her thighs, she's completely smooth. Bare. Ready.

"Howard can't get me there anymore," she confesses, her voice low and sultry as her hand drags along my shaft. "It's been years since I've had a real orgasm with him. I need a real man, Bradley. Someone young and hard who actually knows how to fuck a woman. Someone like you."

I can't hold back another second. I step forward, crowding her against the cool tile wall. Water sluices down between us as I crush my mouth to hers. Her lips are soft, then suddenly ravenous as she kisses me back. Our tongues collide, tangling, exploring, battling for control. She tastes like mint and pure want.

My hands finally get to do what they've been dying to since I first laid eyes on her. They roam over her wet body, mapping every curve, every dip, every soft stretch of skin. She moans into my mouth as my fingers dig into her hips, hauling her against me. My cock grinds against her belly, hard and insistent.

"Yes," she breathes when our lips part. "Touch me, Bradley. Everywhere."

I drag my mouth along her jaw, down the elegant slope of her throat. Her head tips back, giving me room to nip and suck at her sensitive skin. Her pulse races under my lips. Her hands clamp onto my shoulders, nails biting into muscle as I move lower.

And then my hands close over those magnificent tits. I cradle their weight, feeling them fill my palms completely. So damn soft, yet firm. Perfect. I knead the flesh as Salma arches her back, pressing them harder into my grip.

"God, yes," she moans. "Your hands feel amazing. So strong."

I dip my head and pull one stiff nipple into my mouth. I suck hard, circling the sensitive peak with my tongue. Salma cries out, her hands flying to my hair, holding me to her chest. A growl rumbles out of me, sounding animal even to my own ears. I'm losing my grip on control, and I don't give a damn.

I switch to her other breast, giving it the same treatment—sucking, licking, lightly biting the hardened tip. Salma writhes against me, her body firing off at every touch, every jolt of sensation. The water keeps cascading over us, layering on another wave of feeling across our overloaded nerves.

"Your tits are fucking perfect," I growl, squeezing them rough as I suck and kiss them. "Been wanting my hands on these since the first time I cut your grass."

"I know," she gasps, fingers laced in my soaked hair. "I've caught you watching. Staring at me when you think I don't see. I put on shows for you, you know. Bending over when I know your eyes are on me. Wearing those tiny bikinis just for you."

The admission makes my cock throb against her stomach. I crush her tits harder, mashing them together so I can lap at both nipples at once. She tastes like soap and chlorine and woman. I can't get enough of her.

"Your husband's a goddamn fool," I mutter against her skin. "If you were mine, I'd never leave you wanting. I'd fuck you every chance I got."

"Prove it," she challenges, her eyes dark with need. "Show me what I've been missing."

I shove her harder into the wall, my mouth smashing back down on hers. The kiss is brutal, desperate—all teeth and tongue and raw need. My hands slide down to her ass, gripping the firm globes and hoisting her slightly. She moans into my mouth, arms winding around my neck.

"I'm going to make you cum so hard you forget your own name," I promise against her lips. "Make you scream louder than you ever have."

"Yes," she hisses. "Fuck yes. Make me your whore, Bradley. Use me. Fill me. Make me forget I'm married."

The dirty talk shoves me closer to the edge of my restraint. My cock is so hard it aches, throbbing in time with my pounding heart. I fist a handful of Salma's hair, yanking her head back to bare her throat again. I assault it with kisses and bites, claiming her as mine.

Then, all at once, Salma presses against my chest. For a second I think I've pushed her too far. But instead she sinks to her knees in front of me, the water sheeting over her upturned face as she gazes up. Her hands grip my thighs, red-lacquered nails digging into the muscle.

"My turn to show you what you've been missing," she says, her eyes fixed on my cock as the water rolls over it. Her tongue flicks out to wet her lips, and I swear I nearly bust right there.

Salma's mouth swallows me in wet heat, her lips stretching wide around my girth. I gasp, my hands slapping the shower wall to steady myself as she takes me deeper than any campus girl ever has. Holy shit. Her tongue swirls along my shaft, tracing the veins and ridges as she bobs forward. Those full red lips glide up and down my length, smearing lipstick that the water washes away in seconds. Her eyes never break from mine, gauging my reaction to every flick of her tongue, every hollow of her cheeks.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips driving forward involuntarily. "Your mouth feels incredible."

She pulls back a little, keeping just the head of my cock between her lips. Her tongue plays around the sensitive tip, teasing the slit, making my legs shake. Then she lunges forward again, taking me so deep I feel the back of her throat.

"Jesus Christ," I hiss, fingers scrabbling against the tile.

She pulls off with a wet pop, her hand sliding into place to stroke me. Water spills down her face, but she couldn't care less. Her eyes are starving. Predatory.

"You like that, quarterback?" she purrs, thumb circling the head of my cock. "I've had plenty of practice."

"Yeah?" I get out, breath coming in ragged bursts as her hand works me.

She nods, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "Back in college, I was famous for my talents." Her tongue flicks the tip of my cock, making me jolt. "I used to take care of the whole football team after big wins. Sometimes all of them at once."

The image of a younger Salma ringed by hard cocks makes my own pulse in her hand. "No shit?"

"Mm-hmm," she hums, drawing me back into her mouth for a moment before releasing me again. "I was such a slut in college. Always down on my knees in some frat house bathroom. Always with a dick down my throat." Her hand pumps faster. "I miss those days. Miss feeling used. Being a good little cocksucker."

"Fuck," I groan, my head flooding with images of Salma kneeling, surrounded by men, taking cock after cock into her hungry mouth. "That's so hot."

"Howard has no idea," she says, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial hush. "He thinks I was a good girl back then. Studying and going to church." She laughs, the sound throaty and seductive. "He doesn't have a clue I was getting gangbanged every weekend. That I'd let guys finish all over my face just to watch it run down onto my tits."

I can't stand it any longer. Her words, her hand, the sight of her kneeling in front of me—it's all too much. I reach down and twist my fingers into her wet hair, grabbing a fistful at the back of her skull.

"Show me," I demand, my voice rough with need. "Show me those skills."

Her eyes spark at my aggression. "Yes, sir," she breathes, opening her mouth wide and offering her tongue.

I guide her head forward, pushing my cock past those perfect lips. The heat and wetness wrap around me again, but this time I'm in command. I hold her head steady as I thrust, watching my length vanish into her mouth.

"That's it," I growl, finding a rhythm that matches my racing pulse. "Take it. Take this big fucking cock down your throat."

Salma moans around me, the vibration shivering up my spine. Her hands grip my thighs, nails sinking into muscle as I push deeper. I hit the back of her throat and keep going, watching her eyes water as she fights down her gag reflex.

"You love this, don't you?" I taunt, hips driving forward. "Love getting your face fucked by a cock twice the size of your husband's."

She nods as best she can with my cock crammed in her mouth, eyes rolling slightly as I tap the back of her throat again. I feel her swallow around me, throat muscles flexing to take my size.

"Fucking slut," I hiss, the words tumbling out without thought. "Cocksucker. Whore."

She moans louder at the names, nails biting deeper into my thighs. She likes it. Likes getting degraded. The realization makes my cock throb in her mouth.

I set a brutal pace, holding her head in place as I drive in and out. Her lipstick's completely gone now, scrubbed off by water and spit. Her mascara streaks down her cheeks in black runs. She looks wrecked. Used. Perfect.

"This is what you need, isn't it?" I grunt, my balls slapping her chin with each thrust. "A young stud to fuck your face right. To use you like the cock-hungry bitch you are."

She gags when I shove especially deep, but doesn't pull back. Instead she relaxes her throat, taking me even further. Her hands shift from my thighs to my ass, pulling me forward, urging me to be rougher.

"Fuck, Salma," I groan, watching my cock disappear between those stretched lips over and over. "Your mouth was built for this. Built to take cock."

Her eyes lock onto mine, watery but blazing with lust. The sight of this polished, married woman on her knees, choking on my cock, is the most erotic thing I've ever witnessed. A coach's wife on campus blew me once after a big game, but it was nothing like this. Salma's on a whole other level.

I can feel my orgasm building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine. But I don't want to finish yet. Not like this. I want to feel her pussy first. Want to make her scream.

I thrust a few more times, soaking in the wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth working me. Her spit blends with the shower water, dripping off her chin, splattering her perfect tits. She gags again as I hit the back of her throat, but takes it, her throat clenching around my head.

"Such a good cocksucker," I praise, my voice tight with held-back pleasure. "Bet you miss those college days. Miss a different cock in your mouth every weekend."

She nods, humming her agreement as she keeps bobbing on my length. Her hand comes up to cradle my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. The added sensation drags a groan out of me, my grip in her hair tightening.

"Tell me you're my whore," I order, pulling my cock from her mouth with a wet pop.

She sucks in air, chest heaving, a thin strand of spit linking my cock to her swollen lips. "I'm your whore, Bradley," she pants, voice raw from the throat-fucking. "Your personal slut. Use me however you want."

"Good girl," I growl, pushing back into her eager mouth. "Now take it all the way down."

I thrust forward, harder than before, feeling her throat open for me. She gags, eyes streaming, but doesn't retreat. The sight of her struggle, paired with the tight heat of her throat, nearly tips me over the edge. I pull back just in time, not wanting to blow too early—

The bathroom door swings open.

My heart stops dead, blood freezing in my veins as a man's voice calls out, "Salma? Are you in the shower, honey?"

Holy fuck. It's her husband. Howard Reyes is standing in the bathroom while I've got my cock buried down his wife's throat. Instinct screams at me to pull away, but Salma's hands clamp onto my ass, locking me in place. Her eyes snap to mine, a dangerous gleam in them that says "don't you dare move."

"Yes, Howard," she calls back, sliding off my cock for just a second before swallowing me down again. My legs tremble with a mix of terror and twisted thrill.

The shower's walled in frosted glass, steam fogging it even worse. From the other side, all Howard can probably make out is a vague outline of someone in the stall. But if he opens that door...

"I thought you'd be at your conference the whole day," Salma says, her voice flawlessly casual as she pumps my cock with her hand. The sheer nerve of this woman is insane. My heart's pounding so hard I'm scared Howard might hear it over the water.

"It wrapped up early," Howard answers. I can see his blurred shape through the frosted glass, drifting around the bathroom. "The keynote speaker came down with food poisoning."

Salma takes me back into her mouth, eyes never leaving mine as she bobs up and down my length. The danger of it has my adrenaline spiking, sharpening every sensation. Her mouth feels hotter, wetter. My cock pulses between her lips.

"That's a shame," she says after letting me slip free again, her hand still working my shaft. "Did you pick up anything useful?"

I can't believe this is real. Can't believe she's holding a relaxed chat with her husband while kneeling in front of me. The thrill is intoxicating, making me harder than I've ever been in my life.

"Not really," Howard sighs. I watch his blurry form settle onto what must be the toilet seat. Oh god, he's getting comfortable for a conversation. "Same recycled nonsense about market penetration and synergy."

Salma smirks at the word "penetration," her tongue swirling the head of my cock in a way that buckles my knees. She's loving this. Getting off on the risk.

"Sounds tedious," she says sympathetically. "Poor baby."

"How was your day?" Howard asks. "Anything interesting happen?"

Salma takes me deep, her throat squeezing around my head as she swallows. I have to bite my lip to choke back a groan. She pulls off, a string of spit bridging her lips to my cock.

"Nothing out of the ordinary," she lies smoothly. "Just the usual. Bradley stopped by to mow the lawn."

Hearing her say my name while her husband sits right there, while my cock's slick from her mouth, sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin.

"Oh, good," Howard says, clueless about what's unfolding just feet away. "Did you pay him?"

Salma's eyes sparkle with mischief as she licks a long stripe up the underside of my shaft. "Not yet," she purrs. "But I will."

My cock twitches at her double meaning. She's unbelievable. Dangerous and sexy and totally shameless.

"I'm running to the store," Howard announces. "We're out of coffee and those biscuits I like. Need anything?"

Salma takes me deep again, her nose pressing to my stomach as she swallows my entire length. She holds there a moment, throat fluttering around me, before pulling off with a gasp.

"No, I'm fine," she calls out, her voice only a touch raspy from the throat-fucking she's been delivering. "Take your time, honey. Maybe swing by your mother's on the way back? She mentioned she wants to show you her new garden."

"Good idea," Howard agrees. "I might be a couple hours, then. You know how she goes once she gets started on her plants."

"I love you," Salma calls sweetly, her hand pumping my cock faster now that her husband's about to leave.

"Love you too," Howard replies. The bathroom door opens, then clicks shut. His footsteps fade down the hall.

The instant we hear the front door close, Salma pulls off my cock with a gasp, staring up at me wide-eyed.

"Holy shit," I breathe, heart still slamming. "That was insane."

"Wasn't it?" she laughs, her hand still working my shaft. "I've never been so turned on in my entire life."

The adrenaline crash from nearly getting caught, combined with the unreal feel of Salma's mouth, has me teetering right on the brink. She must sense it, because she speeds up her strokes, her grip tightening just right.

"You gonna cum for me, Bradley?" she purrs, lining herself up directly in front of my cock. "Gonna give me your hot load all over my face? Let me wear it while you fuck me in the bed I share with my husband?"

"Fuck," I groan, her words shoving me closer to the edge. "Yes. Gonna paint that pretty face."

"Do it," she demands, her eyes locked on mine as she pumps faster. "Mark me. Make me yours."

The pressure coils tight at the base of my spine. My balls draw up, ready to erupt. Salma's hand is relentless, stroking me just right, her other hand reaching up to cup my balls.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn, my voice strangled.

"Yes," she hisses, eyes ravenous. "Give it to me. All of it."

The first burst catches her off guard, splashing across her cheek in a thick white rope. She gasps but doesn't flinch away. Instead she steers my cock, aiming the next pulse across her parted lips, some landing on her tongue. She moans at the taste, which only ramps up my orgasm.

I grunt, hips jerking as I keep emptying onto her face. Streaks of white decorate her cheeks, her lips, her chin. Some drips down onto her perfect tits, mingling with the shower water still pouring over us.

"Fuck," I pant, watching in awe as she licks her lips, scooping my cum into her mouth. "That's the hottest thing I've ever seen."

She swallows what she's gathered, then rises to her feet, my release still glistening on her face. "We're just getting started, quarterback," she purrs, stepping out of the shower and reaching for a towel. "Dry off and meet me in the bedroom. I want to feel this big cock inside me."

I watch her towel off quickly, not bothering to wipe my cum from her face. She winks at me before strutting out of the bathroom, that perfect ass swaying with every step.

I've never moved so fast in my life, killing the water and snatching a towel to hastily dry myself. My cock's already firming up again at the thought of what's next. I'm about to fuck Salma Reyes in the bed she shares with her husband. It's wrong. It's reckless.

And I can't fucking wait.


Chapter 3

I follow Salma into her bedroom, my eyes locked on her naked body as she rolls her hips deliberately with every stride. The master suite is huge, anchored by a king-sized bed draped in spotless white sheets. Their marriage bed. The thought sends a current of forbidden excitement through me.

Without a word of warning, I grab Salma by the waist and toss her onto the mattress. She lands with a soft gasp, her dark hair fanning out around her head like a halo, my cum still drying on her gorgeous face. She gazes up at me with hungry eyes, spreading her legs in invitation, baring her pink, glistening pussy.

"Come take what's yours," she purrs, sliding her hands over her tits. "Show me everything I've been missing all these years."

I don't need a second invitation. My cock's stone hard again, standing at full attention as I climb onto the bed. I settle between her parted legs, hovering over her, arms braced on either side of her head. Her skin's flushed with want, her chest heaving with quick, anticipating breaths.

"You sure about this?" I ask, my cock grazing her entrance. "Once I start, I'm not stopping until you're screaming my name."

"Yes," she hisses, hands gripping my shoulders. "Fuck me, Bradley. Fuck me hard. I need it. I need you."

I take her mouth in a bruising kiss, tasting myself on her lips. It should turn my stomach, but it doesn't. It's fucking hot. Primal. I'm marking her inside and out.

I notch my cock at her entrance, feeling the heat pouring off her core. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt. We both gasp at the sensation—her tight heat engulfing me, stretching around my girth.

"Fuck!" Salma cries out, nails digging into my shoulders. "You're so big. So fucking big."

I draw back slowly, savoring the drag of her walls along my cock, before slamming home again. The force shoves her up the mattress, her tits jumping with the impact. I find a rhythm, hard and deep, every thrust punctuated by the slap of my balls against her ass.

"That's it," I grunt, watching her face twist with pleasure. "Take it. Take this big cock."

Salma wraps her legs around my waist, ankles crossing at the small of my back. The new angle lets me drive even deeper, hitting spots that roll her eyes back in her head. Her walls clench around me, pulsing with every stroke.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chants, her voice climbing in pitch. "Right there. Fuck me right there."

I grip her hips, hauling her into each thrust, ramping up the pace. The bed groans beneath us, the headboard starting to knock against the wall. I wonder if she ever gets this wild with her husband. Somehow I doubt it.

"You like that?" I taunt, driving into her with punishing force. "Like getting fucked by a college stud in your marriage bed?"

"God, yes," she moans, fisting the sheets. "Howard never fucks me like this. Never fills me up the way you do."

The mention of her husband's name while I'm balls deep inside her sends a jolt of twisted pleasure through me. This is so wrong. And it feels so damn good.

"Tell me," I demand, slowing my thrusts to a torturous crawl. "Tell me how much better I am."

Salma whimpers, trying to buck her hips up to meet mine, chasing more friction. I pin her down, forcing her to take it at my pace.

"You're so much better," she gasps, desperation bleeding into her voice. "Bigger. Harder. Stronger. Howard's cock is half your size. And he can't last two minutes."

I reward the confession with an especially deep thrust that tears a cry from her. "And how long's it been since you came on his cock?"

"Years," she admits, eyes glazed with pleasure. "I fake it every single time. Have to picture other men just to get wet for him."

"But you're soaked for me," I growl, feeling her juices coating my shaft, running down my balls. "Dripping for my big young cock."

"Yes!" she cries as I pick the pace back up. "I've been wet since I watched you pull your shirt off in my yard. Wanted you inside me so bad."

I dip down to catch one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard while I keep pounding into her. Her tits still taste like soap from the shower, with a faint trace of salty sweat. I bite down gently, drawing a squeal out of her.

"Harder," she begs, hands fisting in my hair and yanking. "Fuck me harder. Make me yours. Ruin me for him."

Something feral takes over at her words. I sit back on my knees, grabbing her legs and shoving them up and apart, folding her nearly in half. The new position lays her completely open to me, letting me watch my cock vanish into her pink pussy on every thrust.

"Look at that," I command, my voice rough with want. "Look how well you take my cock."

Salma lifts her head, watching where we're joined. The sight makes her moan, walls clamping tighter around me. "So big," she whispers, almost reverent. "You're splitting me in half."

I crank up the pace, hips slamming against the backs of her thighs. The crack of skin on skin fills the room, mixing with our grunts and moans. It's animal. Raw. The kind of fucking that leaves bruises.

"You gonna cum for me?" I demand, feeling her walls start to flutter around my shaft. "Gonna cum on this college cock?"

"Yes!" she cries, head thrashing against the pillows. "I'm so close. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I have zero intention of stopping. I drive into her relentlessly, balls slapping against her with every thrust. Sweat drips off my chest, landing on her stomach, blending with hers. The room reeks of sex and need.

"Touch yourself," I order, wanting to watch her get herself off while I fuck her. "Rub that clit for me."

Salma's hand flies between her legs, fingers finding her clit and circling frantically. The sight is unreal—this elegant married woman, face still streaked with my cum, pleasuring herself while I hammer into her.

"That's it," I urge, feeling her tightening. "Make yourself cum on my cock."

Her motions turn urgent, breath shredding into short gasps. I can feel her climbing, her pussy gripping me tighter with every stroke. I tilt my hips slightly, making sure I nail that spot inside her that rolls her eyes back.

"Oh god," she moans, voice spiraling higher. "Oh god, oh god, I'm gonna cum. You're making me cum!"

Her body locks up beneath me, back bowing off the bed as the orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsing and squeezing as she screams my name. The sound bounces off the walls, probably carrying through the whole house. I don't ease up, fucking her right through the climax, dragging it out, making her feel every second.

"Bradley! Fuck! Yes!" she screams, body convulsing under me. Her tits bounce wildly with each thrust, her face wrenched in ecstasy. "So good! So fucking good!"

I've never felt more powerful than right now, watching this beautiful woman shatter because of me. Her husband can't do this to her. Can't make her scream like this. Can't make her cum so hard she looks half-conscious.

She's mine now. And we're just getting started.

Without missing a beat, I pull out of Salma's still-quivering pussy and flip her over like she weighs nothing. She gasps at the sudden move, dropping forward onto her hands and knees. Her ass is perfect—round, firm, faintly reddened where my hips have been slamming into it. I grab her hips, arranging her how I want her, back arched, ass hoisted high. Her dark hair spills forward, hiding her face, but I can hear her panting, still coming down from her intense orgasm yet hungry for more.

"Fuck me like an animal," she begs, glancing back at me over her shoulder. Her mascara's smeared around her eyes, my dried cum still clinging to her cheeks and chin. She looks completely debauched. Used. And she fucking loves it.

The sight of her offering herself up like this—on her husband's bed, ass up, pussy wet and ready—is almost more than I can take. My cock throbs painfully, demanding release. I grip the base to steady myself, not wanting to finish too soon.

"You want it like this?" I ask, running my free hand over the smooth curve of her ass. "Want me to fuck you from behind like the bitch in heat you are?"

"Yes," she moans, pushing back toward me. "Please, Bradley. I need you inside me again."

I line up behind her, the head of my cock nudging her entrance. She's so wet I slide in easily, despite her tightness. We both groan as I sink to the hilt, hips flush against her ass. The angle's even deeper this way, and I feel every inch of her wrapped around me.

"Jesus, you're tight," I growl, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "Tight little married pussy."

I draw back slowly, watching my cock emerge glistening with her juices, before slamming back in. Salma cries out, head dropping forward as her arms quake from the impact. I set a brutal pace, hips smacking against her ass on every thrust. The sound echoes through the room, blending with our grunts and moans.

I reach forward and grab a fistful of her long dark hair, winding it around my hand like a rope. I pull back, forcing her spine to arch even harder, her head lifting as I use her hair for leverage. She whimpers, the slight pain clearly stoking her pleasure.

"You like that?" I taunt, yanking her hair a little harder. "Like getting treated like a fucking whore?"

"Yes!" she gasps, voice strained from the position. "Use me. Use my body however you want."

My free hand slides off her hip and reaches around to grab one of her swaying tits. It fills my palm completely, soft and heavy. I squeeze rough, pinching her nipple between my fingers. She rewards me with a high, broken moan, her pussy clenching around my cock at the stimulation.

"These perfect fucking tits," I grunt, kneading the soft flesh as I keep pounding her from behind. "Been wanting my hands on them for so long."

"They're yours," she pants. "All yours. Whenever you want them."

The thought of having steady access to Salma's body makes my cock throb inside her. I picture coming over every time her husband's away. Bending her over every piece of furniture in this house. Fucking her in their shower, their kitchen, maybe even their car.

My balls slap against her with each thrust, wet smacking sounds filling the air as I drive into her relentlessly. I let go of her tit to grab her other hip, giving myself more leverage to thrust even harder. Her moans grow louder, more desperate as I hit that perfect spot buried deep inside her.

"Fuck, your pussy feels amazing," I groan, watching my cock disappear into her over and over. "So fucking wet for me."

"Only for you," she gasps, arms trembling as they fight to hold her weight. "Never been this wet for Howard. Never."

The mention of her husband's name while I'm balls deep in his wife sends a surge of primal satisfaction through me. I'm taking what's his. Claiming his territory. And doing a far better job of it than he ever could.

"Look at you," I taunt, landing a sharp slap on her ass that makes her yelp. "High-class married woman on all fours, taking a college boy's cock like a pro. What would your friends think if they could see you now?"

"I don't care," she moans, pushing back to meet every thrust. "Feels too good to care."

I release her hair to grab both her tits, squeezing and kneading them as I keep slamming into her. The new angle drives me even deeper, ripping a cry from her on every thrust. Her walls are starting to flutter around me again—the telltale sign she's nearing another orgasm.

"You gonna cum again?" I demand, voice rough with effort. "Gonna cum on this big young cock twice in one day?"

"Yes!" she cries, voice cracking. "I'm so close. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I drive into her harder, faster, hips a blur as I chase our release. The headboard hammers the wall now, the whole bed shaking with the force of it. If they've got neighbors, those neighbors definitely know what's going down in the Reyes household right now.

"Touch yourself," I command, wanting to feel her cum around my cock again. "Make yourself cum while I fuck you from behind."

One of her arms buckles, and she collapses onto her forearm, ass still hiked high. Her other hand snakes between her legs, finding her clit and rubbing it frantically. The shift in position presses her face into the mattress, muffling her moans.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her closing in. "Work that clit while I fuck your married cunt."

Her walls clamp tighter around me as she nears her peak. I grab her hips with both hands again, holding her steady as I deliver a string of powerful thrusts that have her screaming into the mattress. The tension in my own body is building, my balls drawing up tight. I'm close, so fucking close.

"I'm cumming!" Salma wails, body seizing beneath me. "Oh god, I'm cumming again!"

Her pussy convulses around my cock, gripping me in rhythmic waves as her orgasm rips through her. The sensation's too much, shoving me past the point of no return. With one final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and detonate.

"Fuck!" I roar, fingers gouging into the flesh of her hips as I empty myself inside her. Pulse after pulse of hot cum shoots deep into her married pussy, filling her completely. Some leaks out around my cock, dripping down her thighs in white rivulets. The sight is primal, marking her as mine in the most basic way there is.

I keep thrusting weakly as the last aftershocks roll through me. Beneath me, Salma's collapsed completely, her legs giving out as she lies flat against the bed. Her body's still trembling, little shockwaves of pleasure rippling through her. She's mumbling something unintelligible, her mind clearly blown by how intense it was.

I pull out slowly, watching more of my cum spill from her well-fucked pussy. The sight makes my spent cock twitch with interest, even after cumming harder than I ever have in my life.

I grab a fistful of her hair again, pulling her head up. "Clean me off," I command, voice rough from exertion.

Despite her exhaustion, Salma rolls over obediently, rising onto her knees on shaky legs. She takes my cock into her mouth without a second's hesitation, tasting our mixed fluids on my shaft. She moans around me, clearly relishing the filthy act of cleaning our juices off my cock. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive head, gathering every drop as she sucks me gently.

"Good girl," I praise, watching her work. "Such a perfect little cocksucker."

She releases me with a wet pop, gazing up with dazed, satisfied eyes. "That was incredible," she murmurs, voice hoarse from screaming. "I haven't cum like that in... god, I don't even remember."

I smirk down at her, dragging my thumb across her swollen bottom lip. "And we're just getting started. I'll be back tomorrow for more."

I pull on my shorts and t-shirt, still damp with sweat from mowing the lawn hours ago. My body feels loose, satisfied in a way I've never known. Salma lies sprawled across the bed, naked and glistening with sweat, my cum still leaking from between her thighs. She watches me dress through heavy-lidded eyes, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. I check my phone—two missed calls from Coach reminding me about tomorrow's training session. Shit, I've been here for hours. I need to get moving, but part of me doesn't want to leave this bedroom and the insatiable woman in it.

"You sure you've got to go?" Salma purrs, stretching like a cat across the rumpled sheets. Her tits jiggle with the motion, nearly getting me hard again. Nearly. I've cum twice already, and even my twenty-one-year-old stamina has limits.

"Yeah, Coach will ride my ass if I skip another session," I say, tucking my semi-hard cock into my shorts. "But I'll be back. Count on it."

She smiles, rolling onto her side to give me a better view of her naked body. "Tomorrow? Same time?"

"Fuck yes," I nod, drinking her in one last time. "I'll tell Coach I need the morning off."

I lean down for one more kiss, tasting myself on her lips. It's hot as hell, knowing I've marked her inside and out. Her tongue darts into my mouth, playful and teasing, making promises for tomorrow.

"Go clean up," I tell her as I pull away. "You look like you've been thoroughly fucked."

She laughs, a throaty sound that hums through me. "That's because I have been. Best fuck of my life."

Pride swells in my chest at her words. I'm better than her husband. Better than anyone she's ever had. That's a hell of an achievement.

I head downstairs, my legs a little wobbly from the workout Salma just put me through. The house is quiet, sunlight pouring through the windows. I check my watch—almost four in the afternoon. I've been here since eleven. Three hours of the best sex of my life.

I'm almost at the front door when I hear a car pull into the driveway. Shit. The garage door starts grinding open. Double shit. Howard's back earlier than expected. I freeze, torn between bolting and trying to explain why I'm here. Before I can decide, the front door opens, and there he is.

Howard Reyes is nothing like I imagined. He's shorter than me by at least four inches, with thinning gray hair and wire-rimmed glasses. His body's soft, a slight gut pushing against his button-down shirt. He looks exactly like what he is—a middle-aged accountant who hasn't set foot in a gym in decades. How the hell did a guy like this land a woman like Salma?

"Oh!" he exclaims, clearly startled to find me standing in his foyer. "Bradley, right? The lawn boy?"

Lawn boy? I'm a college quarterback, not some kid with a push mower. But I force a smile and stick out my hand. "Yes, sir. Bradley Steele."

He shakes it, his grip weak and clammy next to mine. "I didn't realize you were still around. Salma mentioned you came by to mow this morning."

Confusion flickers in his eyes as he glances at his watch. I can see him running the math, puzzling over why I'd still be here hours after finishing the yard. My heart pounds, but I keep my face blank.

"I, uh—" I start, but I'm cut off by footsteps on the stairs.

"Howard! You're home early," Salma calls out. I turn to see her descending in a silk nightrobe that barely covers mid-thigh. Her hair's damp and hastily combed, her face scrubbed clean of my dried cum. She looks like she's just stepped out of the shower, which, technically, she has.

Howard's eyebrows lift slightly at his wife's outfit, but his expression melts at the sight of her. "Mother wasn't feeling well, so I just dropped off the groceries and headed back. What's Bradley still doing here?"

There's no accusation in his voice, just genuine curiosity. This guy hasn't got a clue his wife was just getting railed six ways from Sunday by a college stud. The thought makes my cock stir again.

Salma glides across the foyer to stand beside me, her hand resting lightly on my arm. I catch her perfume—freshly reapplied to mask the scent of sex.

"Bradley's been helping me with a special workout routine," she says smoothly. "I told him last week I wanted to get in better shape for summer, and it turns out he's studying sports medicine at State."

I am? News to me. I'm actually majoring in business, but I don't correct her.

"He's been showing me some exercises I can do at home," Salma continues, fingers squeezing my arm slightly. "Proper form is so important, isn't it, Bradley?"

"Absolutely," I agree, fighting to keep a straight face. "Proper form is essential for... maximum results."

Howard nods, apparently satisfied with the explanation. "That's very kind of you, Bradley. Salma's been talking about getting more active. What do we owe you for the extra time?"

"Oh, nothing," I say quickly. "Happy to help. It's good practice for me, too."

Salma smiles up at me, and there's a wicked glint in her eyes Howard can't see. "Bradley and I have set up regular sessions together. He's going to swing by several times a week to help me... work up a sweat."

I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. The double meaning's blinding to me, but Howard just nods, enthusiastic.

"That's wonderful!" he exclaims. "I've been trying to get Salma to exercise more for years. Her doctor said it would help with her... what was it, dear? Tension?"

"Something like that," Salma agrees, her eyes never leaving mine. "Bradley really knows how to help me release tension."

"Well, I should head out," I say, afraid I'll lose it if this keeps going. "Coach is waiting on me."

"Of course, of course," Howard says, stepping aside to clear my path to the door. "Thank you again for the lawn and for working with Salma."

"My pleasure," I reply, and I mean every word. My fucking pleasure indeed.

Salma walks me to the door, her husband trailing a few steps behind. "See you tomorrow for our session?" she asks, voice innocent but her eyes burning with want.

"Wouldn't miss it," I answer, my voice lower than usual. "We'll pick up right where we left off."

I step out into the late-afternoon sun, a satisfied grin spreading across my face. Behind me, the front door clicks shut, cutting off whatever the Reyeses say next. I don't care. All I know is that tomorrow, I'll be back in Salma's bed, between her legs, making her scream my name while her husband's at work.

Best. Summer. Job. Ever.


Chapter 4

I wake up with a rock-hard cock and Salma's name on my lips. All night, I dreamed of her—of her perfect tits bouncing as I fucked her on that glass table, of her cum-covered face, of the way her pussy gripped me like a vise. I've been with cheerleaders and even a few teachers' wives before, but nothing—fucking nothing—compares to the way that MILF goddess rode my cock yesterday. I can still taste her on my tongue, still smell her expensive perfume on my skin. I need more. And if the throbbing between my legs is any indication, my body agrees.

Morning wood is nothing new, but this is different. My cock is practically pulsing with need as memories of yesterday flash through my mind on repeat. I wrap my hand around my shaft, giving it a few lazy strokes as I imagine Salma's mouth instead, those perfect red lips stretched wide around me, mascara running down her cheeks as I fucked her throat.

I'm just getting into a rhythm when my phone buzzes on the nightstand. I grab it with my free hand, expecting a text from one of my teammates about summer practice. Instead, my heart nearly stops when I see Salma's name on my screen.

Get over here now.

Three words. That's it. But they send a jolt of electricity straight to my cock, making it twitch in my hand. I'm out of bed in seconds, pulling on jeans and a t-shirt without bothering with underwear. No time for a shower—not when Salma fucking Pitt is demanding my presence. Besides, something tells me I'll be getting plenty dirty soon enough.

I race down the stairs, taking them two at a time. My parents are both at work, thank fuck. No need to explain why I'm rushing out of the house with a visible bulge in my pants.

"Going to a friend's!" I shout to the empty house, just in case anyone comes home while I'm gone.

The summer heat hits me like a wall when I step outside, the air thick and humid. Sweat immediately beads on my forehead as I jog next door to Salma's house. Her words echo in my head: Get over here now. Is something wrong? Or is she just as desperate for a repeat of yesterday as I am?

I reach her back gate, my heart pounding against my ribs. The latch lifts easily, just like yesterday, and I stride across her perfectly manicured lawn toward the back door. Howard's car is gone from the driveway, just as she promised yesterday. The coast is clear.

My knuckles rap against the glass of the back door, once, twice. No answer. I try the handle, and it turns easily in my grip. She's left it unlocked for me.

"Salma?" I call out as I step inside, closing the door behind me.

The air conditioning hits my sweat-slicked skin, raising goosebumps along my arms. The house is eerily quiet, the only sound the soft hum of the climate control system and my own rapid breathing. I take a few steps further in, past the kitchen and toward the grand foyer at the front of the house.

And there she is.

Salma stands at the base of the sweeping staircase, bathed in sunlight streaming through the high windows of the foyer. My breath catches in my throat at the sight of her. She's wearing nothing but a silky robe the color of champagne, the material so thin it's nearly transparent where the light hits it. Her hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, her makeup perfect despite the early hour. The robe is barely tied at her waist, the V of the opening revealing the inner curves of her breasts and a tantalizing glimpse of her flat stomach.

"You came," she says, her voice a husky whisper that carries across the marble floor between us.

"Not yet," I reply, surprising myself with my boldness. "But I will."

A smile curves her perfect lips, predatory and hungry. She starts walking toward me, each step deliberate, her hips swaying hypnotically. The movement causes the robe to shift, revealing flashes of bare thigh that make my mouth water.

"I couldn't stop thinking about you," she confesses, closing the distance between us. "About that big cock of yours. About how you fucked me better than any man ever has."

My cock strains against my jeans, already rock hard and aching. I stand frozen as she approaches, mesmerized by the sway of her body, the hunger in her eyes. When she's close enough that I can smell her perfume—something expensive and floral that makes my head swim—she stops, looking up at me through mascara-thickened lashes.

"I need more," she whispers, echoing my own thoughts from this morning.

Then she's on me, her body pressing against mine, her mouth crashing into mine with a desperate urgency that knocks the air from my lungs. Her lips are soft but demanding, her tongue immediately seeking entrance, which I gladly grant. She tastes like mint and coffee, fresh and warm and intoxicating.

My hands find her waist instinctively, the silk of her robe cool and slippery beneath my fingers. Her body is warm through the thin material, her curves pressing against my chest, my abs, my straining cock. The kiss deepens, becoming hungrier, more primal, all teeth and tongues and breathless moans.

I squeeze her waist, feeling the narrowness of it, the contrast to the full curves of her hips and tits. She's perfect—a fucking sculpture of feminine perfection molded just for me. I can't wait anymore. I need her, need to be inside her, need to hear her scream my name again.

With a growl against her lips, I grab her more firmly by the waist and lift her off her feet. She gasps into my mouth, her legs automatically wrapping around my hips, pressing her core against my bulge. The heat of her pussy radiates through the thin silk and my jeans, making my cock throb painfully.

"Bedroom," she pants against my lips, grinding herself against me. "Upstairs. End of the hall. Now."

I don't need to be told twice. With her still clinging to me, legs locked around my waist, arms around my neck, mouth still fused to mine, I start carrying her toward the sweeping staircase. Our lips never separate as I climb the steps, my hands gripping her perfect ass to support her weight. She's light, so light, and the feel of her in my arms, wrapped around me like she can't get close enough, drives me wild with need.

"You're so fucking hot," I murmur against her lips as we reach the landing, her back bumping against the wall as I momentarily lose my balance. I use the opportunity to press her against the wall, grinding my denim-covered erection against her core. She moans, her head falling back, exposing the elegant column of her throat.

I attack it with lips and teeth, sucking at her pulse point, nipping at the delicate skin until she whimpers. "End of the hall," she reminds me, her voice breathless and needy. "Hurry."

Adjusting my grip on her ass, I continue down the hallway, my steps quick and purposeful. I can feel the heat of her through her robe, can smell the scent of her arousal mixing with her perfume. My cock is so hard it's painful, straining against my jeans, desperate to be freed.

The master bedroom door is partially open. I kick it the rest of the way, revealing a lavish room dominated by an enormous king-sized bed. The sheets are pristine white, the frame a dark mahogany that matches the rest of the expensive-looking furniture. Floor-to-ceiling windows let in the morning light, illuminating the room in a warm glow.

Howard's and Salma's shared space. Their marital bed. The place where that limp-dicked old man fails to satisfy his trophy wife. The thought of fucking her here, in their bed, fills me with a savage, primitive satisfaction.

With a growl of pure need, I carry her to the bed and practically throw her onto it. She bounces once on the mattress, her robe falling completely open to reveal her naked body in all its glory. My breath catches in my throat at the sight of her—all smooth, tanned skin and perfect curves laid out before me like a feast.

Her tits are even more magnificent than I remembered, full and round with hard pink nipples pointing straight at me. Her stomach is flat, her waist narrow, flaring out to shapely hips. Between her slightly spread legs, I can see her pussy, already glistening with arousal, a thin strip of hair above her slit the only hair on her body.

"Like what you see?" she purrs, making no move to cover herself. Instead, she spreads her legs wider, giving me an unobstructed view of her pink, wet core.

"Fuck yes," I growl, already reaching for the hem of my t-shirt, desperate to feel her naked skin against mine.

I strip off my shirt in one fluid motion, tossing it carelessly to the floor. My jeans follow quickly, my cock springing free, already rock hard and leaking pre-cum. Salma's eyes widen at the sight, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as she takes in my naked body. But I don't give her time to admire the view. The need burning inside me is too urgent, too primal. In one swift move, I grab her hips and flip her over onto her stomach, yanking her ass up in the air. She gasps, surprised by my roughness, but the way her back arches and her pussy glistens tells me she loves it.

"Fuck me," she begs, looking back over her shoulder at me, her hair wild, her eyes heavy with lust. "Don't make me wait, Bradley. I need your cock inside me now."

Her words ignite something dark and possessive inside me. This gorgeous MILF, this perfect woman who could have any man she wants, is begging for my teenage cock. Practically on her hands and knees, ass in the air, desperate for me to fill her. The power of it rushes through my veins like a drug.

"You want it rough?" I growl, positioning myself behind her, my cock brushing against her soaked entrance. "Want me to fuck you like the dirty little slut you are?"

"Yes!" she hisses, pushing back against me. "Treat me like your whore. Use me."

That's all the encouragement I need. Without warning, I grab her hips hard enough to leave bruises and slam my cock into her in one brutal thrust. She screams, her entire body jerking forward with the force of my entry. Her pussy is soaking wet but still tight, gripping my shaft like a vise as I bury myself to the hilt.

"Oh, fuck!" she wails, her face pressed into the pillows, her knuckles white as she grips the sheets. "So big! So fucking big!"

I don't give her time to adjust. Pulling almost all the way out, I watch my cock slide from her pussy, glistening with her juices, before driving back in hard enough to make the headboard slam against the wall. Again and again, I thrust into her, setting a punishing rhythm that has her moaning continuously.

"This what you wanted?" I grunt, my hands digging into the soft flesh of her hips. "This why you texted me? Needed a young stud to pound that married pussy?"

"Yes!" she cries out, her voice muffled by the pillows. "Needed you, needed this cock, oh God, don't stop!"

The sight of her beneath me, taking my cock like she was made for it, drives me wild. Her perfect ass jiggles with each impact, turning a light pink from the repeated slap of my pelvis against her flesh. I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of her hair, and pull back just enough to arch her spine. She gasps, her pussy clenching around my cock at the sudden domination.

"Look at you," I taunt, yanking her hair harder, forcing her head back. "Taking my cock better than any high school slut ever could. Such a perfect fucking MILF."

"Bradley!" she moans, her voice strained from the position. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I comply, increasing my pace, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to make her tits bounce beneath her. The room fills with the obscene soundtrack of our fucking—the wet slap of skin on skin, the squelching sounds of my cock plunging into her soaked pussy, our heavy breathing and animalistic grunts.

"You're mine now," I growl, releasing her hair to grab her shoulders instead, using them as leverage to pull her back onto my cock with each thrust. "This pussy belongs to me. Say it."

"Yours!" she gasps, her words broken by the force of my thrusts. "My pussy belongs to you! Oh fuck, Bradley, I'm yours!"

The declaration sends a surge of primal satisfaction through me. I pound into her relentlessly, each thrust driving deeper than the last, hitting spots that make her whole body tremble. Her tight, wet heat envelops my cock, squeezing and pulsing around me in a way that nearly pushes me over the edge. But I'm not ready to cum yet—not until I've made her fall apart completely.

"I've been dreaming about this ass," I tell her, releasing one shoulder to bring my hand down on her right cheek with a sharp smack. She yelps, her pussy clenching around me at the sudden pain. "About bending you over and fucking you until you can't walk straight."

"Yes!" she cries out, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "Spank me again! Harder!"

I comply, bringing my hand down on her other cheek with even more force, watching as the pale skin turns a bright red under my palm. The sight of my handprint on her ass, marking her as mine, nearly makes me cum on the spot. I have to grit my teeth and slow my pace slightly, fighting back the rising pressure in my balls.

"You like that, don't you?" I grunt, delivering another stinging slap to her right cheek. "Like being treated like a dirty little slut? Like having your ass marked up by a guy half your age?"

"God, yes," she moans, her face turned to the side now, eyes closed in ecstasy. "No one's ever fucked me like this. So good, so fucking good."

My cock swells with pride at her words. Knowing I'm giving her something her husband never could—something no man has ever given her—fuels my desire to claim her completely. I pound into her even harder, my balls slapping against her clit with each thrust, adding another layer of stimulation that has her gasping.

"I can feel you getting close," I growl, noticing how her pussy is starting to spasm around my shaft, how her breathing has become more erratic. "Your tight little cunt is squeezing my cock."

"I'm going to cum," she pants, her voice high and desperate. "Please, Bradley, make me cum!"

With a wicked grin, I slide my hand beneath her, fingers finding her swollen clit. It's rock hard under my touch, slick with her arousal. I start rubbing it in tight, firm circles, timing my movements with my thrusts.

"Oh, fuck!" she screams as I start stimulating her clit, her entire body jolting with the dual sensation. "Yes, right there! Don't stop!"

I continue my relentless pace, my cock driving deep into her pussy while my fingers work her clit. She's trembling beneath me now, her moans becoming higher, more desperate. I can feel her getting closer to the edge with each thrust, each stroke of my fingers.

"Cum for me," I command, pressing harder on her clit, rubbing faster. "Show me how good this young cock makes you feel."

That's all it takes. With a strangled cry that she tries to muffle in the pillow, Salma's entire body goes rigid, then starts to convulse. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsing and squeezing in rhythmic waves as her orgasm tears through her. I feel a gush of wetness around my shaft, soaking my balls and dripping down her thighs.

"Bradley! Fuck! Oh God!" she wails, her voice breaking as pleasure overwhelms her.

The sight of her coming undone beneath me, the feel of her pussy milking my cock, nearly pushes me over the edge. But I grit my teeth, determined to hold back. This is just the beginning. I want to make her cum again and again, want to completely ruin her for any other man.

Instead of slowing down, I increase my pace, fucking her brutally through her orgasm, prolonging it until she's sobbing with pleasure. My fingers never leave her clit, rubbing in relentless circles even as she tries to squirm away from the overstimulation.

"Too much!" she gasps, her voice thick with pleasure. "Oh god, it's too much!"

But her body tells a different story. Her pussy continues to grip me tightly, her hips still pushing back to meet my thrusts despite her protests. She loves it—loves being used, loves being fucked beyond her limits.

"You can take it," I growl, my free hand gripping her hip to hold her in place as I continue to pound into her. "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be fucked so hard you can't think straight?"

"Yes," she whimpers, her face pressed into the pillow, tears of pleasure streaming down her cheeks. "Yes, don't stop, please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. Not when her pussy feels this good around my cock, not when I can make her body respond like this. The power I have over her—this beautiful, sophisticated woman—is intoxicating. I keep up my relentless pace, fucking her through the aftershocks of her orgasm, watching as her body trembles with each deep thrust.

"You're going to be sore tomorrow," I tell her, a note of satisfaction in my voice. "Going to feel my cock every time you move."

"Good," she moans, looking back at me with mascara running down her cheeks, her lips swollen from biting them. "Want to remember this. Want to feel you inside me for days."

Her words send a surge of pleasure through me, my cock growing even harder inside her. I can feel my own orgasm building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine, but I fight it back. Not yet. I'm not done with her yet.

Just as Salma's breathing starts to even out, her orgasm subsiding to gentle aftershocks, a shrill ringing cuts through the room. Her phone vibrates on the nightstand, the screen lighting up with a name that makes my cock throb even harder inside her: Howard. Her husband. Calling her while she's bent over their marital bed with my cock buried deep inside her married pussy. Our eyes lock, and I see a flicker of panic in hers, quickly replaced by something darker, more mischievous. Without breaking our connection, she reaches for the phone, her pussy clenching around me as she stretches.

"Don't you fucking dare stop," she whispers, her finger hovering over the answer button. Her eyes hold mine, challenging me, daring me to continue as she takes her husband's call.

I respond by driving my cock deeper, making her gasp just as she swipes to answer.

"H-hello?" she manages, her voice a breathless, trembling mess.

I can hear Howard's tinny voice through the speaker, oblivious to what's happening. "Hey, honey, just calling on my break. How's your day going?"

I slow my thrusts to a deep, torturous grind, making her feel every inch as I pull almost all the way out, then push back in with agonizing slowness. Her eyes roll back slightly, her free hand gripping the sheets so tightly her knuckles turn white.

"It's... it's going well," she stammers, biting her lip to stifle a moan as I rotate my hips, my cock pressing against her sensitive walls. "Just... just doing some stretching."

I have to bite back a laugh at her choice of words. Stretching indeed—stretched around my thick cock while her husband chatters away about his workday. The taboo nature of what we're doing, the sheer audacity of it, makes my blood run hot with excitement.

"I miss you," Howard says, his voice so innocent, so unaware.

I choose that moment to reach around and find her clit again, still swollen and sensitive from her previous orgasm. She jerks at my touch, a small, choked sound escaping her lips.

"I... I miss you too, Howard," she whimpers, right as I start circling her clit with firm, deliberate strokes. Her pussy clenches around my cock, already responding to my touch despite having just cum minutes ago.

"You sound out of breath," Howard comments. "Are you alright?"

I increase the pressure on her clit, my cock still moving in that slow, tortuous rhythm that has her trembling beneath me. Her eyes meet mine again, pleading and desperate.

"I'm fine," she gasps. "Just... just finished a set of... oh... of lunges."

"Well, don't overdo it," Howard says, concern in his voice. "Remember what happened last time you pushed yourself too hard with exercise."

"Mmm-hmm," she responds, unable to form actual words as I begin to pick up the pace, my cock driving deeper with each thrust while my fingers work her clit in tight circles.

I lean forward, my chest pressing against her back, my lips at her ear. "Tell him how good you feel," I whisper, quiet enough that the phone won't pick it up. "Tell him while I make you cum again."

She shivers at my words, her pussy flooding with wetness that makes my next thrust smoother, deeper. I can feel her building toward another orgasm already, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft.

"The meeting got moved up, so I might be home a little earlier tonight," Howard continues, completely unaware that his wife is on the verge of cumming on another man's cock. "Maybe we can go out for dinner? That new Italian place you wanted to try?"

"That... that sounds wonderful," Salma manages, her voice strained. "I'd... love that."

I increase the pace of my thrusts now, abandoning the slow grind for something more insistent. The wet slap of skin against skin fills the room, and I wonder if Howard can hear it—if some part of him suspects what's happening but can't or won't acknowledge it.

"You sure you're okay?" Howard asks. "You sound strange."

I choose that exact moment to hit a particularly deep spot inside her, my fingers still working her clit relentlessly. Salma's whole body jerks, a strangled moan escaping her that she quickly disguises as a cough.

"Sorry," she gasps. "Just... just a little winded. From the... the exercise."

"Maybe you should sit down, take a break," Howard suggests, his concern almost comical given the circumstances.

"Can't," she replies, her voice pitched higher than normal as I continue to fuck her. "In the middle of... something important."

I feel her pussy starting to spasm around my cock, her second orgasm approaching fast. She's fighting it, trying to hold back until the call ends, but I have other ideas. I want her to cum while talking to her husband. Want her to experience that ultimate betrayal, that perfect forbidden moment where pleasure and guilt collide.

"You've been so distant lately," Howard says, his voice softening. "I know I work a lot, but I want you to know I still love you, Angie. More than anything."

His words of love, spoken while I'm balls deep inside his wife, send me over some invisible edge. I abandon all pretense of restraint, fucking Salma with renewed vigor, my cock driving into her with enough force to make the headboard slam against the wall. My fingers circle her clit faster, harder, determined to make her cum right now, while Howard is saying he loves her.

"Howard," she gasps, her body beginning to tremble as her orgasm builds. "I... I need to tell you something."

I can hear the confusion in Howard's voice. "What is it, honey?"

"I..." she starts, but her words dissolve into a choked moan as her orgasm crashes over her, more powerful than the first.

Her pussy clamps down on my cock with almost painful intensity, pulsing and squeezing as waves of pleasure tear through her.

"I love you so much!" she screams into the phone, her voice thick with the ecstasy of her betrayal, her back arching, her entire body convulsing beneath me.

The feeling of her pussy spasming around my cock, combined with her tearful declaration of love to her husband while I'm fucking her senseless, finally pushes me over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my cock pulsing as I pump rope after rope of hot cum deep into her married pussy.

"I love you too, honey," Howard replies, clearly moved by her emotional outburst. "I'll see you tonight, okay? Around seven?"

"Yes," she sobs, her body still trembling with aftershocks, my cum filling her even as she speaks to her husband. "Seven. Can't wait."

"Are you crying?" Howard asks, concern evident in his voice.

"Just... emotional," she manages, and it's not entirely a lie. Her body is still quaking from the force of her orgasm, tears of pleasure streaming down her cheeks. "Happy tears."

"You're something else, Angie," Howard says, his voice warm with affection. "I'll let you get back to your workout. Love you."

"Love you too," she whispers, and ends the call.

For a moment, we stay frozen in position—me still buried inside her, both of us panting, coming down from the intense high of what just happened. Then she collapses forward onto the bed, my cock slipping out of her, followed by a trickle of my cum. I fall beside her, my chest heaving, a satisfied grin spreading across my face.

"Holy fuck," I pant, staring up at the ceiling. "That was..."

"Insane," she finishes for me, rolling onto her back. Her hair is a wild mess, her makeup smeared, her body covered in a fine sheen of sweat. She's never looked more beautiful. "I've never cum that hard in my life."

I turn my head to look at her, my cock already twitching with renewed interest despite having just emptied inside her. "You know what the best part is?"

She raises an eyebrow, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "What?"

I roll onto my side, propping myself up on one elbow, and trail my fingers along the curve of her breast, circling her still-hard nipple. "This is just the beginning."

Her breath catches at my touch, her eyes darkening with renewed desire despite the intensity of what we just shared.

"You mean...?" she starts, her voice hopeful.

"I mean I'm going to fuck you every chance I get," I tell her, my voice low and promising. "Every day while Howard's at work. In every room of this house. On every piece of furniture. Going to make you cum so many times you forget what it's like to not have my cock inside you."

She shivers, her nipple hardening further under my touch. "Promise?"

I lean down, capturing her mouth in a slow, deep kiss that makes my intentions crystal clear. When I pull back, I whisper against her lips, "By the time football season starts, you're going to be completely addicted to my cock. And there's not a damn thing Howard can do about it."

Her smile is pure sin as she reaches between us, her hand wrapping around my already hardening shaft. "Good. Because I'm already craving round two."


Book 2


Chapter 1

My hips crash into Salma's perfect ass, the slap ricocheting off the garage walls as I bury my cock deeper into her hot, soaking pussy. She's folded over the hood of her Mercedes, the chilled metal pressing against her perfect tits while I drill into her from behind. Her dark hair is twisted around my fist, hauled back tight enough to bow her spine exactly how I like it.

This is what I live for these days—railing the brains out of this 40-year-old MILF while her oblivious husband punches the clock somewhere across town. Me, Bradley Steele, 21-year-old college quarterback, turning my neighbor's wife into my own private slut.

"You fucking love this, don't you?" I growl, wrenching her head back harder. "Tell me how much you need this young cock."

"Oh God, Bradley!" she moans, her voice trembling with every thrust. "I fucking love it! Your cock is so much bigger than Howard's!"

I smirk, eating up the way she measures me against her sad excuse for a husband. It's only been a week since that first time she dragged me into her bathroom. Now I'm balls deep in her every single chance we get.

"Damn right," I say, my free hand cracking down across her ass cheek and leaving a glowing red print. "This young stud's giving you everything that old man can't."

I let go of her hair for a second to clamp both hands onto her hips, sinking my fingers into her soft flesh. The grip lets me hammer even harder, my balls smacking against her on each stroke. The wet slap of skin on skin floods the garage, blending with her frantic moans and my grunts.

"Look at you," I taunt, "a respectable housewife taking it like a two-dollar whore in your own garage. What would the neighbors say, Salma?"

Her pussy spasms around me at the humiliation, growing even slicker. She craves this filth, hungers for it. This polished, classy MILF dissolves into a pure slut the second my cock's inside her.

"I don't care," she pants, shoving back against me. "Just don't stop fucking me. Please, Bradley, harder!"

I fist her hair again, coiling it around my hand as I bend over her back. My chest molds to her, my mouth right beside her ear. "You want it harder? Then beg for it like you mean it."

"Please, Bradley," she whimpers, voice splintering with need. "Please fuck my married pussy harder. I need it. I'm your slut, your fucking whore. Just wreck me, please!"

That's exactly the sound I'm after. I straighten back up, snapping her head back sharply. "Open your mouth."

She obeys instantly, lips parting. I work saliva to the front of my mouth and spit straight into hers. She moans as it hits her tongue, gulping it down eagerly like the filthy slut she is.

"That's it, take it all," I growl, spitting again and watching her swallow it with a starving look in her eyes.

My hips fire faster, harder, slamming into her with everything I've got. The car rocks under us, the suspension groaning beneath our combined weight. I'm twenty-one with the stamina to back it up, and I spend every ounce of it punishing her desperate pussy.

"Tell me what you are," I command, spanking her ass again, harder this time.

"I'm a filthy married slut!" she screams, her voice rebounding off the garage walls. "I'm a cock-hungry MILF who needs her college neighbor to fuck her right!"

I reach around and find her clit, working it in fast, tight circles while never breaking my relentless rhythm. "You gonna cum for me? Gonna cum all over my big young cock while your husband's stuck at the office?"

"Yes! Fuck, yes!" Her body starts to shudder, her thighs quaking. "I'm cumming, Bradley! Oh God, I'm fucking cumming!"

Her pussy locks around my cock like a fist as she detonates, her whole body bucking with pleasure. Her screams bounce through the garage, probably loud enough for anyone strolling past to catch. The thought only makes my cock throb harder inside her.

"That's it, take it," I groan, feeling my own climax surging. "I'm gonna flood that married pussy."

"Do it," she begs between gasps. "Cum inside me, Bradley. Fill me up with your hot load."

Her words shove me over the edge. My balls draw up tight as pleasure rips through me. I slam into her one final time, burying myself to the hilt as I erupt, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep inside her. I grunt like a beast, my fingers gouging into her hips hard enough to bruise.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I pant, each pulse of my cock sending another surge of pleasure through me.

For a few seconds we hold still, both of us heaving for breath. My chest is slick with sweat, and I watch beads of it slide down her spine. Slowly, I pull free, savoring the sight of my cum starting to leak from her well-used pussy.

Salma turns around, her face flushed and hair wrecked. She sags against the car, legs still trembling. Even after getting thoroughly fucked, she somehow still looks elegant—that special quality that snagged my attention in the first place.

"You're getting better at this," she says with a sly grin, reaching down to touch herself where I just was. "Each time's better than the last."

I grin, tucking my softening cock back into my shorts. "Practice makes perfect."

She laughs, a light, melodic sound completely at odds with the filth that was pouring out of her mouth minutes ago. "I've got a surprise for you," she says, scooping up the panties tossed onto the garage floor.

"Yeah?" I watch as she slides them on, then pulls up her yoga pants.

"Howard and I are heading to that new luxury resort this weekend." She tugs her tank top over her head, adjusting her tits in her bra. "The one that just opened outside the city."

"And?" I cock an eyebrow, already sensing where this is going.

She steps closer, laying a manicured hand flat on my chest. "And I want you to meet us there on Friday." Her eyes glitter with mischief. "I'm thinking it's time we raise the stakes."

My cock twitches at the idea, already starting to thicken again. "You want me to fuck you with him right there?"

"Exactly." She leans in, her lips grazing my ear. "I want your cum inside me while I sleep next to my husband." Her hand drops to cup my growing erection. "Think you can handle that, quarterback?"

I grab her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp. "I'll be there."


Chapter 2

The resort lobby glows with polished marble and crystal chandeliers as I stride through the sliding doors. My duffel feels weightless on my shoulder—I barely packed anything beyond condoms and a change of clothes. Why bother, when I plan to spend most of the weekend buried inside Salma? I'm scanning the check-in desk when a familiar laugh hits my ears and stirs my cock on the spot. Fuck. There they are—Salma and Howard—standing beside a decorative fountain, and she's already clocked me. The look in her eyes says it all: the game's on.

"Bradley?" Salma calls out, her voice pitched with flawless surprise. "What in the world are you doing here?"

I watch her come toward me, her snug sundress hugging every curve. Her tits bounce faintly with each step, dredging up the memory of how they filled my hands just days ago in her garage. Howard shuffles behind her, his thin frame and balding head a glaring contrast to his bombshell wife.

"Well, this is a surprise," I say, matching her performance. My eyes catch hers for a beat—just long enough to spot the hunger lurking under the innocent act.

Howard sticks out his hand, his grip weak and damp. "Bradley! Funny, bumping into my wife's personal trainer all the way out here." He nudges his thick glasses up, squinting at me. "Small world, huh?"

Trainer. Right. The cover story she's been feeding him. I nod, letting my gaze travel over Salma's body in a way Howard reads as some trainer sizing up his "client's" progress.

"Just needed a weekend away," I explain, my eyes lingering on Salma's cleavage. "Coach gave us a few days before training camp kicks off."

"Bradley's been doing such great work stretching me out," Salma tells Howard, her hand settling on my arm in a way that looks casual but fires a current straight to my cock.

Howard nods, utterly clueless. "Oh yes, absolutely. Salma's been raving about how good you are."

I swallow a smirk. If only he knew what exactly his wife's been raving about—like how deep I get inside her, or how many times I can wring an orgasm out of her in one session.

"Have you checked in yet?" Salma asks, her tongue flicking out to wet her lower lip—a move Howard misses entirely but that nearly drags a groan out of me.

"Just about to," I answer, shifting my stance to hide my thickening erection.

Salma's eyes brighten. "Howard, isn't there a room open right next to ours? The one that connects by that side entrance?" She turns to her husband, playing the thoughtful wife. "It'd make our morning workouts so much easier."

Howard blinks behind his glasses. "I suppose we could ask. As long as Bradley doesn't mind, that is."

"Not at all," I say quickly. "Makes sense to me."

Salma beams, victorious. "Perfect! Let me have a word with the front desk." She sashays off, making damn sure her ass sways just enough to keep my eyes glued to it.

"She's really dedicated to this fitness kick," Howard says, oblivious to the way I'm stripping his wife with my eyes. "Up at the crack of dawn some mornings. Says the early sessions are the most... intense."

I nod gravely. "Gotta get the blood pumping early."

Salma returns a moment later, dangling a key card between her manicured fingers. "All set! You're in room 215—right beside ours." She passes me the card, her fingers grazing mine longer than necessary. "We're in 217. There's even a shared balcony."

"How convenient," I murmur, pocketing it.

Howard checks his watch. "I've got that golf lesson at two. Will you two manage to map out the weekend training schedule without me?"

Salma plants a chaste kiss on his cheek. "Of course, darling. Bradley and I have plenty to go over."

After a few more minutes of small talk, a bellhop leads me up to my room. It's lavish—king-sized bed, marble bathroom, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the resort's main pool. But all I can fixate on is the door that's got to connect to Salma's room somewhere along the shared wall.

I toss my bag onto the bed and kick off my shoes. My phone buzzes in my pocket just as I'm about to hit the shower. I pull it out to a message from Salma. My breath snags when I open it.

There on my screen is Salma, topless, her perfect tits fully bared. She's biting her lower lip, one hand sweeping her dark hair back while the other slips beneath the waistband of her panties. The text below reads: "My pussy can't wait to get ruined by you this weekend right under my husband's nose."

My cock stiffens instantly, straining against my jeans. I zoom in on her tits—those full, heavy breasts I've sucked and squeezed and slapped. The nipples are stiff, begging for my mouth. I can practically taste them.

I fire back: "I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll have to bite the pillow to keep from screaming my name."

Another text lands almost instantly: "Howard's leaving for his golf lesson. I'll text you when it's safe to come over."

My hand drifts to my crotch, adjusting my throbbing erection. The weekend's barely begun and I'm already rock hard just thinking about all the ways I'm going to fuck this married MILF while her husband's only feet away.

I head into the bathroom and strip, catching my reflection in the mirror. At twenty-one, my body's in its absolute prime—chiseled from football training, not an ounce of fat anywhere. I flex, admiring my build and the heavy cock hanging between my legs. No wonder Salma can't get enough. What forty-year-old woman wouldn't take a piece of this over her scrawny, aging husband?

The shower feels incredible, hot water sheeting over my muscles as I lather up, scrubbing every inch. After all, I want to be ready the moment Salma calls. I stroke myself lazily, not enough to finish—just keeping myself primed for what's coming.

As I towel off, another text comes through: "He just left. Room 217. Door's unlocked."

I grin at my reflection. Time to go ruin a married woman's pussy, exactly like she asked.


Chapter 3

I tug at the front of my shorts as I move to the door. The connecting hallway's empty—perfect. Three long strides and I'm at room 217. I slip inside, easing the door shut behind me, and there she is—sprawled across the king-sized bed in nothing but a white hotel robe hanging open to reveal every inch of her perfect body.

"Took you long enough," she purrs, her eyes raking down my frame and snagging on the obvious bulge in my shorts.

"Damn," I whisper, drinking her in. Her dark hair spreads across the pillow like a halo, a striking contrast to the devilish smile curling her lips. The robe frames her body flawlessly—full tits with already-stiff nipples, flat stomach, and those long legs spread just enough to flash me her smooth, shaved pussy.

I kick off my shoes and yank my shirt over my head in one motion. Salma's eyes darken as she watches, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"How long's hubby gone for?" I ask, closing in on the bed.

"At least two hours." She props herself up slightly, the robe sliding further open. "More than enough time for what I need."

I stop at the edge of the bed, close enough that she can hook her fingers into the waistband of my shorts. She drags them down along with my boxers, and my cock springs free, already rock hard and aimed straight at her face.

"Fuck, I missed this," she says, wrapping her hand around the base. Her grip is firm, possessive. "Big young cock. So much better than what I get at home."

Her words send a hot rush of satisfaction through me. I love hearing how much I outclass her husband. "Show me how much you missed it," I demand, threading my fingers through her hair.

Salma leans in, her hot breath ghosting over the head of my cock. She keeps her eyes locked on mine as she extends her tongue, giving the tip a slow, deliberate lick. Precum beads at my slit, and she laps it up eagerly.

"Mmm, you always taste so good," she moans, her hand starting to stroke my shaft. Her grip's perfect—tight enough to feel unreal but never too rough. She knows exactly how to work me after our week of fucking.

"Put it in your mouth," I command, tightening my hold on her hair. "Show me what that married mouth can do."

She opens wide, taking me in with a hungry moan. The wet heat of her mouth swallows the head of my cock, her tongue swirling around it expertly. I watch, mesmerized, as my cock vanishes between those full lips—lips that kiss her husband goodnight while tasting of my cum.

"That's it, take it deeper," I growl, pushing her head down gently but firmly. She loosens her throat, taking more of me with each bob. Her hand works what won't fit, twisting slightly as it glides up and down my shaft.

Spit pools around her lips, turning the blowjob wet and sloppy—exactly how I like it. Obscene slurping sounds fill the room as she works me with enthusiasm, her free hand cradling my balls.

"You're a hell of a cocksucker for a respectable housewife," I taunt, my hips starting to push forward. "Bet the country club ladies would faint if they saw you now."

She moans around my cock, the vibration shooting sparks up my spine. Pulling off with a gasp, strands of spit bridging her lips to my cock, she gazes up at me with lust-glazed eyes. "I'd suck you right in front of them if you wanted. I don't care who knows I'm your slut."

My cock jerks at her words. I grab her head with both hands now, holding her steady as I start to fuck her mouth harder. "That's exactly what you are—my personal married slut. Taking my cock while your husband's off playing golf like a good little boy."

Tears well in her eyes as my cock hits the back of her throat, but she doesn't retreat. Instead she relaxes more, letting me use her. Her hands grip my thighs, fingers digging into the muscle as I thrust.

"Look at me," I demand. When she lifts her eyes to mine, I go on, "You like getting used like this? Like being my personal fucktoy whenever I want?"

She nods as best she can with my cock sliding in and out of her mouth. I pull out completely, letting her catch her breath. Strings of spit hang from her chin, her lipstick smeared across her face. She looks utterly debauched.

"Tell me," I insist, slapping my wet cock against her cheek.

"I love it," she gasps, her voice hoarse. "I love being your fucktoy. I think about your cock all the time. When Howard's inside me, I close my eyes and pretend it's you."

I groan at her words, my cock pulsing with need. "Spit on it," I command.

She works up saliva and lets it fall in a long strand onto my cock. Her hand immediately spreads it around, making my shaft glisten. The handjob's even better now, her fist gliding smoothly along my length.

"Such a filthy MILF," I growl, pushing back into her mouth. "Blowing a college boy while your husband thinks you're such a perfect little wife."

She takes me deeper this time, her nose pressing to my stomach as she deepthroats my entire length. I feel the tight squeeze of her throat around the head of my cock, and it takes everything I've got not to bust right there.

"Fuck! Your mouth's so good," I groan, holding her head still as I soak in the sensation. When she starts struggling for air, I pull back, letting her gasp and cough.

Salma looks up at me, mascara streaking down her cheeks, lips swollen and red. "Use me," she begs. "Use my mouth however you want. I'm yours."

I fist her hair again, rougher this time. "Open wide," I order. When she does, I drive back in, setting a brutal pace. Her mouth makes wet, obscene noises as I fuck it, her hands now gripping my ass to urge me deeper.

"That's it, take it all like a good slut," I pant, feeling my balls draw tight. "I should record this and show your husband what his wife does when he's not around."

She moans loudly around my cock, clearly fired up by the degradation. Her hand slips between her legs, and I can see she's touching herself, getting off on having her mouth used so roughly.

"You gonna make yourself cum while I fuck your face? Do it. Rub that married pussy while you choke on my cock."

Her fingers work faster between her legs as I keep thrusting, her moans growing more desperate around my shaft. The whole scene is filthy and perfect—this elegant MILF reduced to a cock-hungry slut fingering herself while I use her mouth for my pleasure.

Just as Salma's rhythm on my cock hits that perfect sweet spot, her phone blares from the nightstand. We both freeze. Howard's name and photo light up the screen. Our eyes lock, and I expect her to ignore it—but instead a wicked smile spreads across her face. She pulls her mouth off my cock with a wet pop, keeping her hand firmly wrapped around my shaft as she reaches for the phone with her free hand.

"Hello, darling," she answers, her voice suddenly sweet and innocent while her hand keeps stroking me. Her eyes never leave mine, taunting me, daring me to make a sound.

My heart slams against my ribs. This is so fucked up—and so hot. I can hear Howard's tinny voice through the phone, asking her something about dinner reservations.

"Yes, I'm just relaxing in the room," she lies smoothly. As she speaks, she lowers her head again, taking my cock back into her mouth. I have to bite my lip to choke back a groan.

Her tongue circles the head while she hums affirmative sounds into the phone. The clash between her proper, wifely tone and the obscene things she's doing has my cock throbbing harder than ever.

"Mmm-hmm," she hums in answer to something Howard says, the vibration shooting jolts of pleasure through my shaft. She pulls back slightly. "A spa treatment sounds wonderful. Very... relaxing."

I can't resist. I grab her hair again, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth as she fights to keep the conversation going. Her eyes go wide, but she doesn't pull away. If anything, the risk lights her up even more.

"Oh, I'm just a little out of breath," she explains when Howard apparently catches something off in her voice. "I was doing some of those stretches Bradley showed me."

Hearing her say my name while she's on the phone with her husband and my cock's in her mouth nearly makes me lose it. I thrust shallowly between her lips, watching her battle to hold her composure.

"Seven o'clock sounds perfect," she manages, her free hand now gripping my thigh for support as I keep gently fucking her mouth. "I'll meet you in the lobby."

She listens a moment, her eyes rolling up to meet mine as she deepthroats me again. I can see the mischief there, the sheer thrill she's getting from this dangerous game.

"Love you too," she finally says, and hangs up. The second the call ends, she pulls off my cock, gasping for air. "You fucking bastard," she laughs, her voice husky with desire. "You almost made me choke!"

"You loved it," I growl, hauling her up by her arms. "You got so wet sucking me while talking to him, didn't you?"

Instead of answering, she kisses me hard, her tongue invading my mouth. I can taste myself on her lips, and it only stokes me hotter. I shove her back onto the bed, the robe falling completely open now.

"Spread your legs," I command, settling between her thighs. "I'm going to fuck you properly now."

She obeys instantly, her knees dropping open to reveal her pussy, glistening with need. "Do it," she urges, her chest heaving. "Fuck me like he never could."

I grip my cock, dragging the head through her wet folds, teasing her entrance. "You want this young cock inside you? While your husband's out there thinking you're such a good wife?"

"Yes," she moans, her hips lifting off the bed, chasing my cock. "Please, Bradley. I need it."

I push in slowly, savoring the tight heat of her cunt swallowing me inch by inch. Once I'm buried to the hilt, I grab her wrists and pin them above her head with one hand. The position arches her back, thrusting her tits up invitingly.

"Look at you," I taunt, beginning to thrust steadily. "Taking a college boy's cock like the slut you are."

Her eyes roll back, pleasure washing over her face. "Yes! Oh god, Bradley, your cock feels so good!"

I pick up the pace, driving into her harder. The crack of skin on skin fills the room, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans. With my free hand I grab one of her tits, squeezing rough. The soft flesh yields under my fingers, and I pinch her nipple, ripping a gasp out of her.

"You think about this when he fucks you?" I demand, my hips slamming against hers now. "You think about getting pounded by a real man?"

"Always," she pants, her legs winding around my waist to drag me deeper. "I always think of you. Your body... your cock... fuck!"

I lean down, biting her neck hard enough to leave a mark. "I'm going to leave my cum so deep inside you you'll still feel it dripping out when you're sitting across from him at dinner."

The thought makes her pussy clamp around me, her walls gripping my cock like a vise. I can tell she's getting close, her breath coming in short, frantic gasps.

"That's right," I keep going, my voice rough with effort. "I'm going to mark this married pussy as mine. Every time he touches you, you'll be remembering how I fucked you better."

"Yes!" she cries, her body starting to tremble beneath me. "I'm your slut! Your fucking whore! Use me!"

I release her wrists to grab her hips with both hands, lifting them slightly to shift the angle. It lets me drive deeper, and her eyes fly open in shock at the new sensation.

"Oh fuck! Right there! Don't stop!"

Her nails rake down my back, probably leaving welts, but I don't care. The sting only sharpens my pleasure as I pound into her relentlessly. Sweat drips from my forehead onto her chest, our bodies sliding together in the most primal way.

"Touch yourself," I command. "Make yourself cum on my cock."

She obeys instantly, her hand snaking between our bodies to find her clit. She rubs frantic circles around the swollen bud, her movements turning jerky as she races toward release.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling my own climax building. "Cum for me. Show me how much better I am than your husband."

Her back arches off the bed, her whole body locking up. "I'm cumming!" she screams, her voice ringing off the hotel room walls. "Fuck! Bradley! I'm cumming!"

Her pussy convulses around my cock, the rhythmic clenching dragging me over the edge. I thrust deep one final time, holding myself there as my release tears through me.

"Take it," I grunt, my cock pulsing as I empty myself inside her. "Take every fucking drop."

Rope after rope of hot cum floods into her, filling her completely. The thought that her husband might be inside this same pussy later tonight, unknowingly mixing with my seed, makes my orgasm even more intense.

I collapse on top of her, both of us gasping. Her legs are still locked around me, holding me inside like she can't bear to lose a single drop.

"Fuck," she whispers against my ear, her voice thoroughly satisfied. "That was incredible."

I lift my head to look at her, taking in her flushed face and wrecked hair. Even after getting completely fucked, there's something elegant about her that drives me wild.

"We've still got an hour before he's back," I murmur, already feeling my cock stir inside her again. At twenty-one, my recovery time is one of my best weapons. "Ready for round two?"

Her eyes widen in surprise, then darken with fresh lust as she feels me hardening. "God, I love college boys," she laughs, pulling me down for another kiss.


Chapter 4

The afternoon sun bakes my shoulders as I push through the glass doors into the resort's main pool area. The place is busy but not packed—couples lounging on deck chairs, a few kids splashing in the shallow end, staff weaving through with drink trays. I scan the scene, and there they are—Salma stretched out on a lounger in a tiny white bikini that dries my mouth out, Howard beside her with his nose buried in a magazine. Her perfect body glistens with tanning oil, every curve on display like she's begging to get fucked right here in public. She clocks me immediately, her eyes tracking me over the rim of her sunglasses while she pretends to be deep in conversation with her husband.

I take my time strolling to an empty lounger across from them, making sure Salma gets a good, long look at my body. All those hours in the weight room for football pay off—broad shoulders, carved abs, strong legs that have her practically drooling. I peel my shirt over my head slowly, feeling her eyes glued to me the whole time. When I glance her way, she shifts in her seat, crossing her legs like she's trying to relieve some pressure.

"Bradley!" Howard calls out, finally spotting me. He waves me over, clueless to the way his wife is eye-fucking me. "Join us! We were just talking dinner plans."

I saunter over, dropping my towel on an empty chair beside them. "Afternoon," I greet, raking a lingering once-over down Salma that I know Howard will read as a trainer's professional assessment. "Looks like you're working on your tan instead of those glutes we talked about."

Salma smirks, adjusting her bikini top slightly. The motion presses her tits together, deepening her cleavage. "I figured I earned a break after this morning's... exertion."

Howard chuckles, completely missing the innuendo. "You two and your workouts. I don't know how you keep up with him, dear."

"Oh, I manage," she purrs, uncrossing her legs and leaning forward slightly. The angle gives me a perfect view down her bikini top to her nipples—still faintly red from my mouth earlier.

Howard folds his magazine, setting it aside. "We met the most interesting couple at the bar earlier. The Hendersons. They're here on one of those marriage retreats."

"Marriage retreats?" I ask, perching on the edge of Salma's lounger. My thigh brushes her foot, and she immediately presses back, keeping the contact.

"Yes, apparently they're trying to 'rekindle their passion,'" Howard explains, throwing up air quotes. "Married fifteen years and the spark's gone. Can you imagine?"

Salma rolls her eyes dramatically. "Yes, Howard, it's utterly unthinkable that someone might get bored with their spouse after years of the exact same routine."

The edge in her voice sails right over Howard's head, but I have to fight back a smile. If only he knew how his wife is "rekindling" her passion right under his nose.

"I'm going for a swim," I announce, standing. "Water looks perfect."

"I'll join you," Salma says instantly. "I should do that special stretch we talked about." She sits up, fussing with her bikini unnecessarily. "My hips are still tight from this morning."

Howard waves us off, already reaching for his magazine again. "You two go ahead. I'm not much of a swimmer."

I dive in, slicing cleanly through the water before surfacing near the far edge. Salma slips in more gracefully, taking the steps and swimming over to me with long, elegant strokes. Her white bikini turns half-transparent when wet, and I can make out the darker circles of her nipples through the fabric.

"Special stretch, huh?" I murmur when she reaches me, positioning herself with her back to the pool edge, facing Howard who's already buried in his reading again.

"Mmm-hmm," she hums, reaching for my hands underwater. "Very special. Requires... manual assistance."

She guides my hands to her hips, drawing me closer until our bodies nearly touch. To anyone watching, it might look like I'm helping her stretch against the pool wall. But Howard can't see beneath the surface, where my fingers are already sliding under the edge of her bikini bottom.

"Howard!" Salma calls out, her voice perfectly steady despite my fingertips grazing her outer lips. "How's the article?"

He glances up, squinting against the sun. "Fascinating piece on investment portfolios. You should read it later."

"Sounds riveting," she replies, widening her stance to give me better access. My middle finger slips between her folds, finding her already slick despite the water.

"So, Bradley," Howard says, lowering the magazine. "How's the football training coming along?"

I circle Salma's clit slowly as I answer, "Going great. Coach has me working on my... penetration." I push my finger into her as I say the word, feeling her tense around me. "Gotta get deep into the defense, you know?"

"Ah, yes, of course," Howard nods like he understands sports. "Penetration's key."

Salma makes a small choking sound that she masks with a cough. I add a second finger, curling them inside her to hit that spot I know drives her wild.

"You alright, dear?" Howard asks, peering at her over his glasses.

"Fine," she manages, her voice only slightly strained. "Just swallowed some water wrong. Bradley's showing me this new stretch."

"It's all about finding the right rhythm," I explain, settling into a steady pace with my fingers. In and out, curling upward each time. "Consistent pressure in the right spots."

Howard nods sagely. "That makes sense. Consistency matters in any regimen."

I lean closer to Salma, ostensibly to fix her posture. My lips brush her ear as I whisper, "Your tight married pussy feels so good around my fingers. I can still feel my cum from earlier inside you."

Her breath catches, but she holds it together. "Howard, have you made our dinner reservation yet?" she calls out, her voice impressively level while my fingers pump faster.

"Yes, dear. Seven o'clock at the steakhouse," he answers, flipping a page.

I press my thumb to her clit now, rubbing tight circles while my fingers keep assaulting her inner walls. "I bet you're going to sit across from him at dinner with my cum dripping out of you," I whisper. "Maybe I should finger you under the table there too."

She bites her lip hard, her hips making tiny movements against my hand that would be invisible to anyone watching. I can feel her closing in, her walls clenching around my fingers more rhythmically.

"You know what else helps with hip flexibility?" I say loud enough for Howard to hear. "Resistance training." I push a third finger into her, stretching her further, ramping up the pace.

"Is that right?" Howard responds, distracted.

"Absolutely," I continue, my fingers fucking her mercilessly now. "Sometimes you've got to push past the initial discomfort to really loosen things up."

Salma's knuckles go white where she grips the pool edge. Her face is flushed, which she could pin on the sun, but I know better. She's fighting desperately not to cum right here in front of everyone—especially her clueless husband.

"You're going to cum on my fingers with your husband watching, aren't you, you dirty slut?" I whisper harshly in her ear, speeding up. "Do it. Squeeze my fingers with that married pussy. Show me what a whore you really are."

Her eyes flutter shut briefly, her breathing going shallow. I can feel her right on the edge, her pussy pulsing around my fingers as she battles for control.

"Howard," she calls out suddenly, her voice a touch higher than normal. "I think I'm going to swim a few laps. Bradley says it'll help with my... endurance."

Howard just nods, completely unaware that his wife is seconds from an orgasm delivered by a twenty-one-year-old college boy's fingers.

Salma's pussy clenches around my fingers one last time before she pulls away, her eyes dark with lust and something more dangerous—a challenge. She turns to face the pool edge, bending forward slightly like she's stretching her back. The position presses her perfect ass against my crotch underwater, and I know exactly what she wants. This woman's insatiable. Getting fingered to the brink right in front of her husband isn't enough—she needs my cock inside her, right here, right now. My dick's already rock hard, straining against my trunks at the mere thought of fucking her with Howard just feet away.

"You need to work on your form," I say loud enough for Howard to catch, my hands finding her hips underwater. "Let me show you the proper position."

"Please do," she purrs, widening her stance, fingers gripping the pool edge.

I glance at Howard, who's still lost in his magazine, totally oblivious to what's about to happen. The sun glints off his glasses as he turns a page, sinking deeper into his lounger.

Under the cover of the water, I quickly pull my cock out through the slit in my trunks. The warm pool feels strange against my hard shaft, but it doesn't dent my arousal one bit. Salma reaches back with one hand, finding my cock and guiding it to her entrance.

"This is so fucking wrong," I whisper in her ear, even as I line up at her opening. The thin strip of her bikini bottom slides aside easily, baring her pussy to me.

"Then stop," she challenges, knowing full well I won't—can't—resist.

I push forward slowly, feeling her stretch around me as I enter. The sensation is different underwater, tighter somehow, with more resistance. Salma's breath catches as I fill her inch by inch.

"How's that stretch feeling?" I ask, loud enough for Howard, as I bottom out inside his wife.

"So deep," she responds, the double meaning ours alone. "I can really feel it working."

Howard glances up, giving us a distracted thumbs-up before going back to his reading.

I start moving inside her, settling into a slow rhythm that won't kick up suspicious splashing. The water helps mask our movements, the perfect cover for our illicit coupling. Each thrust sends small ripples across the surface, but nothing that'd draw an eye.

"I can't believe I'm fucking you right in front of him," I growl quietly in her ear, my hands gripping her hips underwater to drag her back onto my cock. "You're such a filthy slut."

"Harder," she whispers back, barely audible. "Fuck me harder."

I crank up the force of my thrusts as much as I dare, driving into her with controlled power. The risk of getting caught sharpens every sensation—her tight pussy clutching my cock, the warm water swirling around us, the adrenaline flooding my veins.

"Bradley," Howard calls out suddenly, making us both freeze. "Did you catch the game last night?"

My cock's buried to the hilt inside Salma as I answer, "Yeah, great fourth quarter. Defense really stepped up." I sound remarkably normal under the circumstances.

"That final interception was something else," Howard continues, totally unaware that I'm balls-deep in his wife.

"Absolutely," I agree, slowly starting to move again. "Perfectly timed penetration by the cornerback." I punch the word with an especially deep thrust that makes Salma bite her lip.

As Howard launches into a detailed breakdown of the game, I slide my hands from Salma's hips up to cup her breasts. The thin bikini top does nothing to hide her stiff nipples as I squeeze and knead her tits. From a distance, it might look like I'm helping her with some upper-body stretch.

"He has no idea I'm filling his wife's pussy right now," I whisper, pinching her nipples through the fabric. "That I'm about to make you cum on my cock while he sits there reading."

Salma pushes back against me, taking me deeper. Her movements are subtle but effective, grinding her ass against my pelvis in small circles that drive me wild.

"When we get back to the room," I continue, my mouth at her ear, "I'm going to bend you over again and fuck your ass while you call him to say you'll be late for dinner."

Her pussy clenches around me at my words, a tremor running through her body. She's getting close again. The combination of my cock inside her, the risk of discovery, and my filthy mouth is pushing her toward the edge.

"You like that idea? Want me to stretch your tight ass while you talk to your husband?" I pick up the pace slightly, keeping the water disturbance minimal. "Such a perfect MILF whore, taking a college boy's cock in every hole."

"Yes," she hisses, barely audible. "I want it all. Want you to use me however you want."

I reach down between her legs with one hand, finding her clit under the water. It's swollen and hard as I start rubbing tight circles, timing my strokes with my thrusts.

"Cum for me," I command quietly. "Cum on my cock while you look at your husband."

Salma turns her head slightly, her eyes finding Howard across the pool deck. He's still absorbed in his magazine, completely oblivious that his wife is getting thoroughly fucked just yards away. The sight of him shoves her over the edge.

I feel her start to tense, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic pulses. Her mouth falls open in a silent scream as the orgasm hits. Moving fast, I clamp my hand over her mouth from behind, disguising it as a playful gesture while actually muffling the moan that escapes.

"Just keeping her on her toes," I call out to Howard with a laugh when he glances up at the commotion. "Surprise attacks are part of the training."

He chuckles and returns to his reading, missing the way Salma's body trembles against mine, her orgasm ripping through her in powerful waves. Her pussy milks my cock, squeezing and releasing as she rides it out.

"That's it," I whisper, holding her steady as her legs threaten to buckle. "Take it all."

When the spasms finally fade, she slumps against the pool edge, breathing hard. I'm still rock hard inside her, having purposely held back my own release. Something tells me this game isn't finished.

She's facing the pool edge again, her fingers gripping the concrete lip as I enter her from behind. The water laps gently around our waists, the perfect cover for what we're doing. Her body's still sensitive from her orgasm, and I feel her twitch around my cock as I push all the way in. We're playing the most dangerous game there is, and knowing her husband's just feet away makes my heart pound and my dick throb even harder. I set a slow rhythm, careful not to stir the water suspiciously, when Howard's voice suddenly cuts through the air.

"What exactly are you two doing over there?"

My blood freezes, but my cock somehow gets even harder inside Salma. Howard's standing at the pool's edge now, his magazine rolled up in one hand as he peers down at us with a puzzled expression. From his angle he can't see beneath the water, but the way our bodies are positioned might look suspicious.

"Hey there, Howard," I call out casually, not missing a beat as I keep slowly thrusting into his wife underwater. "Just working on that special stretch I was telling you about."

Salma's pussy clenches around me—whether from fear or excitement, I can't tell. Probably both. Her voice is remarkably steady when she speaks. "It's really helping with my lower back pain, honey."

Howard adjusts his glasses, squinting at us. "It looks... unusual. Your positions seem rather close."

My heart hammers against my ribs, but the danger only ratchets up my arousal. I'm balls deep inside this man's wife while he watches, none the wiser. I deliver a particularly deep thrust, drawing a faint gasp from Salma.

"Just catching my breath," she explains quickly when Howard raises an eyebrow at the sound. "This stretch really works the core muscles."

I plant my hands on her waist, supposedly to "adjust her form" but really to drag her harder onto my cock. "The water resistance helps with muscle engagement," I explain, sounding every bit the professional trainer despite my dick being buried inside his wife's married pussy.

Howard nods slowly, looking less suspicious but still curious. "Is this something I should be doing for my back too?"

The question nearly makes me laugh out loud. Is he asking whether he should let me fuck him from behind too? The absurdity of it makes my cock pulse inside Salma, and I feel her body answer my twitching.

"Oh, no," Salma answers quickly, her voice only slightly breathless as I keep up my slow, deep thrusts. "This is specifically for... women's issues. Right, Bradley?"

"Absolutely," I agree, my voice remarkably steady considering I'm actively fucking his wife. "The female anatomy needs a different approach. This particular stretch targets the pelvic floor."

Howard looks relieved he won't be expected to join in. "Well, as long as it's helping. Your training methods are certainly... unconventional, Bradley."

"That's why I'm the best," I reply, giving Salma a particularly deep thrust that makes her bite her lip. The cocky double meaning sails clean over Howard's head.

He checks his watch. "I'm heading up to the room to shower before dinner. Will you be much longer?"

Salma grips the pool edge tighter. "Just another fifteen minutes or so. We're nearly... finished."

"Take your time," Howard says, waving dismissively. "I'll see you upstairs."

As Howard turns to leave, I pick up the pace slightly, emboldened by our narrow escape. The water ripples around us, but not enough to draw notice. Most of the other swimmers are wrapped up in their own things, paying us no mind.

"I can't believe we just did that," Salma whispers once Howard's out of earshot, her voice shaking with adrenaline. "He was looking right at us while you were inside me."

"And now I'm going to fill you with cum while he's still in sight," I growl in her ear, nodding toward Howard's retreating figure as he heads for the hotel entrance. "Look at him. Walking off with no clue his wife's pussy is stuffed with young cock."

She moans softly, pushing back against me with more force now that we're free of Howard's immediate scrutiny. "Do it. Cum inside me. I want to feel it."

I grip her hips harder, thrusting more deliberately. Our surroundings mean I can't pound her like I want to, but there's something insanely erotic about the controlled, subtle fucking. Every movement is precise, calculated, built to wring out maximum pleasure without drawing attention.

"You're such a fucking slut," I whisper harshly, watching Howard vanish through the hotel doors. "Getting fucked in public, right in front of your husband. What would he think if he knew what a whore his wife really is?"

Her pussy spasms around me at my words, and I know she's climbing toward another orgasm. The degradation gets her off almost as much as the risk.

"Touch yourself," I command. "Make yourself cum on my cock again."

She obeys, slipping one hand beneath the water to rub her clit as I keep thrusting. Her breathing turns rapid, her movements more urgent.

"That's right," I encourage, my own climax building fast. The mix of risk, her tight pussy, and the thrill of defiling another man's wife has me right at the edge. "Cum with me."

"I'm close," she gasps, her fingers working frantically underwater. "So close, Bradley."

I push the pace as far as I dare, the water sloshing faintly around us. My balls draw up tight, that familiar pressure coiling at the base of my spine. "I'm going to cum inside you," I groan quietly. "Going to fill that married pussy up."

"Yes," she hisses, her body starting to tremble. "Cum in me. Do it now!"

Her pussy clamps around me as her second orgasm crashes through, and it's all I need. I thrust deep one final time, holding myself fully inside her as my cock pulses and throbs, shooting rope after rope of hot cum deep into her. The sensation is overwhelming—cumming inside her in public, in a pool, with people all around and her husband just out of sight.

"Fuck," I grunt, fighting to keep my voice down as pleasure tears through me. "Taking all my cum, aren't you? Such a good slut."

The warm jets of my seed flood her, mixing with the pool water that's seeped inside. The thought that my cum might be drifting out of her into the pool only sharpens the dirty thrill.

When the last pulse fades, I stay inside her a moment, both of us heaving for breath. Her body slumps slightly against the pool edge, wrung out from our public encounter.

"Jesus Christ," she whispers, slowly turning to face me as I finally pull out. Under the water, I tuck my softening cock back into my trunks. "That was the most intense thing I've ever done."

I grin, feeling triumphant and completely satisfied. "Better than your husband?"

She laughs softly, her eyes glinting with mischief. "Howard doesn't even belong in the same sentence as what we just did." She glances toward the hotel entrance where he disappeared. "I should head up soon. He'll wonder where I am."

"Go," I say, leaning in for a quick, fierce kiss. "Go up to your husband with my cum still inside you. Sit across from him at dinner knowing what we just did."

She smiles, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "And what about you? Coming to dinner?"

I shake my head. "I've already eaten." I reach under the water, giving her pussy a final possessive squeeze. "But I'll be hungry again later. Text me when he's asleep."

Salma bites her lip, nodding. She pulls herself out of the pool in one graceful motion, water streaming down her perfect body. Her white bikini clings to her curves, nearly see-through when wet. I watch her saunter over to her lounger, gather her things, and head toward the hotel without a backward glance—but with an extra sway in her hips that tells me she knows I'm watching.

I float on my back, staring up at the cloudless blue sky, completely satisfied. The weekend's just getting started and I've already fucked Salma right under her husband's nose twice today. I can't wait to see what tonight brings.

As other guests splash and swim around me, not one of them has a clue what just happened in their midst. I close my eyes, savoring the secret, already plotting my next encounter with my perfect MILF neighbor.


Chapter 5

I'm sprawled across the bed in my resort room, running this afternoon's pool scene back through my head. Salma's wet body, those perfect tits barely contained by that tiny bikini. My cock stiffens instantly at the memory. I slide my hand down my shorts, gripping myself, imagining what it'd feel like to have her wrapped around me. Fuck, she's Howard's wife, but I can't stop thinking about her—the way she moans when I'm inside her.

Three sharp knocks at my door yank me out of the fantasy. I curse, quickly adjusting myself to hide my hard-on.

"Just a minute," I call out, grabbing a pillow to drop strategically over my lap as I sit up.

When I open the door, my breath snags. Salma stands there, looking even hotter than she did at the pool. Her dark hair tumbles in loose waves around her shoulders, and she's wearing a dress that clings to every curve of her MILF body. Beside her is Howard, looking as clueless as ever with his thick glasses and awkward posture.

"Bradley!" Salma's voice is pure honey. "We were just heading down for a little evening snack and thought you might want to join us."

Howard nods absently, clearly dragged along for whatever Salma's cooked up.

"I, uh—" My eyes lock with Salma's, and she gives me a look that makes my cock twitch.

"Please," she says, a sweet smile on her lips that doesn't match the hunger in her eyes. "We insist."

Howard glances at his watch. "The restaurant downstairs has excellent late-night options."

While Howard studies his watch, Salma's eyes darken. She licks her lips slowly, deliberately, and shoots me a look so loaded with lust I feel it like a physical touch.

"Fine," I say, my voice rougher than I mean it to be. "Let me grab my key."

The elevator ride down is torture. Salma stands next to me, close enough that I can smell her perfume—something expensive and intoxicating. Every time Howard looks away, her hand brushes mine, her hip bumps mine. None of it's accidental. Nothing about Salma is ever accidental.

The resort restaurant is dimly lit, all soft glow and intimate corners. We're led to a table in the back, and I notice a woman already seated there. She looks up as we approach, and holy fuck—she's nearly as hot as Salma.

"Bradley, this is my friend Camila," Salma says, her voice silky. "She's staying at the resort this week too."

Camila rises to greet me, and my eyes go straight to her chest. Her tits are full and perfect in a low-cut top that flashes just enough cleavage to make my mouth water.

"So nice to meet you, Bradley," Camila says, her voice playful. She holds my gaze a beat too long as we shake hands. "Salma's told me all about you."

My eyebrows shoot up. "She has?"

Salma laughs, the sound like sex itself. "Only good things."

We sit, and I end up between Camila and Howard, with Salma directly across from me. The table's small, our knees almost touching beneath it.

Howard immediately launches into a story about some business meeting he had earlier, something about investment portfolios and market swings. I try to nod in the right places, but my mind blanks the instant I feel something slide up my leg.

Salma's foot. Fuck.

Her eyes never leave Howard's face as she talks, tossing in details to his boring-ass story, but her foot creeps higher up my leg. I grip the edge of the table, fighting to keep my face neutral.

"Don't you think, Bradley?" Howard asks, and I realize I haven't heard a word.

"Uh, yeah. Absolutely," I stammer.

Howard seems satisfied and drones on. That's when I feel a different touch on my thigh. I glance at Camila beside me. She sips her wine innocently, but her hand has found its way onto my leg under the table.

Holy shit. What is happening?

Salma's foot presses against my crotch just as Camila's hand slides higher. My cock, already half-hard from Salma's footsie game, snaps to full attention. I choke on my water.

"You alright, Bradley?" Howard asks, pausing his monologue.

"Fine," I croak. "Just went down the wrong pipe."

Howard nods and dives back into his story about market trends or whatever the fuck he's on about. I couldn't care less. Not with Camila's hand now planted directly on my crotch, rubbing me through my pants.

I shoot a look at Salma, wondering if she knows what her friend's doing. The small, wicked smile on her lips tells me everything. Not only does she know—she set it up.

Camila's fingers find my zipper and slowly, expertly drag it down. No one at the table can see what's happening beneath the tablecloth, but my heart's pounding so hard I'm shocked they can't hear it.

Salma's foot withdraws just as Camila's hand slips into my pants. Her cool fingers wrap around my cock, pulling it free. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning out loud.

"The fiscal year projections are quite promising," Howard says, oblivious.

Camila cuts me a sideways glance, her eyes dark with lust as she starts to stroke me under the table. Her hand glides up and down my shaft in firm, deliberate pulls. I spread my legs wider, giving her better access.

Salma watches me from across the table, her eyes locked on my face as her friend jerks me off. Her foot finds my balls, rubbing them through my pants while Camila works my cock.

"Fuck," I whisper, disguising it as a cough.

"Are you sure you're okay?" Howard asks, concern in his voice.

"He's fine, honey," Salma purrs. "Probably just worn out from all that sun today." Her foot presses harder against my balls, and I see stars.

Camila's hand moves faster, her grip tightening. She knows exactly what she's doing, thumb sweeping over my tip, spreading precum down my shaft for lube. My hips twitch on their own, and I have to clamp the table edge to keep from thrusting up into her fist.

I'm so close. My breathing goes shallow, and I stare hard at my water glass, trying to focus on anything but the unreal sensations happening below the table. Camila's hand is relentless, pumping me faster and faster, while Salma's toes massage my balls with just the right pressure.

I'm going to cum. Right here. At the dinner table. With Howard fucking Reyes droning on about investment strategies.

My thighs tense. The pressure mounts. I'm right at the edge when—

Both sensations stop dead. Camila's hand slips out of my pants, and Salma's foot drops back to the floor.

I'm left throbbing, aching, my cock still out and desperate for release under the tablecloth. I stare at Salma in disbelief. She gives me an innocent smile that doesn't come close to reaching her predatory eyes.

I sit there in agonizing frustration, my cock still out under the table, throbbing and desperate. They dragged me right to the fucking edge and just quit. My hands shake as I try to discreetly tuck myself back in without anyone noticing. Howard's still droning on about some bullshit, completely clueless that his wife and her friend were just tag-teaming my dick under the table. Salma and Camila trade knowing smiles. They're toying with me, teasing me, and somehow that makes me want them even more.

"More wine, Bradley?" Camila asks, her voice innocent but her eyes wicked. She reaches for the bottle, deliberately brushing her arm against mine.

"Sure," I manage, my voice strained. My cock's still rock hard, trapped painfully against my zipper.

Howard finally wraps up his boring story and takes a long pull of his drink. I can see Salma's foot tapping impatiently under the table. She's playing with her necklace, fingers tracing the chain down to where it vanishes between her tits. My mouth goes dry watching her.

Camila suddenly stretches, arms reaching above her head. The motion thrusts her breasts forward, straining against her top. "You know what would feel amazing right now?" she asks no one in particular. "The sauna. This resort has an incredible one."

Salma's eyes light up. "Oh my god, yes!" She claps her hands together like a kid offered candy. "I've been dying to try it since we got here."

My pulse kicks up. A sauna? With these two? After what just happened under the table?

Howard frowns, looking tired. His eyes are heavy behind his glasses. "I don't know, honey. It's getting late, and I've got that early call with Tokyo tomorrow."

"You should definitely get your rest," Salma says, her hand patting his arm with fake concern. "But I'm wide awake. I could use a good... sweat."

The way she says "sweat" makes my dick twitch. Fuck.

"I'll go with you," Camila chimes in. She turns to me, her hand briefly squeezing my thigh under the table. "Bradley, you'll come along, won't you?"

Three pairs of eyes swing to me. Howard's tired and disinterested. Salma's hungry and impatient. Camila's playful and full of promise.

"Yeah," I say, my voice rough. "Sounds good."

Howard yawns, pushing back from the table. "Well, you three enjoy. I'm heading up to bed."

Salma kisses him on the cheek. "Sleep tight, honey. Don't wait up."


Chapter 6

We watch Howard shuffle off, and the moment he's out of sight, Salma's hand shoots across the table and seizes my wrist. "Let's go. Now." Her voice is completely different—commanding, urgent.

We practically jog through the resort, Salma leading the way with Camila and me close behind. My cock's still hard, still aching from their earlier teasing. Every time Camila glances back at me, she licks her lips.

"I've wanted to fuck you every second since the pool," Salma whispers as we walk, not even looking back to check that I heard.

"She wouldn't shut up about your cock," Camila adds with a laugh. "Said it was the biggest she's ever seen."

My ego swells right along with my dick. "You told her about me?"

Salma stops at a door marked "Sauna" and turns, her eyes blazing with lust. "I tell Camila everything. And I wanted to share you with her." She drags a finger down my chest. "Hope you don't mind."

Mind? Fuck no. Two smoking-hot MILFs want to share my dick. This is literally every fantasy I've ever had.

Salma pushes the door open, and we step into a dimly lit changing area. Beyond it, another door leads into the sauna itself. The whole place is deserted—private.

"I made sure we'd have it all to ourselves," Salma says, reading my mind. "Slipped the attendant a hundred to close it early."

Camila locks the door behind us. The click echoes in the small space.

"No more teasing," I growl, grabbing Salma by the waist and hauling her against me. Her body's hot, her tits crushing against my chest. "You two nearly drove me out of my mind at that table."

"That was the point," she purrs, her hands already working at my belt. "We wanted you desperate."

I take her mouth with mine, kissing her hard. She tastes like wine and want. Her tongue shoves into my mouth, eager and demanding. I've craved this since the second I saw her by that fucking pool, all bronze skin and dark hair.

Camila presses against my back, her tits rubbing against me, her hands sliding around to join Salma's at my crotch. I'm sandwiched between them, drowning in their perfume and the heat of their bodies.

"Let's get inside," Camila whispers against my ear. "I want to see what's got Salma so worked up."

We stumble through the inner door into the sauna. Cedar walls, low lighting, wooden benches built in tiers. The heat slams into me immediately, prickling my skin. Or maybe that's just the anticipation.

Salma wastes no time. She pulls her dress over her head in one fluid motion, revealing a black lace bra and matching panties. Her body's fucking perfect—tits full and high, waist nipped in, hips flaring out to an ass that makes my mouth water.

"Your turn," she says to Camila, who grins and starts unbuttoning her blouse.

I just stand there, drinking them in, as Camila reveals her own matching set in deep red. Her tits might be even bigger than Salma's, spilling over the cups of her bra. Two gorgeous MILFs in lingerie, looking at me like I'm their next meal.

"And now you," Salma says, her fingers finding the hem of my shirt. She tugs it up, her nails scraping lightly across my abs. "Show us that quarterback body."

I let them undress me, four hands working in tandem to strip me down. When they yank down my pants and boxers, my cock springs free, harder than it's ever been in my life.

"Holy shit," Camila whispers, her eyes wide. "You weren't exaggerating."

Salma licks her lips. "Told you."

I can't take it anymore. I grab them both, one hand on each of their asses, squeezing hard. They moan in unison, pressing into me. I kiss Salma deeply, then turn to Camila, claiming her lips just as hungrily. Back and forth, tasting each of them, my hands roaming over their bodies.

I reach behind Salma, popping her bra clasp with one hand. Her tits spill free, and I immediately drop my head to take a nipple in my mouth. She gasps, her hand fisting my hair, holding me against her chest.

"Fuck, Bradley," she moans as I suck hard, my teeth grazing her sensitive skin.

Not wanting Camila to feel left out, I reach for her tits, squeezing rough through her bra. She arches into my touch, her hands finding my cock again, stroking firmly.

"I need to taste these too," I growl, turning to Camila. I yank her bra cups down without bothering to unhook it, baring her tits. They're magnificent—full and firm with large, dark nipples already stiff.

I devour her, licking and sucking while my hands keep exploring both women's bodies. Salma presses against my back, her hands sliding around to pump my cock while I feast on her friend's tits.

The sauna fills with the sound of our heavy breathing and low moans. The heat slicks our skin with sweat, bodies sliding against each other in the dim light. I've never been so hard, never wanted anything as badly as I want these two women right now.

Salma breaks away from our tangle, her eyes dark with lust. She turns around, bending over the wooden bench, her perfect ass on full display. My cock throbs at the sight. She reaches into her discarded purse for a bottle of lotion, squeezing a generous amount onto her fingers. Never breaking eye contact with me, she reaches behind herself and starts working the lotion between her ass cheeks, circling her tight hole.

"I want you here," she purrs, pushing a slick finger inside herself.

Fuck. My dick jerks at her words, precum leaking from the tip. I've never been this hard.

"Give it to me, Bradley," she demands, pulling her finger out and spreading her cheeks wide. Her asshole glistens in the dim light, wet and ready. "Show me what a college quarterback can do."

I step forward, lining up behind her. The sauna heat has us both slick with sweat, our skin sticking together as I press against her. I grip my cock, guiding it to her tight entrance. The head pushes against her resistance.

"Fucking do it," Salma hisses through clenched teeth. "Don't be gentle."

I thrust forward, the head of my cock popping past her tight ring of muscle. The sensation is incredible—tighter than any pussy I've ever been in. Salma gasps, her back arching sharply.

"Oh my god," she moans, her fingers digging into the wooden bench. "It's so fucking big."

I push deeper, feeling her body resist then yield to each inch. Her ass grips my cock like a vise, hot and tight around my shaft. I grab her hips, dragging her back onto me as I thrust forward.

"Take it all," I growl, watching my cock disappear into her. "Take every fucking inch."

Camila moves in front of Salma, fully naked now, her large tits swaying as she kneels down. She grabs Salma's face, tilting it up to meet hers.

"Does his big cock feel good in your tight little ass?" Camila asks, her voice husky.

Salma can only moan in response. I've bottomed out, my balls slapping against her pussy as I start to thrust. Each movement sends waves of pleasure up my spine. I've never felt anything like Salma's tight ass clutching my cock.

Camila kisses Salma deeply, their tongues visibly tangling. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen—two gorgeous MILFs making out while I fuck one in the ass. Camila's hands find Salma's tits, pinching her nipples hard enough to make Salma cry out into Camila's mouth.

"Harder," Salma begs, breaking the kiss. "Fuck my ass harder!"

I don't need telling twice. I slam into her, my hips smacking against her ass on every thrust. The crack of skin on skin echoes through the sauna, blending with our moans and the wet sounds of my cock plunging in and out of her tight hole.

Camila shifts, lying back on the bench and spreading her legs wide. She grabs Salma by the hair, roughly guiding her face down between her thighs.

"Eat my pussy while he fucks your ass," Camila commands. "Show me what that mouth can do."

Salma eagerly buries her face in Camila's cunt, licking and sucking with abandon. The new position forces her to arch her back even more, giving me deeper access to her ass. I grip her hips harder, my fingers gouging into her flesh, surely leaving marks.

"You like that, you fucking MILF slut?" I snarl, the words pouring out of me. Something primal has taken over, and I can't stop the filth from spilling out. "You like getting your ass destroyed while you eat your friend's pussy?"

Salma moans loudly into Camila's cunt, the vibrations making Camila throw her head back in pleasure. I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of Salma's dark hair, and wrench her head up.

"Answer me, whore," I demand, pulling her hair taut.

"Yes!" she cries out, her face wet with Camila's juices. "I love it! I love your big cock in my ass!"

I shove her face back down into Camila's pussy, holding her there as I pound into her ass with increasing force. My other hand wraps around her throat, squeezing just enough to make her gasp for air.

"That's it, bitch," I growl, feeling like a fucking god as I dominate this gorgeous MILF in front of her friend. "Take it all. Take every inch of this college dick in your married ass."

Camila's hands are in Salma's hair now too, grinding her pussy against Salma's mouth. The three of us move together in a frenzied rhythm, the bench creaking under our weight.

"She's such a fucking whore," Camila tells me, her eyes locked with mine as Salma keeps eating her out. "She's been going on about how much she fucks you."

It sends me into overdrive. I slam into Salma's ass with brutal force, making her scream into Camila's cunt. My balls smack against her wet pussy on each thrust, and I can feel her getting close to cumming just from the anal pounding.

"You're going to make her cum just from fucking her ass," Camila says with amazement, watching Salma's body shake. "Do it, Bradley. Make this slut cum on your big cock."

I dig my fingers into Salma's hips, jackhammering into her ass with everything I've got. She's making these high, desperate sounds into Camila's pussy, her whole body trembling. I feel her ass tighten around me as she cums, spasming and clenching around my shaft.

"Fuck!" I grunt, the sensation nearly shoving me over too. I quickly pull out, not ready to finish yet. Salma collapses, gasping for breath, her face still buried between Camila's thighs.

I grab Camila by the arm. "Your turn," I order, my voice rough.

Camila's eyes widen with excitement as I manhandle her into position. She lies on her back on the lower bench, her head hanging off the edge. I stand at her head, my cock—still slick from Salma's ass—right at face level.

"Open wide," I command, gripping my shaft. Camila opens her mouth eagerly, her tongue reaching out for my dirty cock. I push forward, sliding into her warm, wet mouth. The angle's perfect for deep penetration, and I watch as my cock disappears down her throat.

Salma recovers enough to join us, kneeling beside me and pulling me into a deep kiss. I can taste Camila's pussy on her lips as our tongues battle for dominance. Meanwhile, I start to thrust into Camila's mouth, watching her take my full length down her throat.

I grab Camila's hair, holding her head steady as I fuck her face. Her mascara runs as tears well in her eyes, but she moans around my cock, clearly loving the rough treatment. Her lipstick smears along my shaft, leaving red marks that mix with the remnants of Salma's ass.

"Take it all, you fucking slut," I growl, pushing deeper until I feel the tight clamp of her throat around my cockhead. Camila gags but doesn't pull away, her eyes locked on mine in an intense stare as I use her mouth.

Salma reaches down, playing with Camila's tits as I face-fuck her friend. "That's it, baby," Salma whispers to Camila. "Take his big cock down your throat. Show him what a good little cocksucker you are."

Saliva runs down Camila's face, making wet, sloppy sounds as I thrust in and out of her mouth. The sight is obscene—this gorgeous MILF choking on my cock, her perfectly made-up face now a wreck of tears, spit, and smeared makeup. And she's loving every second of it, her hands reaching up to grab my ass, pulling me deeper into her throat.

"Fuck, your mouth feels amazing," I groan, picking up the pace. The wet, sucking sounds fill the sauna as I pump in and out of her throat, my balls slapping against her face on each thrust.

I tighten my grip on Camila's hair, fucking her face with brutal force now. Her throat bulges with each thrust of my cock, tears streaming down her face. The sight of this hot MILF gagging on my dick, mascara running down her cheeks, lipstick smeared all over her face and my shaft—it's fucking intoxicating. Power surges through me as I use her mouth like a pussy, and I can tell from her moans that she's getting off on the rough treatment.

"Take it all, you fucking slut," I snarl, pushing deeper until my balls slap against her forehead. She gags violently, but her eyes stay locked on mine, hungry and submissive at the same time.

I look at Salma, who's watching with fascination, her hand between her legs.

"Don't just stand there," I bark at her. "Get down there and lick her pussy while I fuck her face."

Salma doesn't hesitate. She drops to her knees, spreading Camila's legs wide and diving between them. The instant Salma's tongue touches her clit, Camila moans around my cock, the vibrations shooting through my shaft.

"That's it," I growl, watching Salma's dark head bob between Camila's thighs. "Make this whore cum while I destroy her throat."

I set a brutal rhythm, thrusting so deep that Camila's nose presses against my stomach with each stroke. Spit bubbles around her stretched lips, running down her face and neck. The wet, choking sounds she makes only drive me wilder.

"Fucking cock-hungry bitch," I taunt, slapping her cheek lightly with my free hand. "You love being used like this, don't you?"

Camila can't answer, not with my dick buried in her throat, but her eyes roll back as Salma's tongue works her pussy. She's reaching her peak—I can feel her body tensing, her throat clamping around my shaft.

"She's going to cum," Salma announces, looking up at me with Camila's juices glistening on her chin. "Her pussy's pulsing."

I pull out of Camila's mouth abruptly, leaving her gasping for air. Thick strands of saliva connect my cock to her lips as she coughs and fights to catch her breath.

"Not yet," I order. "Both of you, on your backs. Now."

The women scramble to comply, lying side by side on the wide sauna bench. They're both flushed from the heat and arousal, their bodies slick with sweat. Salma's dark hair is plastered to her neck, and Camila's makeup is completely ruined, giving her that just-fucked look that drives me crazy.

I stand between them, my cock jutting out proudly, still rock hard and now glistening with Camila's spit. I grab Salma first, roughly spreading her legs and driving into her pussy in one hard thrust.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her back arching off the bench. Her pussy is soaking wet, gripping my cock like a vise as I pound into her.

After a dozen brutal thrusts, I pull out and move to Camila, slamming into her with the same force. She screams, her tits bouncing wildly with each impact of my hips against hers.

"Oh god, yes!" Camila moans, her hands flying to her own nipples, pinching and twisting them as I fuck her hard.

I settle into a rhythm, switching between them every few thrusts. The contrast is incredible—Salma's pussy is tighter, while Camila's wetter. Both are fucking amazing. I feel like a god, making these two gorgeous MILFs moan and scream beneath me.

"Kiss each other," I command, pulling out of Camila and pushing back into Salma.

The women turn toward each other, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss. They moan into each other's mouths as I keep alternating between them, their tongues visible as they make out sloppily.

"Fuck, you're both such dirty sluts," I growl, grabbing Salma's throat as I thrust into her. I squeeze just enough to restrict her airflow, watching her eyes widen with a mix of fear and excitement. Her pussy clenches around me in response, growing even wetter.

I pull out and move to Camila, wrapping my hand around her throat too as I slam into her. "You like getting choked while you get fucked, whore?"

"Yes!" she gasps, her voice strained from my grip. "Harder, please!"

I tighten my hold, feeling her pulse race under my fingers as I pound into her. Her eyes roll back, her body shuddering as she starts to cum. I can feel her pussy spasming around my cock, clenching rhythmically as her orgasm tears through her.

But I don't slow down. I keep fucking her through her climax, dragging it out until she's thrashing beneath me, tears streaming down her face from the intensity.

Only then do I pull out, moving back to Salma. She's ready for me, her legs spread wide, pussy glistening with need. I drive into her, grabbing both her wrists and pinning them above her head with one hand. My other hand finds her throat again, squeezing as I fuck her with everything I've got.

"You're next," I tell her, my voice rough. "Cum on my cock, you married slut."

"Yes, yes, yes!" Salma chants, her words growing more desperate with each thrust. I can feel her getting close, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft.

I lean down, biting her nipple hard enough to make her yelp. The pain shoves her over the edge, and she comes undone beneath me, her whole body convulsing as she cums.

"That's it," I growl, holding my brutal pace. "Milk my cock with that tight pussy."

Like with Camila, I don't stop when she cums. I keep fucking her hard, watching her first orgasm bleed seamlessly into a second. She's incoherent now, just making these high, keening sounds as pleasure overwhelms her.

I release her wrists and throat, grabbing her tits instead. I squeeze them roughly, kneading the soft flesh like dough. Her nipples are rock hard against my palms.

"Please," she gasps, barely able to form words. "Too much... can't..."

But I ignore her pleas, slapping her tits hard enough to leave red marks. The sharp crack echoes in the sauna, followed by her shocked cry that quickly melts into a moan.

I pull out again, moving back to Camila who's recovered enough to look eager for more. I slap her across the face—not hard enough to hurt, just enough to sting—before thrusting back into her.

"Fuck yes," she hisses, her hand flying to her clit, rubbing furiously as I pound into her. "Treat me like your fucking whore!"

I grab her legs, pushing them back until her knees nearly touch her shoulders, opening her up completely to my assault. The new angle lets me hit even deeper, and I can see the outline of my cock bulging against her lower abdomen with each thrust.

"Look at that," I say to Salma, who's watching us with hooded eyes. "Look how deep I am in your friend's cunt."

Salma moans at the sight, her fingers finding her own clit. "Make her cum again," she urges. "I want to see her face when she cums on your big cock."

I crank up the pace, the slap of my hips against Camila's ass filling the sauna. I'm drenched in sweat now, my muscles burning with effort, but I don't slow. I can feel Camila building toward another climax, her pussy gripping me tighter with each thrust.

"Cum for me," I demand, slapping her tits like I did with Salma. "Cum all over my cock, you dirty fucking slut."

The mix of my words, the rough treatment, and the relentless pounding shoves her over the edge again. She screams, her entire body shaking as another powerful orgasm hits her.

I pull out immediately, moving back to Salma, who spreads her legs eagerly, hungry for more despite her recent orgasms. I slam into her, setting a punishing pace right from the start.

"My turn," she gasps, her hands reaching up to play with her own nipples. "Make me cum again, Bradley. Please!"

I grab her hips, lifting them off the bench for a better angle, and fuck her with abandon. The new position lets me nail her g-spot on every thrust, and she quickly becomes a moaning, shaking mess beneath me.

Through all of this, I still haven't cum. I'm riding a wave of pleasure and power, determined to wring every last moan, every last orgasm out of these two insatiable MILFs before I finally let go.

I pull my cock out of Salma's pussy with a wet pop, my shaft glistening with her juices. I'm so close to the edge, but I want to finish this my way. I stand between the two women, my dick throbbing and ready to erupt.

"Both of you," I command, my voice hoarse from exertion. "Clean my cock. Now."

Salma and Camila scramble to their knees in front of me, their faces flushed and hair wrecked. They're so fucking hot like this—used, disheveled, eager to please. They move in from either side, their tongues meeting at the base of my shaft. Salma licks up one side while Camila takes the other, both moaning as they taste the mix of their own juices on my skin.

"That's it," I groan, watching them work. "Get it nice and clean."

Camila takes my balls into her mouth, sucking gently while Salma focuses on the head, swirling her tongue around the sensitive tip. Precum leaks steadily now, and Salma laps it up greedily.

"You taste so fucking good," she purrs, her eyes locked with mine. "Better than I imagined."

I grab a fistful of her dark hair, pulling her mouth onto my cock. "I'm going to cum in your mouth," I tell her, my voice tight with restraint. "And then I want to see you share it with Camila."

Salma moans around my shaft, the vibrations shoving me closer to the edge. Camila moves up, kissing and licking my stomach, my chest, before sinking back down to join Salma.

The two women take turns sucking my cock, passing it back and forth between their eager mouths. When Salma takes me deep, Camila licks whatever she can reach—my balls, the base of my shaft. Then they switch, Camila swallowing me while Salma uses her tongue to tease and explore.

It's too much. The sight of these two gorgeous MILFs on their knees, fighting over my cock—I can't hold back any longer.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn, my muscles tensing. "Take it, Salma. Take it all."

Salma wraps her lips around the head of my cock just as the first spurt erupts. I groan loudly, my hips jerking as pleasure rips through me. Rope after rope of hot cum fills her mouth, and I watch her cheeks bulge as she struggles to hold it all.

"Don't swallow," I command, still pumping the last few drops onto her tongue. "Show me."

Salma opens her mouth, revealing a pool of white cum on her tongue. My cock twitches at the obscene sight.

"Now share with your friend," I order, my voice rough.

Salma turns to Camila, who leans in eagerly. Their lips meet in a wet, sloppy kiss. I watch, mesmerized, as my cum passes from Salma's mouth into Camila's. It drips down their chins, strings of it connecting their lips as they pull apart slightly before diving back in for more.

"Holy fuck," I breathe, unable to tear my eyes from the erotic display.

They keep kissing, swapping my load back and forth. Camila tilts her head back, letting Salma spit a mouthful directly into her open mouth. The white fluid drips obscenely between them, some landing on their tits. They're putting on a show for me, and it's the hottest thing I've ever seen.

Camila takes her turn, gathering the cum in her mouth before letting it drip slowly back into Salma's waiting mouth. Their tongues tangle, spreading the mess further. They're moaning into each other's mouths, clearly turned on by their own lewd display.

"You two are fucking incredible," I say, my cock already starting to harden again at the sight.

They break their kiss, both looking at me with cum-glazed lips. Their saliva has mixed with my load, making it even more voluminous. Salma opens her mouth, showing me how it's grown into a frothy white pool.

"Swallow it," I command. "Both of you."

They lock eyes with each other, then with me, as they tilt their heads back and swallow my cum in unison. I watch their throats work as they gulp it down, both making a show of licking their lips afterward.

"Delicious," Camila purrs, her voice husky.

"Better than I remembered," Salma adds with a wicked smile.

The sudden sound of the sauna door opening crashes through our post-orgasmic haze. All three of us freeze, heads snapping toward the entrance.

Howard stands in the doorway, squinting through his thick glasses, his hair mussed from sleep. He's wearing pajama pants and a t-shirt, looking confused and half-awake.

"Salma?" he calls out, his voice thick with sleep. "You weren't in the room. I got worried."

Holy fuck. My heart slams against my ribs. We're all naked, sweaty, and Salma's face still has traces of my cum around her mouth. There's no way we can explain this away.

But Salma, somehow, doesn't miss a beat.

"Oh, honey!" she exclaims, her voice perfectly normal, like she wasn't just swapping my cum with her friend seconds ago. "Camila was showing me and Bradley this amazing breathing exercise. It's supposed to help with... stress."

Howard takes a step into the sauna, and I frantically grab a towel to cover myself. Camila and Salma do the same, but not before Howard's eyes scan the scene with confusion.

"Breathing... exercise?" he repeats, skepticism creeping into his voice. "In the sauna? At midnight?"

"It's actually better in the heat," Camila chimes in, her voice steady despite the panic I can see in her eyes. "The steam helps open the airways."

Salma nods enthusiastically. "I was just telling Bradley how tense he seemed at dinner. Those quarterback shoulders, you know? All that pressure." She stands, keeping the towel wrapped around her body. "We were just about finished anyway."

Howard stares at us, his eyes moving from face to face. For a heart-stopping moment, I think he's going to call bullshit on the whole thing. But then he just sighs, rubbing his eyes beneath his glasses.

"You could have texted me where you are," he mumbles. "It's so late, and you hadn't come back yet."

"I'm sorry, sweetie," Salma coos, moving toward him. She lays a hand on his chest, careful to keep some distance between their bodies. "I didn't want to wake you. You were sleeping so soundly."

Howard nods, seemingly placated by her explanation, though his eyes still hold a flicker of doubt as they dart between me and Camila.

"Well, I'm going back to bed," he says finally. "Don't stay up too late. We've got that tour tomorrow."

"I'll be right behind you," Salma assures him. "I just need to cool down a bit first. Sauna, you know."

Howard's gaze lingers on the three of us one more time before he turns to leave. "Goodnight then," he says, his voice flat. The door closes behind him, leaving us in tense silence.

We wait, holding our breath, until we're sure he's gone. Then Salma turns to me, her eyes bright with mischief despite our near disaster.

"That was close," she whispers, but she doesn't look anywhere near as worried as she should. In fact, she looks... thrilled. The danger turns her on.

"Too close," I agree, my heart still racing.

Salma steps closer, letting her towel drop. Her naked body presses against mine, her hand finding my cock, which, incredibly, is hard again.

"I meant what I told Howard," she says, stroking me slowly. "I'll be meeting you tomorrow for an early morning... workout." She emphasizes the last word with a squeeze of my shaft.

"But he almost caught us," I say, even as my body responds to her touch.

"That's half the fun," she purrs, giving me a quick kiss before stepping back. "My room, 6 AM. Howard leaves for his golf lesson at 5:30." She turns to Camila with a wink. "You're welcome to join us."

Camila licks her lips. "Wouldn't miss it for the world."

As they both gather their clothes, the reality of what I've gotten into settles over me. This affair is just beginning, and the risk only makes it hotter. Tomorrow morning I'll have Salma—maybe Camila too—all to myself again. And as Howard's half-suspicious face flashes through my mind, I know we'll have to be more careful.

But careful or not, there's no way in hell I'm stopping now.


Book 3


Chapter 1

I clamp down harder on Salma's hips, my fingers sinking into her soft flesh as she bends over the lawn chair in my backyard. The fence gives us just enough cover from nosy eyes—not that I give a fuck who might catch a glimpse. Her dark hair spills down her back, practically begging for my hand to twist into it and yank. She moans as I drive deeper, her pussy clenching around my cock like she's starving for every inch. At twenty-one, being the star quarterback comes with plenty of perks, but railing my forty-year-old MILF neighbor while her husband stays completely in the dark? That's the ultimate touchdown.

"Harder, Bradley," Salma whimpers, shoving her ass back against me. "Fuck me like you mean it."

I grab a fistful of her dark hair and wrench her head back, ripping a gasp out of her. The lawn chair groans beneath us, barely holding her weight as I pound into her. The suburban afternoon sun bakes my bare back, sweat sliding down my spine as I give her exactly what she begged for.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl into her ear, my hips crashing into her ass on each thrust. "You like having a college boy fuck you while your husband thinks I'm just training you?"

"God, yes!" she cries, her voice strained from the angle I've got her head locked in.

The irony's not lost on me. Three times a week I roll up in my workout gear with a duffel bag. Howard, that blind fool, thinks I'm keeping his wife in shape with personal training sessions. If only he knew the kind of cardio we're really doing.

I reach around with my free hand, finding her clit with my fingers. She's drenched, her juices coating my hand as I rub her in tight circles. Salma bucks against me, her breathing turning ragged. Her tits sway with each thrust, and I wish I could see them from this angle, but the view of her perfect ass swallowing my cock more than makes up for it.

"Tell me who fucks you better," I demand, dragging my pace down to torture her. "Tell me."

"You do," she pants, desperation bleeding into her voice. "You fuck me so much better than he ever could."

That's what I want to hear. I reward her by speeding back up, my balls slapping against her on each stroke. I hook two fingers into her mouth from behind, tugging at the corner like she's a horse I'm steering. She gags slightly but takes it, sucking on my fingers like the hungry MILF she is.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her spit drip down my hand. "Show me what that mouth can do later."

I let go of her hair only to wrap my hand around her throat, squeezing the sides just like she taught me. The choking makes her pussy clamp even tighter around my cock, and I groan at the sensation. Salma's hands grip the lawn chair so hard her knuckles go white as I keep fucking her mercilessly.

"Bradley!" she gasps through the restricted air. "I'm going to... I'm cumming!"

Her body shakes beneath me, her inner walls clenching down on my cock in rhythmic waves as her orgasm tears through her. Most guys would ease up, but not me. I hold my brutal pace, chasing my own pleasure as she rides it out.

"I'm not done with you yet," I whisper harshly, releasing her throat but keeping my other hand hooked in her mouth.

Salma moans, her body still tender from cumming, but I don't care. I pull out only to slam back in, drawing a yelp out of her on every thrust. The slap of skin on skin fills the air, blending with her muffled moans around my fingers.

"This pussy belongs to me," I declare, punching each word with a hard thrust. "Not your husband. Me."

"Yours," she agrees breathlessly when I pull my fingers from her mouth. "All yours, Bradley."

I grab her ass cheeks roughly, spreading them apart to watch my cock vanish inside her. The sight alone nearly tips me over, but I hold back. I'm not ready to finish. Not when I can still make her beg.

My hand comes down on her ass with a sharp crack, leaving a glowing red print. She cries out, a mix of pain and pleasure that makes my cock twitch inside her. I do it again, harder this time, watching the flesh ripple from the impact.

"You like it rough, don't you, Mrs. Reyes?" I tease, leaning on her married name to remind her how forbidden this is.

"Yes," she hisses through clenched teeth. "Don't stop."

I haul her up by her hair until her back is against my chest, shifting the angle of penetration. My free hand slides up to grope her breast, pinching her nipple between my fingers. From here I can see over the fence into the neighboring yards, but Salma stays hidden from view. Exactly how we need it.

"What would Howard think if he saw you now?" I whisper in her ear, biting her earlobe. "His perfect wife, bent over and taking a college boy's cock?"

The mention of her husband's name makes her pussy clench around me again. She's such a dirty girl, getting off on the danger of it all.

I push her back down onto the lawn chair and resume my merciless pace. My hands grip her shoulders, using them as leverage to drag her back onto my cock with each thrust. Her second orgasm builds fast, her moans growing louder despite the risk of being heard.

"Bradley, I'm cumming again," she announces, her voice cracking with pleasure.

"Already? Damn, your husband must really not fuck you right," I laugh, but I don't slow down.

Her body convulses as she cums hard around my cock, but I keep going, dragging out her pleasure until it borders on pain. Her legs shake, threatening to buckle, but I hold her firmly in place. I'm nowhere near done with her.

"Please," she begs, though I can't tell if she's asking me to stop or pleading for more.

I choose to believe it's the latter. My hips keep up their relentless assault, my cock nailing her deepest spots on each thrust. Her hair's a wreck from my grip, her makeup smeared from tears of pleasure. She looks thoroughly fucked, and we're only getting started.

"Bradley! Hey Bradley, are you back there?" Howard's voice suddenly calls out from the other side of the fence, firing a jolt of adrenaline through me. My eyes go wide, but my hips don't stop. If anything, the danger only makes my cock throb harder inside Salma's tight pussy. I feel her freeze beneath me, but I grip her waist tighter, silently ordering her to stay put. The lawn chair keeps her bent over and out of sight from her husband, who's standing maybe six feet away on the other side of our wooden fence.

"Yeah!" I call back, fighting to keep my voice level despite the pleasure surging through me. "I'm here, Mr. Reyes!"

I slow my thrusts but don't stop completely. The thrill of fucking Salma while her husband stands there clueless is too intoxicating to pass up. I lean forward, whispering in her ear, "Don't make a sound."

She nods almost imperceptibly, biting her lip to smother a moan as I grind deeper into her.

"Thought I heard your voice," Howard says cheerfully. "Mind if I pop my head over for a quick chat?"

I hear the creak of something—probably Howard climbing onto something to peer over the six-foot fence. On instinct I shift my position, making sure Salma's body is completely blocked from view by my own. From Howard's angle, all he can see is my bare upper body, like I'm just hanging out shirtless in the summer heat.

"What's up?" I ask, my voice slightly higher than normal as Salma clenches around my cock. The devious woman's enjoying this too, her pussy getting even wetter at the risk of getting caught.

"Great news!" Howard exclaims, his thick glasses magnifying his eyes in that comical way. "Salma and I are heading up to that vineyard in Napa this weekend for our anniversary. Three days of wine tasting, relaxation, the works!"

I drive in particularly deep, making Salma shudder beneath me. "Sounds fantastic," I manage, disguising a grunt of pleasure as a cough.

"That's actually why I wanted to talk to you," Howard continues, completely oblivious. "Salma mentioned she was worried about missing her training sessions with you."

I almost laugh out loud. Of course she was worried about missing her "training sessions." I pick up my pace slightly, working small circles with my hips that I know drive her wild. Salma's hand flies up to her mouth, desperately trying to stay quiet.

"We were hoping—well, I was hoping—that maybe you could join us?" Howard suggests enthusiastically. "The villa has plenty of room, and it'd be great to have Salma's trainer there so she doesn't break her routine. You know how she gets when she misses a session."

Oh, I know exactly how she gets. I give Salma's ass a light slap, quiet enough that Howard can't hear, but hard enough to make her pussy clench around me again.

"That sounds... great," I reply, spacing my words between controlled thrusts. "I'd be... happy to... come along."

"Wonderful!" Howard claps his hands together. "We're leaving Friday morning. I hope that's not too short notice?"

"Not at all," I say, feeling my balls tighten as the thrill pushes me closer to the edge. "I'm always ready to... help Salma with her... physical needs."

The double meaning sails clean over Howard's head, and he just beams with gratitude. "You're such a good kid, Bradley. So dedicated to your clients. Your folks must be proud."

If my parents knew what I was doing right now, they'd disown me. The thought makes me smirk as I keep pounding Salma's pussy from behind, her wetness letting me slide in and out with barely a sound.

"By the way," Howard adds, looking around, "have you seen Salma? She said she was coming over to go through this week's schedule with you."

The question nearly throws off my rhythm. Salma's shoulders shake slightly—she's silently laughing at the absurdity of it all. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from cracking up.

"Haven't seen her," I lie smoothly. "But I'm sure she'll... turn up... soon."

"She must have gotten distracted by something at home," Howard sighs, completely trusting. "You know how she is—always so busy."

Yeah, busy taking my cock while you're standing right there, I think, a rush of power shoving me even closer to climax.

"Well, I won't keep you from your workout," Howard says, starting to climb down from whatever he's standing on. "See you Friday morning! We'll grab you around nine."

"Looking forward to it," I call back, my voice strained as I feel my orgasm building.

The second I hear Howard's footsteps retreating, I grab Salma's hips with renewed hunger and really let loose. My thrusts turn harder, faster, more desperate as the rush of nearly getting caught fuels my lust.

"Did you hear that?" I growl in Salma's ear, yanking her hair again. "Your husband just invited me to spend the weekend with you. Three whole days of me fucking you under his nose."

"Yes," she gasps, finally free to vocalize her pleasure now that Howard's gone. "God, yes!"

"You're such a dirty fucking slut," I hiss, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a mark. "Getting wetter while your husband was right there."

"I couldn't help it," she moans, pushing back against me. "The risk... it makes me so hot."

The mental image of what the weekend's going to bring shoves me over the edge. My cock pulses as I bury it deep inside her, flooding her pussy with hot cum. I groan loudly, no longer needing to hide my pleasure.

"Fuck, Salma," I pant, still thrusting slowly as I empty myself completely inside her. "Your husband has no fucking idea what he just signed up for."

She glances back at me, makeup smeared and hair wrecked, but wearing the satisfied smile of a woman who just got thoroughly fucked. "And that's exactly how we like it, isn't it?"

I pull out slowly, watching my cum drip down her thigh. "Absolutely. And this weekend's going to be even better."


Chapter 2

The van rumbles beneath us as we roll toward the vineyard, Howard's hands locked on the wheel as he navigates the winding highway. I'm sprawled across the third row, my athletic frame stretched over the seats while Salma sits beside me, her dark hair catching the sunlight pouring through the windows. Howard's been yammering nonstop about wine varieties for the past twenty minutes, completely oblivious to the way his wife's hand has been creeping up my thigh. Her fingers trace teasing patterns against my jeans, and my cock's already straining against the denim in anticipation. When she flashes me that mischievous smile, I know exactly what she's got in mind.

"The Cabernet Sauvignon at this vineyard won three awards last season," Howard drones on, pushing his thick glasses up as he peers through the windshield. "The tannin structure is supposedly impeccable."

I nod absently, not giving a fuck about wine as Salma's hand reaches my crotch, her palm pressing firmly against my hardening cock. Her touch sends electric currents through me, and I bite my lip to choke back a groan.

"Sounds great," I manage to tell Howard, my voice surprisingly steady despite the mounting pressure in my pants.

Salma leans closer, her lips brushing my ear. "I want to taste you," she whispers, her hot breath making me shiver. "Right now."

Before I can respond, her nimble fingers are working my zipper down, the sound buried under the road noise and Howard's continued monologue about fermentation. My heart slams in my chest as she slowly draws my cock out, the cool air hitting it for a moment before her warm hand wraps around it.

"Jesus," I whisper, barely audible as her thumb circles the already leaking tip.

Salma gives me a look that could melt steel—hungry, predatory, completely shameless. Her eyes, heavily lined with mascara, lock with mine as she lowers her head, her dark hair forming a curtain that hides what she's about to do from anyone glancing in the rearview mirror.

The first touch of her tongue against my cock nearly makes me buck my hips. She starts with teasing licks, circling the head, tracing the sensitive ridge underneath. Each flick sends sparks shooting up my spine, and I have to grip the seat to hold it together.

"The vineyard has this amazing terrace overlooking the valley," Howard continues, utterly clueless that his wife is currently worshiping my cock not ten feet behind him.

Salma's lips part, taking just the tip into her mouth. The wet heat swallows me, her tongue swirling expertly. She knows exactly how to drive me crazy, switching between gentle suction and firm pressure. My breathing turns shallow as she gradually takes more of me, her lips stretching around my girth.

"Mmm," she hums around my cock, the vibration rolling waves of pleasure through me.

"Did you say something, dear?" Howard asks, his eyes flicking briefly to the rearview mirror.

Salma doesn't miss a beat, continuing to suck me as she gives a muffled "Mm-mm" that Howard somehow reads as a no.

"Must've been the radio," he mutters, turning his attention back to the road.

The danger of getting caught only sharpens the sensation as Salma starts bobbing her head more eagerly. Her hand grips the base of my shaft, working in tandem with her mouth. The wet, slick sounds of her sucking are mercifully buried under the van's engine, but to my ears they're thunderous and obscenely erotic.

My hand moves on its own, reaching under her loose blouse to cup one of her breasts. Even through her bra I can feel her nipple hardening at my touch. Salma moans around my cock, taking me deeper until I feel the back of her throat. The sensation is mind-blowing, her mouth hot and tight around me.

"Fuck," I whisper, squeezing her breast harder as she swallows around my length.

She pulls back slightly, gasping for air before diving back down, this time taking me even deeper. Her throat constricts around my cock as she gags slightly, tears welling at the corners of her eyes. Instead of backing off, she pushes herself further, her nose eventually pressing against my stomach.

My free hand finds its way to the back of her head, fingers tangling in her dark locks. I don't push—I don't need to. Salma is enthusiastically deepthroating me of her own accord, her hand massaging my balls as she works her mouth up and down my shaft.

The blowjob turns messier, sloppier as saliva coats my cock and drips down her chin. The obscene wet sounds of her mouth working me over fill our secluded back row. Salma's makeup starts to smear, black streaks of mascara running down her cheeks as she gags repeatedly on my length.

My hand slips beneath her bra, finally making contact with her bare breast. Her skin is hot to the touch, her nipple rock hard between my fingers. I pinch it lightly, earning another muffled moan from Salma as she keeps servicing me.

"You two are awfully quiet back there," Howard comments, briefly glancing over his shoulder but not turning enough to actually see us. "Getting some rest before we arrive?"

I clear my throat, my voice strained as Salma takes me particularly deep. "Just enjoying the... scenery."

Howard chuckles. "Wait until you see the vineyard. The views there are spectacular."

Not as spectacular as the view I've got right now—his wife's lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering as she takes me into her throat, her tits spilling into my hands as I roughly fondle them.

The pressure builds inside me as Salma picks up her pace. Her technique is flawless, alternating between deep, throat-fucking plunges and swirling, teasing licks around the sensitive head. My balls draw tight, warning of the impending explosion.

"You're so fucking good at this," I whisper, too quietly for Howard to hear but loud enough for Salma to catch the compliment.

She responds by taking me deeper still, swallowing around my length in a way that curls my toes inside my sneakers. The combination of the risk, the sight of this sophisticated MILF eagerly sucking me off, and the physical sensation of her hot mouth proves to be an irresistible cocktail.

I tug harder at her breast, rolling her nipple between my fingers while my other hand guides her head, subtly controlling the rhythm of her bobbing. Salma's eyes, though watery from her efforts, gaze up at me with pure lust. She's loving this just as much as I am, getting off on pleasuring me right under her husband's nose.

The van hits a bump in the road, sending Salma even deeper than before. The unexpected jolt shoves me dangerously close to the edge, my cock throbbing insistently in the wet confines of her mouth.

"What's that gagging sound?" Howard suddenly asks, his voice cutting through my pleasure-fogged haze.

My blood freezes even as my cock throbs in Salma's mouth. She doesn't stop—if anything, she doubles down, taking me deeper into her throat with a wet, choking sound that's impossible to miss in the van. Howard's eyes appear in the rearview mirror, concerned and questioning. I need to think fast.

"Oh, that?" I reply with practiced nonchalance, my hand still buried in Salma's hair, guiding her movements even as she keeps sucking me off. "Salma's getting a special throat massage technique. It's part of her training regimen."

Howard's eyebrows shoot up above his glasses. "A throat massage? I've never heard of that before."

Salma picks this exact moment to pull back, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock as she gasps for air. Her eyes, watery from deepthroating me, lock with Howard's in the rearview mirror. Incredibly, she manages a smile.

"It's for... endurance," she explains, her voice husky from the abuse her throat has taken. Then, without breaking eye contact with her husband, she dives back down on my cock, taking me deep into her throat again with another audible gag.

I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning at the sight and sensation. This woman is fucking incredible.

"Endurance?" Howard asks, sounding genuinely curious rather than suspicious. "Like for swimming or something?"

"Exactly," I confirm, struggling to keep my voice level as Salma's throat constricts around my cock. "It strengthens the... respiratory system. Makes her... more efficient at oxygen intake."

Salma's shoulders shake slightly—she's laughing around my cock, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through my groin. Her hand cups my balls, squeezing them gently as her head keeps bobbing up and down my shaft.

"That's fascinating," Howard says earnestly. "I always say Salma found the best trainer in town. The techniques you come up with are so innovative."

You have no idea, I think, as I push Salma's head down further, making her take my entire length until her nose presses against my stomach. She gags loudly, but somehow disguises it as a cough.

"Are you alright, dear?" Howard asks, concern clear in his voice.

Salma pulls off my cock again, stroking it with her hand as she responds. "Just working through the... technique," she manages, her voice strained. "It's challenging but... so rewarding."

The double entendre nearly makes me lose it right there. Her lips are red and swollen from the effort, a string of saliva hanging from her bottom lip to my cock. She looks utterly debauched and absolutely fucking perfect.

"You know," Howard rambles on, completely oblivious, "I'm so blessed to have a wife who takes her physical fitness so seriously. Most women her age wouldn't be so dedicated."

"Most women her age aren't as hot as your wife," I reply truthfully, earning a wink from Salma before she engulfs my cock again.

"That's very kind of you to say," Howard beams, pride evident in his voice. "She does work hard to maintain her figure."

My hand slips back under Salma's blouse, roughly groping her breast as she works my cock with renewed vigor. The knowledge that her husband is right there, praising her while she sucks me off, sends a surge of excitement through me. My balls tighten, warning of my impending release.

"You have no idea how hard she works," I say, my voice strained as I feel the pressure building. "She's incredibly... dedicated."

Salma's mouth is relentless now, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks harder, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock each time she pulls back. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth working me over are masked by a particularly bumpy stretch of road, the van's suspension creaking loudly.

"We're almost to the vineyard," Howard announces, checking his GPS. "About fifteen minutes away."

Fifteen minutes is more than enough time. My hand tightens in Salma's hair, setting a faster pace as I feel my orgasm approaching. Her eyes look up at me, mascara smeared, lipstick long gone, a silent plea in them—she wants my cum, and she wants it now.

"The massage is almost complete," I manage to say, my breathing turning labored as the pressure builds. "Just need to... finish the technique."

Howard nods, focused on navigating a sharp turn. "Take your time. I'm sure it's important to complete the full process."

If only he knew what "completing the full process" meant in this context. Salma's throat contracts around me one more time, and I know I can't hold back any longer. My cock pulses, the first shot of cum hitting the back of her throat. With lightning reflexes, Salma pulls back, letting my next spurts land on her face instead.

I barely suppress a groan as I explode, rope after rope of hot cum painting Salma's features. She keeps her mouth open, catching some on her tongue while letting the rest splash across her cheeks, forehead, and chin. The sight is the most erotic thing I've ever seen—this sophisticated MILF, face covered in my seed, while her oblivious husband drives just a few feet away.

"All done?" Howard asks innocently as the sound of my climax subsides.

Salma, incredibly, manages to respond with my cum still dripping down her face. "Almost," she says, her voice thick. "Just... finishing up."

She leans down and places a gentle kiss on the tip of my cock, cleaning off the last drop with her tongue. My hand keeps massaging her breast, pinching her nipple as a thank you for the mind-blowing experience.

"Well, I hope it was beneficial," Howard says cheerfully. "You two certainly work well together."

I catch Salma's eye as she discreetly wipes some of my cum from her cheek, bringing her finger to her mouth to suck it clean. "Extremely beneficial," I agree, tucking my spent cock back into my pants. "Your wife is a natural at these techniques."

Salma reaches into her purse, pulling out a compact mirror and some tissues to clean her face. Even in the middle of this debauchery, she manages to look composed, efficiently wiping away the evidence of our encounter.

"I'm so lucky to have found such a talented young man to work with Salma," Howard continues, completely unaware of what just happened. "Most trainers wouldn't be so dedicated to come along on a weekend trip just to maintain a client's routine."

Salma's hand finds my thigh, squeezing it suggestively as she finishes cleaning her face. "Bradley is exceptional," she agrees, her voice back to normal. "He always gives one hundred percent to my... physical needs."

I cover her hand with mine, our fingers intertwining as Howard prattles on about the vineyard's amenities. Salma leans over, her lips brushing my ear.

"That was just the appetizer," she whispers. "Wait until you see what I've got planned for the main course."

My cock stirs again at the promise, and I know this weekend is going to be one I'll never forget.


Chapter 3

The van finally pulls up to the villa, and holy shit, this place is straight out of a magazine. Stone walls rise from the earth, draped in climbing vines with purple flowers that match the sprawling fields of lavender stretching into the distance. The scent hits me immediately as I step out—earthy, floral, and rich. Salma brushes against me as we stand taking in the view, her hand secretly squeezing my ass while Howard fumbles with the luggage. That's when I notice another car parked in the circular driveway, and more importantly, the girl unloading bags from its trunk.

"Howard! Salma!" she calls out, her voice bright and cheerful. She sets down a designer suitcase and walks toward us.

My jaw nearly hits the fucking ground. This girl is stunning—college-aged, maybe twenty, with long dark hair that catches the sunlight and skin that glows with youth. Her sundress is barely there, thin straps holding up a flimsy fabric that clings to every curve. The hem hits mid-thigh, showing off legs that seem to go on forever. When she turns to hug Howard, I catch sight of her ass, perfectly round and begging to be grabbed.

"Aubrey!" Salma exclaims, moving forward to embrace the younger woman. "I didn't know you'd be here already!"

"I drove down early this morning," Aubrey explains, her eyes drifting past Salma to land on me. She does a quick up-and-down assessment, her gaze lingering just a beat too long to be casual. Her lips curve into a smile that makes my cock twitch in my jeans.

"Aubrey, this is Bradley," Salma introduces, a knowing tone in her voice that only I catch. "He's my personal trainer. We invited him along so I don't miss my workouts."

"Personal trainer, huh?" Aubrey says, extending her hand toward me. Her sundress shifts with the movement, giving me a glimpse of cleavage that makes my mouth go dry. "Lucky Salma."

I take her hand, feeling the softness of her skin against my calloused palm. "Nice to meet you, Aubrey."

"Aubrey's practically family," Howard explains, oblivious to the charged moment passing between us. "Her parents are our oldest friends. She's studying at USC."

"Cheerleader," Aubrey adds with a wink, still holding my hand a moment longer than necessary. "So I know all about staying in... physical shape."

When she finally releases my hand, I catch Salma watching our exchange with an amused expression. Far from jealous, she seems entertained by the obvious attraction sparking between Aubrey and me.

"Bradley, why don't you take your bag to the guest house?" Salma suggests. "It's just down that stone path. Aubrey, could you show him the way? Howard and I need to check in with the caretaker."

"I'd be happy to," Aubrey replies, her eyes lighting up at the chance. "Follow me, Bradley."

I grab my duffel bag from the van and trail behind Aubrey, my eyes glued to the sway of her hips as she leads me down a winding stone path. The sundress flutters around her thighs with each step, occasionally flashing tantalizing glimpses of what lies beneath.

"So, personal trainer," she says over her shoulder, her voice playful. "What exactly do you train Salma in?"

The double entendre isn't lost on me. "Cardio, mostly," I reply with a smirk. "Lots of endurance work."

Aubrey laughs, a melodic sound that somehow makes my cock stir again. "I bet. Here we are."

The guest house is a small stone cottage with a red-tiled roof, tucked among olive trees and more lavender. Aubrey pushes open the wooden door, revealing a rustic but luxurious interior with a large bed as the centerpiece.

"Bathroom's through there," she points to another door. "But the best feature's out back."

She leads me through the cottage to a private courtyard ringed by high stone walls. In one corner stands an outdoor shower, the copper fixtures gleaming in the sunlight, surrounded by natural stone and more climbing flowers.

"It's completely private," Aubrey assures me, gesturing at the high walls. "And the water pressure is amazing."

"I'll have to try it out," I say, setting my bag down on a nearby bench.

"You should," she agrees, her eyes meeting mine with unmistakable interest. "After that long drive, I'm sure you could use some... refreshment."

With that, she turns to leave, her sundress catching a breeze that presses it against her body, outlining every curve. "Dinner's at seven in the main house," she calls back. "Don't be late."

The door closes behind her, and I'm left with the image of her perfect ass burned into my retinas. Between Salma and now Aubrey, this weekend is shaping up even better than I anticipated.

After unpacking my few things, I decide to take Aubrey's advice and try out the outdoor shower. I strip down, leaving my clothes in a pile on the bench, and step under the large copper showerhead. The water pressure really is fantastic, hot streams pounding against my muscles, washing away the grime of the journey.

I close my eyes, letting the water cascade over me, my mind drifting to thoughts of Aubrey in that barely-there sundress, and Salma's skilled mouth around my cock in the van. My hand wanders down to my hardening length, stroking it idly as the water runs in rivulets down my chest.

The creak of the gate startles me out of my fantasy. My eyes snap open to find Aubrey frozen at the entrance to the courtyard, a stack of fresh towels in her arms. Her mouth forms a perfect 'O' of surprise, but she doesn't immediately turn away. Instead, her eyes drop to my hand still wrapped around my cock, which is now fully erect and impressive in size.

"I... um..." she stammers, her cheeks flushing pink even as her eyes stay fixed on my naked body. "I thought you might need these."

I make no move to cover myself, instead turning to face her fully. Water streams down my quarterback's physique—broad shoulders, defined pecs, six-pack abs, and of course, my sizeable cock standing at attention. Her gaze travels slowly up and down, taking in every inch of me with obvious appreciation.

"Sorry," she finally says, though she doesn't sound sorry at all. She sets the towels down on a nearby table, still stealing glances at my naked form. "I should have knocked."

"No problem," I reply with a confident grin. "Enjoying the view?"

Aubrey bites her lip, her eyes making one more sweep of my body before she starts backing toward the gate. "Definitely," she admits, her voice huskier than before. "Enjoy your shower, Bradley. I'll see you at dinner."

She turns to leave but pauses at the gate, looking back over her shoulder. "By the way," she adds with a mischievous smile, "I'm in the room directly across from yours in the main house. My window faces your cottage."

With that parting shot, she disappears, leaving me alone with the water beating down on my still-hard cock and the knowledge that this weekend just got a whole lot more interesting.


Chapter 4

The beachside restaurant is packed with the lunch crowd, sun-kissed tourists and locals mingling under the shade of large umbrellas. The smell of fresh seafood and grilled meat fills the air as we're led to a table overlooking the water. Howard and Salma sit facing the ocean, leaving Aubrey and me to take the remaining chairs. But before I can sit, Aubrey touches my arm, her fingers lingering against my skin.

"Actually, I think I want to sit at the bar," she announces, nodding toward the wooden counter where several patrons are perched on high stools. "It's more fun over there. Bradley, want to join me?"

I catch Salma's knowing smirk as she sips her wine. "You two go ahead," she says. "Howard and I have anniversary plans to discuss anyway."

Howard, already buried in the wine list, barely looks up. "Order whatever you like. It's all on my tab today."

Aubrey doesn't wait for more permission, grabbing my hand and tugging me toward the bar. Her sundress today is even shorter than yesterday's, the hem dancing dangerously high on her thighs as she slides onto a barstool. I take the seat beside her, acutely aware of how the position forces her dress to ride up even further.

"Mojito, please," she tells the bartender, a tanned surfer-type who can't peel his eyes off her cleavage. "And whatever he's having."

"Beer," I say, not really caring what kind. My attention's fully occupied by the expanse of smooth, tanned thigh now on display beside me.

"So," Aubrey turns to me, crossing one leg over the other in a way that hikes her dress up another inch. "How long have you been Salma's... personal trainer?"

The way she leans on those last two words makes it clear she suspects there's more to the story. Smart girl.

"About two months," I reply, keeping my voice casual. "We've got a very... hands-on approach to fitness."

Aubrey laughs, leaning closer. "I bet you do." Her scent—something floral and sweet—washes over me, mixing with the salt air. "And does Howard know just how... hands-on you get with his wife?"

I take a swig of the beer the bartender sets down, weighing my response. "Howard sees what he wants to see," I finally say, lowering my voice so only she can hear. "Some men are blind to what's happening right under their nose."

"And are you blind, Bradley?" she asks, her brown eyes challenging me. "Or do you see what's happening right in front of you?"

Without breaking eye contact, I lay my hand on her bare thigh. Her skin is warm and impossibly soft beneath my palm. "I see everything, Aubrey. Including how wet you've been getting since yesterday."

Her breath catches, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she uncrosses her legs, giving me better access. "And what are you going to do about it?"

I glance back at our table. Howard is animatedly discussing something with Salma, gesturing at the menu. Salma, however, is watching us over the rim of her wine glass, a small smile playing at her lips. When our eyes meet, she raises her glass slightly in what can only be described as encouragement.

Turning back to Aubrey, I slide my hand higher up her thigh, my fingers disappearing under the hem of her dress. "I'm going to find out just how wet you really are."

Aubrey bites her lip, shifting on her stool to give me better access. She spreads her legs slightly, the movement subtle enough not to draw attention from other patrons. My fingers meet no barrier—no underwear—as they slide along the inside of her thigh.

"No panties?" I whisper, my cock instantly hardening at the discovery.

She takes a long sip of her mojito, ice clinking against glass. "I never wear them when I'm hunting," she replies, her voice husky with desire.

My fingers reach their destination, finding her already slick with arousal. I trace the length of her pussy, gathering her wetness before circling her clit with my middle finger. Aubrey's eyelids flutter, but she keeps her composure, an impressive feat considering what's happening beneath the bar counter.

"God," she breathes, shifting her hips to increase the pressure. "Your fingers are even bigger than I imagined."

I slip one finger inside her, feeling her inner walls clench around me. "Just wait until you feel what else I've got," I promise, adding a second finger and curling them to hit that spot that makes most girls see stars.

Aubrey gasps, disguising it as a cough when the bartender glances our way. "I saw plenty in that shower yesterday," she murmurs, her thighs trembling as I keep working beneath her dress. "Can't wait to feel it inside me."

I work my fingers deeper, settling into a rhythm that has her gripping the edge of the bar. With my thumb, I keep circling her clit, applying just enough pressure to drive her wild without tipping her over. Aubrey's breathing turns shallow, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath her thin dress.

"You better stop," she warns, though she makes no move to pull away. "Or I'm going to come right here at this bar."

"Maybe that's exactly what I want," I reply, picking up the pace of my fingers. "To watch you fall apart while everyone around us has no idea what's happening."

Aubrey's knuckles go white as she grips the bar harder, her hips making tiny movements against my hand. "Fuck," she whispers, her eyes briefly closing as she fights to stay in control. "You're going to make me—"

I curl my fingers again, nailing that perfect spot while my thumb presses firmly against her clit. She bites her lip hard, a small whimper escaping as her inner walls spasm around my fingers. I hold the pressure, dragging out her orgasm as she trembles beside me, the picture of controlled chaos.

"Jesus Christ," she breathes once the waves subside, her cheeks flushed with color. "I can't believe you just made me come in the middle of a crowded restaurant."

I slowly withdraw my fingers, making sure no one's watching before bringing them to my lips and tasting her. "Sweet," I comment, enjoying the way her eyes widen at the gesture.

Aubrey stares at me a moment, her chest still heaving, before a determined look crosses her face. She reaches for her mojito and, with deliberate clumsiness, tips it directly into my lap.

"Oh my God!" she exclaims loudly, drawing attention from nearby tables. "I'm so sorry!"

The cold liquid seeps through my shorts, but I catch on to her game immediately. I stand up, making a show of the large wet stain spreading across my crotch.

"No problem," I say, loud enough for others to hear. "Accidents happen."

Aubrey slides off her stool, grabbing a handful of napkins from the bar. "Let me help you clean up," she offers, her voice dripping with false innocence. "There's a bathroom down that hallway."

I look back at our table, where Howard is now watching the commotion. He waves his hand dismissively. "Go get cleaned up," he calls. "We'll order for you both."

Salma simply smiles, raising her wine glass in a subtle toast that only I understand. The message is clear—she knows exactly what's about to happen and approves completely.

"Thanks," I call back to Howard before letting Aubrey lead me toward the hallway, her hand gripping mine tightly, pulling me with urgency that has nothing to do with spilled drinks and everything to do with the orgasm I just gave her—and the ones still to come.

Aubrey's fingers dig into my wrist as she pulls me away from the restaurant, not toward the bathrooms like she announced, but toward a shadowy path leading to the beach. Her urgency is palpable, her breath coming in short gasps as we stumble through patches of sand and scrubby vegetation. The sound of crashing waves grows louder, drowning out the restaurant chatter behind us. Finally, she tugs me behind a large rock formation that creates a natural alcove, hidden from the restaurant's view but still open to the vast expanse of the ocean.

"I can't wait any longer," she breathes, spinning around to face me. Before I can respond, she's on me, her lips crashing against mine with bruising force.

The kiss is nothing like Salma's calculated, experienced technique. Aubrey attacks my mouth with youthful hunger, all teeth and tongue and desperate need. Her hands claw at my shoulders, my chest, my back, like she's trying to tear through my skin to get closer. The taste of mint and rum from her mojito lingers on her tongue as it battles with mine for dominance.

I hesitate for just a moment, a flash of Salma's face appearing in my mind. But Aubrey's body pressed against mine—young, firm, vibrating with lust—quickly dissolves any restraint. My hands find her ass, squeezing the tight flesh and pulling her against my hardening cock.

"Fuck, I knew you'd be like this," Aubrey gasps against my lips, her hips grinding against my erection. "So fucking hot."

I spin us around, pushing her back against the rough surface of the rock. My mouth moves to her neck, biting and sucking marks into her tanned skin. She moans loudly, her head falling back to give me better access. As I raise my eyes, still attacking her neck with my lips, I freeze.

Standing about thirty yards away, partially hidden by a palm tree, is Salma. She hasn't followed us by accident—she's deliberately positioned herself to watch what's happening. Even from this distance, I can see the smile playing at her lips, the hungry look in her eyes. When our gazes lock, she doesn't look away or pretend she hasn't been caught. Instead, she raises an eyebrow, a silent challenge or perhaps permission.

Something primal clicks inside me. With Salma watching, my desire for Aubrey transforms into something rawer, more animalistic. I'm not just going to fuck this college cheerleader—I'm going to put on a show.

I pull back from Aubrey's neck, looking into her lust-filled eyes for just a moment before I roughly push her down onto the sand. She gasps in surprise, her eyes widening at my sudden aggression, but the flush on her cheeks deepens, telling me she likes it.

"Is this what you wanted when you spilled that drink?" I growl, reaching down to grab the hem of her sundress. "To get fucked on the beach like the little slut you are?"

"Yes," she admits, her chest heaving with anticipation. "Since I saw you in that shower."

I don't bother with gentleness or teasing. I grip her flimsy dress with both hands and tear it down the middle, the fabric ripping easily to reveal her naked body underneath. Just as I suspected, she's wearing absolutely nothing beneath it. Her tits are perfect—round, firm, with small pink nipples that harden in the open air. Her pussy is waxed completely bare, already glistening with arousal from my fingers at the bar.

"Look at you," I sneer, kneeling between her legs. "No underwear, practically begging to be fucked. What would your parents' friends think if they saw you now?"

Aubrey moans, spreading her legs wider in invitation. "I don't care. Just fuck me, Bradley. Please."

I unfasten my shorts, pushing them down just enough to free my cock. It springs out, rock hard and ready. I notice Aubrey's eyes widen slightly at the size of it, despite having seen it in the shower yesterday.

"This what you want?" I ask, stroking my length, making her wait for it. I glance briefly toward where Salma is watching, making sure she has a clear view of what's about to happen.

"God, yes," Aubrey whimpers, reaching for me.

I slap her hands away. "No touching. You'll take it how I give it to you."

Without warning, I grab her hips and thrust into her in one brutal movement. Aubrey cries out, her back arching off the sand as I fill her completely. She's tight—tighter than Salma—but so wet that I slide in without resistance.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her eyes rolling back. "You're so big!"

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The force of my thrust pushes her body up the sand, and I grip her hips tighter to hold her in place as I establish a punishing rhythm.

"This what you needed?" I growl, driving into her with enough force to make her tits bounce with each impact. "A big cock stretching your tight little pussy open?"

"Yes!" she cries, her hands clawing at the sand beneath her. "Harder!"

I comply, ramping up the brutality of my thrusts. The slap of skin against skin competes with the crashing waves nearby. I reach down and grab one of her tits roughly, squeezing and pinching the nipple hard enough to make her yelp.

"Such a fucking slut," I hiss, making sure my words carry to Salma. "Getting fingered at a bar and now taking cock on a public beach. Anyone could walk by and see what a whore you are."

The dirty talk drives Aubrey wild. Her inner walls clench around me, her breathing turning erratic. I keep eye contact with Salma across the distance, putting on a show for her as much as I'm satisfying Aubrey.

"You like being watched, don't you?" I ask Aubrey, though the question's really meant for Salma. "You like being seen taking this cock like a cheap fucking whore?"

Aubrey's eyes snap open. "What? Who's watching us?"

I don't answer, instead grabbing her legs and pushing them back toward her chest, folding her nearly in half as I drive deeper into her. The new angle hits spots that make her forget her question, a high-pitched moan escaping her lips.

"Oh fuck, right there!" she cries, her hands reaching for my shoulders, nails digging into my skin. "Don't stop! Please don't stop!"

I pound into her relentlessly, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust. Sweat drips down my chest in the afternoon heat, the exertion and the thrill of being watched pushing me to fuck her harder than I've ever fucked anyone.

"Take it," I command, my voice rough with lust. "Take this fucking cock. Show me what those cheerleader legs are good for."

Aubrey wraps her legs around my waist, using her athletic strength to pull me deeper inside her. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and wet and hungry for more.

"I'm going to cum," she warns, her voice breaking as the pleasure builds. "You're going to make me cum all over your big cock!"

I reach between us, finding her clit with my thumb and rubbing it in rough circles. "Do it then," I demand. "Cum for me like the little slut you are."

Her entire body tenses beneath me, her back arching dramatically off the sand as her orgasm tears through her. She screams my name, not caring who might hear, her pussy contracting violently around my cock as she comes undone. I don't slow my pace, continuing to slam into her through her climax, prolonging it until her screams turn to whimpers and her body shakes with oversensitivity.

But I'm not done with her yet. I look up at Salma again, finding her still watching, her hand now obviously between her legs as she touches herself to the sight of us fucking. The knowledge that Salma is getting off on watching me fuck Aubrey drives me to new heights of aggression.

I pull out of Aubrey abruptly, flipping her over onto her stomach. Before she can recover from her orgasm, I yank her hips up and thrust back into her from behind. She cries out again, her face pressed into the sand as I take her doggy-style, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises.

"Fuck! Bradley!" she gasps, her voice muffled by the sand. "It's too much!"

"Shut up and take it," I growl, bringing my hand down hard on her ass cheek, leaving a red handprint on her tanned skin. "This is what you wanted, isn't it?"

I pound into Aubrey's tight pussy from behind, my fingers digging into her hips as I pull her back onto my cock with each thrust. But my eyes aren't on her—they're locked with Salma's across the beach. Salma has moved closer now, still partially hidden by the palm tree but close enough that I can clearly see her hand working beneath her sundress. She's masturbating to the sight of us fucking, her eyes heavy-lidded with lust but wide open, not wanting to miss a moment of the show I'm putting on for her.

"Harder!" Aubrey begs, unaware of our spectator. "Fuck me harder, Bradley!"

I oblige, driving into her with renewed force. The sound of my pelvis slapping against her ass echoes in our little alcove, mixing with her desperate moans and the distant crash of waves. I grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back roughly as I lean down to growl in her ear.

"You like taking my cock like this? Like a fucking animal on the beach?"

"Yes!" she cries, her voice breaking as I hit a spot deep inside her that makes her whole body tremble. "God, yes! Don't stop!"

Across the sand, Salma's movements become more deliberate. She's pulled her dress up around her waist now, not caring if anyone sees her. Her hand moves rhythmically between her legs, matching the pace of my thrusts into Aubrey. When our eyes meet again, she mouths something I can't quite make out, but her intent is clear—fuck Aubrey harder.

I release Aubrey's hair only to bring my hand down hard on her ass, leaving another red handprint on her skin. She yelps, the sound half-pain and half-pleasure, her pussy clenching around me in response. I do it again, harder this time, watching as Salma's eyes widen with approval.

"You like it rough, don't you, cheerleader?" I taunt, bringing my hand down on her other cheek.

"Yes!" Aubrey gasps. "But not so—"

I cut her off with another slap, harder than before. This time her cry has more pain than pleasure, but I don't slow down. If anything, I increase my pace, my cock driving into her with brutal force. Her knees dig into the sand, struggling to maintain position as I fuck her relentlessly.

"Bradley," she whimpers, "it hurts..."

I glance at Salma, who is biting her lip, her hand working faster between her legs. The sight fuels something primal in me—I want to push Aubrey to her limits, to show Salma just how far I'm willing to go to please her.

"Shut up and take it," I command, grabbing Aubrey's shoulders and using them as leverage to pull her back onto my cock with even more force. "This is what you wanted."

Aubrey's whimpers turn back to moans as the pain mixes with pleasure. Her body betrays her protests, her pussy growing wetter around my thrusting cock. I reach around and find her clit, rubbing it roughly as I keep pounding into her from behind.

"Oh fuck," she gasps, her resistance melting away. "Right there! Don't stop!"

I look up at Salma again, who has now pushed two fingers inside herself. She's not even pretending to hide anymore, leaning against the palm tree for support as she fucks herself with her fingers, eyes locked on the sight of my cock disappearing into Aubrey's pussy.

The knowledge that I'm pleasing both women—Aubrey with my cock and Salma with the show—pushes me to new heights of aggression. I grab Aubrey's ass cheeks, spreading them apart so Salma can see exactly where my cock enters her. Aubrey's pussy grips me like a vise, wet and hot and so fucking tight around my length.

"You're going to make me cum again," Aubrey warns, her body tensing beneath me. "Oh god, you're going to make me cum so hard!"

I look at Salma, whose movements have turned frantic, her chest heaving with exertion. She's close too, her eyes never leaving the point where my cock pistons in and out of Aubrey's pussy.

"Cum for me," I demand, my voice loud enough to carry to Salma. "Both of you, fucking cum for me now!"

Aubrey's orgasm hits her like a tsunami, her entire body convulsing beneath me. Her pussy clamps down on my cock in rhythmic waves as she screams my name, her face pressed into the sand. Across the beach, Salma's body goes rigid, her back arching as she climaxes on her own fingers, her eyes rolling back but never fully closing, desperate not to miss a moment.

The sight of both women cumming because of me—one on my cock, one on her fingers while watching me—is almost too much to bear. But I'm not ready to finish yet. I continue thrusting into Aubrey, whose orgasm seems to go on forever, her body wracked with aftershocks.

"Please," she begs, her voice hoarse from screaming. "It's too much. I can't take anymore."

I slow my pace but don't stop. "Yes, you can," I insist, grinding deep inside her. "One more."

Aubrey shakes her head, her face tear-streaked and flushed. "I can't... I'm too sensitive..."

But I'm relentless, resuming my brutal pace. Salma has recovered from her own orgasm and is watching intently again, her fingers still lazily circling her clit. The look in her eyes tells me to continue, to push Aubrey past her limits.

"You can and you will," I growl, grabbing Aubrey's hips again and jackhammering into her. "You're going to cum one more time on my cock."

Despite her protests, Aubrey's body responds to my commanding tone and relentless thrusts. Her moans grow louder again, her resistance giving way to renewed pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage, reaching around to rub her clit again. "Give me one more. Show me what a good little slut you are."

The combination of my cock hitting her g-spot and my fingers working her clit sends Aubrey spiraling into another orgasm, this one more intense than the last. She screams so loudly that for a moment I worry someone from the restaurant might hear, but I don't slow down.

"Bradley!" she wails, her entire body shaking uncontrollably. "Oh god, oh fuck, Bradley!"

Across the beach, Salma is cumming again too, her eyes locked with mine as pleasure overtakes her. The sight of her orgasming while watching me fuck another woman is what finally pushes me over the edge.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum," I announce, my balls tightening as the pressure builds.

I thrust deep inside Aubrey one final time, my cock pulsing as I flood her pussy with hot cum. Rope after rope of my seed fills her, some of it leaking out around my shaft and dripping onto the sand beneath us. I groan loudly, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises as I empty myself completely inside her.

When the last waves of pleasure subside, I pull out abruptly, watching as my cum oozes from Aubrey's well-fucked pussy. She collapses onto her side, her body still trembling from the intensity of her multiple orgasms.

"Holy shit," she pants, her eyes unfocused. "That was... I've never..."

I don't give her time to finish her thought. I grab her by the hair, turning her face toward me as I wipe my cock—still slick with her juices and my cum—across her cheeks and lips.

"Something to remember me by," I say coldly, tucking myself back into my shorts.

Aubrey lies there in shock, her torn dress useless around her waist, her face and thighs smeared with cum, her body marked with handprints and the beginnings of bruises. I stand up, brushing sand from my knees, and look toward Salma.

She's adjusting her dress, a satisfied smile playing at her lips. Our eyes meet and she gives me a small nod of approval before turning to head back to the restaurant, leaving me to follow and Aubrey to collect herself.

"What about me?" Aubrey calls weakly as I start to walk away.

I glance back at her over my shoulder. "Clean yourself up. We'll see you at dinner."

Without another word, I leave her there and follow Salma's path back to the restaurant. Howard will be wondering where we've been, but I'm sure Salma has a story ready to explain our absence—and Aubrey's disheveled appearance when she eventually returns.

This weekend has only just begun, and I already know it's going to be one for the record books.


Chapter 5

I can't take my eyes off her. Salma glides through the vineyard celebration like she owns it, her dark hair catching the golden evening light. My cock stiffens instantly when I see that dress—black, tight, and cut so low I can practically see her nipples from across the fucking room. Everyone's here to celebrate Howard and Salma's anniversary, but they have no idea what I do to his wife when he's not looking. I adjust myself in my pants, tucked away in the shadows of the villa, waiting for my moment. She knows I'm watching. The way she moves her hips tells me everything.

The vineyard is decked out with twinkling lights and white flowers, all this romantic bullshit for their twentieth anniversary. I lean against the doorframe of the upstairs bedroom, watching the party below through the window. Salma stands out like a goddamn beacon among all these boring people in their formal wear. That dark hair of hers falls in waves down her back, and when she turns, I catch glimpses of her profile—those high cheekbones, that jawline that could cut glass. But it's her body that makes my mouth water.

Her tits are straining against the fabric of that dress, pushed up and together to create a cleavage so deep I could lose my cock in it. The material hugs every curve of her body, showing off that tiny waist and those wide hips that I love to grip when I'm pounding her from behind. For a forty-year-old, she puts those college girls to shame. Hell, she's hotter than any girl on campus.

She excuses herself from some conversation and moves toward the villa. I watch her hips sway with each step, her ass looking like a perfect peach in that tight dress. My breathing gets heavier as she approaches the stairs. She knows exactly where I am. We planned this days ago.

Salma starts climbing the stairs, and I duck back into the bedroom. My heart is pounding in my chest. I hear the click of her heels on the hardwood floor, getting louder with each step. Her perfume reaches me before she does—something expensive and intoxicating that makes my dick throb painfully against my zipper.

Through the crack in the door, I catch sight of her. She's pretending to check her makeup in a hallway mirror, but her eyes flick toward the bedroom door where I'm hiding. Those full lips curl into a slight smile. She adjusts her dress, pulling it down slightly to show even more of her cleavage. Fuck. I grip the doorframe so hard my knuckles turn white.

She's about to walk past the door when I make my move. I reach out, grabbing her arm and yanking her into the bedroom in one swift motion. She gasps as I slam the door behind us, pushing her back against it. Her eyes are wide, excited, a flash of mock surprise quickly replaced by raw desire.

"Bradley," she whispers, but I don't let her finish.

I crash my lips against hers, one hand gripping the back of her neck, the other pressed flat against the door beside her head. She tastes like champagne and lipstick. I bite her lower lip hard enough to make her moan, then force my tongue into her mouth. Her body melts against mine, her hands clutching at my suit jacket.

From outside, I can hear Howard's voice through the open window, amplified by a microphone as he begins his speech. "I want to thank everyone for coming tonight to celebrate twenty wonderful years with my beautiful wife, Salma..."

The sound of her husband's voice makes me even harder. I pull back and look into her eyes, seeing that wicked glint that gets me every time.

"He has no fucking idea, does he?" I growl against her ear, my hand moving from the door to grab her throat. Not hard enough to choke her, just enough to show her who's in control. "No idea that his quarterback is fucking his wife right under his nose."

"Bradley, we shouldn't—" she starts to say, but her body betrays her. Her nipples are hard, pressing against the thin fabric of her dress.

"Shut up," I command, moving my hand from her throat down to her breast. I squeeze it roughly, feeling its weight in my palm. "You want this. You've been teasing me all fucking night."

Howard's voice continues outside. "Salma has been my rock, my support through everything..."

I slide my hand down her body, bunching up her dress around her waist. She's wearing a tiny black thong that barely covers anything. I rip it to the side and plunge two fingers inside her. She's already soaking wet.

"Look how wet you are," I hiss against her ear. "Your husband is out there telling everyone what a perfect wife you are, and here you are, dripping for my cock."

She moans softly, her head falling back against the door. I grip her hip with my free hand, pinning her in place as I work my fingers inside her. Her walls clench around me, her breathing becoming ragged.

"Please," she whispers, her eyes half-closed with pleasure.

I move us away from the door, spinning her around and pushing her against the wall next to the window. Now she can hear Howard's speech even more clearly as I press my body against her back, grinding my erection against her ass.

"I remember the day we met," Howard's voice drifts in, full of emotion. "I knew she was the one..."

I pull her hair back sharply, forcing her head to turn so I can kiss her again. My other hand moves up to squeeze her tit through her dress, feeling her nipple harden against my palm. She reaches behind her, fumbling with my belt, desperate to feel me.

"You want my cock that bad?" I taunt her, biting her earlobe. "Right here, while your husband's giving his fucking speech?"

She nods frantically, pushing her ass back against me. I spin her around again, lifting her slightly so she's pressed firmly against the wall. Her legs wrap around my waist instinctively. Through the window, we can see the top of Howard's balding head as he stands at the podium, his back to the villa, completely oblivious.

My hands are all over her body now, gripping, squeezing, marking. I pull down the top of her dress roughly, exposing her tits to the cool air. They're fucking perfect—full and firm with dusky nipples that beg for my mouth. I lower my head and bite one nipple, making her gasp and arch her back.

"Bradley... oh God," she pants, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

I look up at Salma's face, flushed with desire and the thrill of almost getting caught. Her husband has no idea what's happening just above him. The power of it all makes me feel like a god.

"Tell me you want me," I demand, gripping her chin in my hand, forcing her to look at me.

"I want you," she breathes. "I need you inside me. Now."

The desperation in her voice is all I need. I press her harder against the wall, my body covering hers completely, claiming what Howard thinks is his alone.

I grab Salma by her waist and lift her off the wall. Her legs are still wrapped around me as I carry her to the king-sized bed in the center of the room. With one swift movement, I throw her down onto the mattress. She bounces slightly, her tits jiggling, her dark hair splayed across the expensive sheets. Her dress is already bunched around her waist, her torn thong hanging uselessly to the side. Howard's voice drones on outside the window, but all I can focus on is his wife spread out before me like a fucking feast.

"Take it all off," I command, yanking at the fabric of her dress. "Now."

She complies immediately, pulling the dress over her head in one fluid motion. I grab the torn thong and rip it completely off her body, leaving her naked except for those fuck-me heels—black stilettos that make her legs look even longer. Her body is incredible, all toned curves and smooth skin. For a forty-year-old MILF, she puts those college cheerleaders to shame. Her tits are full and perky, nipples hard and pointing straight at me.

"Look at you," I growl, undoing my belt and unzipping my pants. "Howard's perfect little wife, spread out for her husband's star quarterback."

She bites her lower lip, her eyes fixed on my hands as I free my cock from my boxers. It springs out, rock hard and already leaking pre-cum. I stroke it a few times, watching her eyes widen at the sight. My cock throbs in my hand, veins pulsing with blood, the head swollen and dark red. I'm bigger than her husband—she's told me that many times. Bigger and harder and younger.

"Please," she whispers, spreading her legs wider, giving me a perfect view of her wet pussy. "I need you inside me, Bradley."

Outside, Howard's voice carries through the open window. "Salma has always been there for me, through thick and thin..."

I laugh, a low, predatory sound. "Your husband has no fucking idea what a slut his wife is, does he?"

I climb onto the bed, grabbing her ankles and yanking her toward me. With one hand, I guide my cock to her entrance, rubbing the head against her slick folds. She's dripping wet, her pussy glistening in the dim light of the bedroom. I tease her, sliding my cock up and down her slit, watching her squirm with need.

"Beg for it," I demand, pressing just the tip inside her.

"Please, Bradley," she moans, her back arching. "Fuck me. I need your cock inside me."

That's all I need to hear. I slam into her with one hard thrust, burying myself to the hilt. We both gasp at the sensation—her pussy is tight and hot, gripping my cock like a vise. I pull back slowly, then drive forward again, establishing a ruthless rhythm.

"Fuck, your pussy feels so good," I groan, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. "So fucking tight."

Howard's voice continues outside, talking about their years of marriage, their love, their commitment. Each word fuels my desire to fuck his wife harder, to claim her in ways he never could. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, making a wet, obscene sound that fills the room.

"You like that?" I ask, increasing my pace. "You like getting fucked by a college boy while your husband makes his speech?"

"Yes," she hisses, her hands clutching at the sheets. "God, yes!"

I move my hands up to her tits, grabbing them roughly, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh. Her nipples harden even more between my fingers as I pinch and twist them. She cries out, her back arching off the bed. I can feel her pussy clenching around my cock, getting wetter with each thrust.

"Your tits are fucking perfect," I grunt, leaning down to take one nipple in my mouth. I bite down, not too gently, making her gasp. "Better than any girl my age."

The bed creaks beneath us as I pound into her, my hips snapping forward with increasing force. The sound of skin slapping against skin gets louder, matching the intensity of our fucking. I straighten up, grabbing her legs and pushing them back toward her chest, changing the angle so I can drive even deeper inside her.

"Oh fuck, Bradley," she moans, her voice getting higher, more desperate. "Right there. Don't stop!"

I can feel her starting to tighten around me, her inner walls pulsing. She's close. I reach down with one hand and find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles while I keep thrusting into her. Her whole body starts to shake, her breathing becoming erratic.

"That's it," I encourage her, my own pleasure building. "Come on my cock. I want to feel you cum while your husband is out there talking about how much he loves you."

She explodes around me, her pussy clamping down on my cock so hard it almost pushes me out. Her back arches completely off the bed, her mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy. I keep fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching her face contort with pleasure.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she finally cries out, her nails digging into my forearms.

I clamp my hand over her mouth. "Quiet, bitch. You want everyone to hear?"

Her eyes roll back, her body convulsing with aftershocks as I keep driving into her. The sight of her completely lost in pleasure, combined with the feeling of her pussy milking my cock, drives me wild. I lean down and bite her shoulder hard, leaving marks that her husband will definitely see later. I don't care. I want him to know, even if he doesn't realize it's me.

I lick up her neck, tasting the salt of her sweat, before capturing her mouth in a brutal kiss. I spit directly into her mouth, watching her eagerly swallow it down like the slut she is. My hips never stop moving, my cock plunging in and out of her soaking wet pussy with relentless force.

"You're mine," I growl against her lips. "This pussy is mine."

She nods frantically, her eyes glazed over with lust. "Yours, all yours."

I grab a fistful of her dark hair, pulling her head back to expose her throat. I lick a long stripe up her neck, then bite down on her earlobe, making her gasp and clench around me again. My other hand moves between us, finding her still-sensitive clit and rubbing it roughly.

"Again," I command. "Cum again for me."

Her body responds instantly to my touch, another orgasm building quickly on the heels of the first. Outside, I can hear Howard wrapping up his speech, but I'm nowhere near done with his wife. She belongs to me now, writhing beneath me, completely at my mercy. And I intend to use every inch of her body before this night is over.

I pull my cock out of her dripping pussy without warning. Her juices coat my shaft, making it glisten in the dim light. I grab her waist and flip her over roughly, forcing her onto her stomach. She gasps in surprise, her face pressed into the mattress, her perfect ass raised in the air. I stare down at her, admiring the curve of her spine, the way her ass cheeks spread slightly, revealing both her holes to me. I smack her ass hard, leaving a red handprint on her skin.

"Bradley," she says, her voice muffled against the sheets. "What are you—"

"Shut up," I growl, gripping her ass cheeks and spreading them wide. "I'm not done with you yet."

Her asshole is tight and puckered, practically begging for my cock. I spit on it, watching my saliva drip down onto her hole. With my thumb, I rub the wetness around her rim, feeling it twitch under my touch. Salma's breathing quickens, her body tensing as she realizes what I'm about to do.

"Wait," she whispers, turning her head to look back at me. "Be gentle—"

I cut her off by pressing the head of my cock against her asshole. It's still slick with her pussy juices, but her ass is much tighter. I push forward, feeling the resistance as her body tries to keep me out. I grab her hips firmly, holding her in place as I force my way in.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her fingers clutching the sheets desperately. "It hurts!"

"Take it," I command, continuing to push forward. "Take my cock in your ass."

The tight ring of muscle finally gives way, letting the head of my cock pop inside. Salma buries her face in the pillow to muffle her scream. The sensation is incredible—her ass grips me like a vise, even tighter than her pussy. I hold still for a moment, savoring the feeling of her body stretched around me.

"So fucking tight," I groan, digging my fingers into her hips. "Your husband ever fuck this ass?"

She shakes her head, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. "N-no. Never."

A surge of primal satisfaction rushes through me. "That's right. This ass is mine. All mine."

I start to move, pulling back slightly before thrusting forward again. Each inch is a battle, her body resisting the invasion even as she tries to relax. I can see the conflict on her face—pain mixed with a growing pleasure she doesn't want to admit to.

"Relax," I tell her, but I don't slow down. If anything, I increase my pace, determined to bury my entire length inside her. "The more you fight it, the more it hurts."

Outside, I can hear applause. Howard's speech must be over. The thought of her husband just yards away while I'm sodomizing his wife makes my cock throb even harder. I thrust deeper, forcing more of my length into her tight channel.

"Oh God," she moans, her voice a mixture of pain and reluctant pleasure. "Bradley, it's too much."

I ignore her protests and grab a handful of her dark hair, yanking her head back sharply. Her back arches beautifully, giving me even better access to her ass. With one final push, I'm buried to the hilt, my balls pressed against her pussy.

"Look at that," I taunt, grinding my hips against her ass. "Taking all of my cock in your tight little asshole. Such a good slut."

I start fucking her in earnest now, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The friction is intense, her tight walls gripping every inch of me. Salma's initial cries of pain gradually transform into moans of pleasure as her body adapts to the intrusion.

"You like that?" I ask, my voice rough with lust. "You like getting your ass fucked while your husband mingles with your friends?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "Yes, I like it."

I release her hair only to move my hand to her throat, wrapping my fingers around it and squeezing lightly. Her pulse races under my palm, her breathing becoming shallow as I apply pressure to the sides of her neck. I'm careful not to cut off her air completely—just enough to make her light-headed, to enhance the sensations coursing through her body.

"Tell me you're my slut," I demand, my hips maintaining a relentless rhythm. "Tell me this ass belongs to me."

"I'm your slut," she gasps, her words coming out strangled due to my hand on her throat. "My ass is yours, Bradley. All yours."

I release her throat and grab her hair again, pulling even harder this time. Her scalp must be burning, but she doesn't complain. Instead, she pushes back against me, meeting each of my thrusts with a movement of her own. The sight of my cock disappearing into her ass over and over again is hypnotizing.

"Fuck, your ass feels amazing," I groan, increasing my pace. "So fucking tight around my cock."

I can feel her reaching between her legs, her fingers finding her clit. She's getting off on this—on being used, on being taken in a way her husband never dared. I slap her hand away.

"No," I tell her firmly. "You cum when I say you can cum. Not before."

She whimpers but obeys, returning her hand to the mattress. I release her hair and move both hands to her ass, spreading her cheeks wider to watch my cock slide in and out of her hole. It's stretched obscenely around my girth, the rim turning red from the friction.

"You're taking my cock so well," I say, my voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Such a good little anal slut. Is this what you think about when you're with Howard? My young cock stretching your ass?"

"Yes," she admits, her shame only adding to her arousal. "I think about you all the time."

I lean forward, covering her body with mine, my chest pressed against her back. One hand snakes around to grab her throat again while the other finds her breast, pinching her nipple harshly. I bite down on her shoulder, leaving yet another mark.

"You belong to me," I growl into her ear, my hips never stopping their punishing rhythm. "This ass, that pussy, these tits—all mine to use however I want."

"Yours," she agrees, her body trembling beneath me. "All yours, Bradley."

I straighten up again, grabbing her hips with both hands. I pull her back onto my cock with each thrust, forcing myself even deeper inside her. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, along with our heavy breathing and Salma's muffled moans.

"That's it," I encourage her, watching her ass jiggle with each impact. "Take it. Take my cock in your tight little ass."

She's fully into it now, all pain forgotten as pleasure takes over. Her moans grow louder, less restrained. I have to remind her that we're not alone in the house, that at any moment someone could walk by and hear her.

"Quiet, bitch," I hiss, slapping her ass again. "Unless you want everyone to know what a slut you are."

The threat only seems to excite her more. Her ass clenches around me, squeezing my cock in a way that almost makes me lose control. But I'm not ready to finish yet. I have more plans for Howard's perfect wife before this night is over.

With a grunt of satisfaction, I rip my cock out of Salma's stretched asshole. It makes a lewd popping sound as it exits her body. Before she can even catch her breath, I grab a fistful of her dark hair and yank her off the bed, forcing her to her knees on the hardwood floor. Her lips are parted in surprise, her eyes wide and watery as she looks up at me. My cock stands proudly before her face, still slick with the juices from both her holes. I can see her hesitation, the momentary disgust at what I'm about to make her do.

"Open," I command, pressing the head of my cock against her closed lips. "Open your fucking mouth."

She obeys, reluctantly parting her lips. I don't wait for her to adjust—I thrust forward immediately, shoving my cock into her warm, wet mouth. She gags instantly as my length hits the back of her throat, her eyes watering even more. I hold her head firmly in place, my fingers tangled in her dark hair, controlling her every movement.

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

I start fucking her face in earnest, pulling back only enough to let her gasp for air before plunging back in. Each thrust is rough and unforgiving, my hips snapping forward, forcing my cock deeper down her throat. The sounds she makes—wet, choking, desperate—only fuel my arousal. My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of noises filling the room.

Salma's mascara starts to run, black streaks trailing down her cheeks as tears form in the corners of her eyes. Her lipstick is smeared across her face and my cock, leaving red marks that prove her submission. She looks utterly debauched, and I fucking love it.

"Look at me," I demand, pulling her hair to tilt her face up. Her eyes meet mine, full of a mixture of humiliation and arousal. "That's right. I want to see your eyes while I fuck your throat."

My pace increases, becoming more frantic as my pleasure builds. I can feel my orgasm approaching, a familiar tightening in my balls. Salma struggles to breathe around my thickness, her hands gripping my thighs for support. Her nails dig into my skin, but I barely notice the pain. All I can focus on is the wet heat of her mouth, the way her throat convulses around my cock when she gags.

"You're such a good little cocksucker," I taunt her, my voice strained with approaching release. "Taking my dick straight from your ass. Does your husband know what a filthy slut he married?"

She can't answer, of course—not with her mouth full of my cock—but her eyes flash with something like defiance. I respond by thrusting even deeper, making her gag violently. Spit dribbles down her chin, adding to the mess I've made of her.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm becoming erratic. "And you're going to take it all."

Just as I feel myself reaching the point of no return, I pull out of her mouth. She gasps for air, her chest heaving. I grab my cock with one hand, stroking it rapidly while still holding her hair with the other. My orgasm hits me like a freight train, and I groan loudly as the first rope of cum shoots out, landing across her cheek. I aim the next spurts at her open mouth, her forehead, her nose—covering her face in my hot seed.

"Fuck," I grunt, milking every last drop onto her face. "Take it all, you fucking slut."

When I'm finally spent, I release her hair and step back to admire my handiwork. Salma looks thoroughly used—her hair a tangled mess, her face covered in cum, mascara, and smeared lipstick. Her eyes are red from crying, her lips swollen from the rough treatment. She's still naked except for those black heels, her body marked with red handprints and bite marks that will surely bruise. She's never looked more beautiful to me.

"You look so fucking hot right now," I tell her, reaching down to run my finger through the cum on her cheek. I push it into her mouth, making her taste it. "Howard would be so proud."

She doesn't respond, just kneels there trying to catch her breath. I grab a handful of her sweaty dark hair and use it to wipe my cock clean, making sure to get every last drop of our combined fluids off of me. She winces as I tug on her hair, but doesn't complain.

"Good girl," I say, tucking my cock back into my pants and zipping up. "Now get cleaned up before—"

The door suddenly swings open, and Howard stands in the doorway, his mouth dropping open in shock. Time seems to freeze as he takes in the scene before him—his naked wife kneeling on the floor, face covered in cum, and me standing over her with my hand still in her hair.

"What the hell is going on here?" Howard finally manages to sputter, his eyes wide behind his thick glasses. His face flushes red, either from anger or embarrassment, I can't tell which.

I don't miss a beat. I release Salma's hair and take a casual step back, my lips curving into an easy smile.

"Oh, hey Mr. Reyes," I say, as if we've just bumped into each other at a coffee shop. "Salma was having some trouble with her back. Too much dancing, I think. I was just helping her work out a knot."

Howard looks from me to his wife, confusion evident on his face. "But... but she's naked. And what's that on her face?"

I laugh, the sound relaxed and confident. "She spilled her drink earlier. Got it all over her dress. I was being a gentleman and gave her a place to clean up." I gesture vaguely around the room. "As for her face, well, I think she got a little overzealous with some face cream she found in the bathroom. Right, Salma?"

Salma nods quickly, wiping at her face with the back of her hand. "Yes," she says, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Bradley was just helping me. My back was killing me."

Howard still looks unconvinced, his eyes narrowing as he studies his wife's disheveled appearance and the obvious marks on her body. But I can see doubt creeping in, replacing his initial shock. He wants to believe the lie, wants to think there's a reasonable explanation for finding his wife naked with a college student.

"I should go," I say, straightening my tie and smoothing down my suit jacket. "Great speech, by the way. Very touching." I move toward the door, clapping Howard on the shoulder as I pass him. "Happy anniversary to you both."

As I walk out of the room, I can't help the smug smile that spreads across my face. I turn back one last time, catching Salma's eye over Howard's shoulder. I wink at her, a silent promise that this won't be the last time. Howard may have her for the rest of the night, but we both know she belongs to me now.


Book 4


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.


Series Finale


Chapter 1

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.


Chapter 2

I'm still riding the high of nearly getting caught balls-deep in Salma when my phone buzzes in the cup holder of my car. I've just left her place after locking down plans for tonight's party, my body still humming with satisfaction from fucking her while her husband was in the house. I grab my phone at a red light, expecting maybe a text from one of the countless women I've conquered, but what I see makes me grin with predatory interest—a message from Coach Daniels' number, though the content leaves no doubt who's really doing the inviting.

The text holds a picture that stirs my cock back to life despite having just emptied myself inside Salma. It's a stunning, leggy blonde with tits that look too perfect to be real, pouting at the camera in a pose that screams desperation for attention. She's wearing a tiny white tank top that barely contains her massive breasts, her hard nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric.

The message beneath reads: "My wife Crystal is so proud of you for winning the championship. We'd be honored if you'd come over and let her... properly thank you for your hard work. We're very discreet."

I laugh out loud in my empty car. Coach Daniels—the man who screams himself hoarse on the sidelines, who demands perfection and discipline from his players—is pimping out his trophy wife to his star quarterback. The power I hold over people never stops amazing me.

The light turns green, and I accelerate, already decided to accept this unexpected invitation. I recognize the address he's sent; it's in Silver Oaks, the gated community where all the town's wealthiest residents live in their McMansions, pretending their lives aren't as hollow as their marriages. I've been there before, of course—there's never a shortage of bored housewives hunting for a young stud to fill them up while their husbands work late.

I text back a simple "On my way" and turn the car toward Silver Oaks. The championship game was just two weeks ago—my latest glorious performance as the college quarterback, the night I shattered the conference record for passing yards in a single game. The town is still buzzing about it, my name on everyone's lips. Apparently, Coach Daniels' wife has been buzzing about it too, in more ways than one.

The drive to Silver Oaks takes me through town, past storefronts still displaying congratulatory signs for the championship team. My face smiles back at me from posters in shop windows, the golden boy who brought glory to our town. If only they knew what their hero was really like—how many of their wives and daughters I've had on their knees before me, begging for my cock.

I pull up to the security gate at Silver Oaks, where the guard recognizes me immediately. "Mr. Steele! Congratulations on the championship!" he exclaims, already lifting the barrier without asking who I'm visiting. That's the kind of respect that comes with being me—doors literally open without question.

Coach Daniels' house is one of the larger ones in the community, a sprawling Mediterranean-style mansion with a circular driveway and immaculate landscaping. I park right out front, sparing no pretense of discretion. Let the neighbors see whose car is visiting the Daniels household on a weekday afternoon—I have nothing to hide.

I ring the doorbell and hear hurried footsteps approaching from inside. When the door swings open, I'm greeted by the sight of Coach Daniels himself, looking nothing like the commanding presence he projects on the football field. Here, in his own home, he seems smaller somehow, his shoulders slightly hunched, his eyes unable to meet mine directly. He's wearing pressed khakis and a polo shirt, the uniform of middle-aged men trying to look younger than they are.

"Bradley! Sir! Please, come in," he says, actually stepping back and dipping his head slightly as he gestures for me to enter.

The "sir" doesn't escape my notice—nor does the way he practically genuflects as I walk past him into the marble-floored entryway. On the field, I'm "Steele" or just another player. But here, in his home, with his wife waiting to service me, the power dynamic has flipped completely.

"Nice place, Coach," I remark casually, scanning the high ceilings and expensive artwork on the walls. Family photos show Daniels with his blonde bombshell wife at various charity events and vacations, both of them flashing the tight, forced smiles of people who've forgotten what happiness actually feels like.

"Thank you, Bradley. We're so honored you could come." Daniels wrings his hands nervously, looking like he's about to sweat through his carefully pressed shirt. "Can I get you anything? A drink, perhaps? Water, soda, beer?" He adds the last option in a conspiratorial whisper, as though offering alcohol to a player is the most daring thing he'll do today—when he's about to watch that same player fuck his wife.

"I'm good," I reply dismissively. "Where's Crystal? Her... appreciation was mentioned."

Daniels' face flushes red, a combination of embarrassment and what I recognize as arousal. "Of course, of course. She's in the living room. Right this way."

He leads me through their immaculate house, past a formal dining room with a table that could seat twenty, through a gourmet kitchen that looks like it's never been used, and into a spacious living room with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking a backyard paradise complete with pool and cabana.

As I enter, my eyes lock onto Crystal Daniels, lounging on a white leather sectional that probably cost more than some people's cars. In person, she's even more stunning than in the photo—a living Barbie doll with impossibly long legs, a tiny waist, and tits that defy both gravity and believability. She's wearing nothing but a tiny thong and a football jersey with my number on it, the fabric barely reaching the top of her thighs.

Her eyes light up when she sees me, a predatory gleam telling me she's been waiting for this opportunity a long time. She uncrosses and recrosses her legs slowly, deliberately flashing the thong barely covering her clearly waxed pussy.

"Bradley," she purrs, her voice a practiced blend of sex and honey. "I've been waiting to properly congratulate our championship quarterback."

I move further into the room, leaving Coach Daniels hovering anxiously in the doorway. My presence seems to fill the space, dominating it just like I dominate the field. Just like I'm about to dominate his wife while he watches.

"Is that right?" I reply, my voice deliberately casual as I approach the couch where Crystal waits like an offering on an altar. "I think it's time we discussed exactly what form that congratulation is going to take."

Crystal uncrosses her legs again, slower this time, making sure I get a good look at the tiny strip of fabric barely covering her pussy. "I've been such a bad girl, thinking about you on the field," she purrs, running her manicured fingers along the hem of my jersey stretched across her massive tits. "I think I need a real man to punish me for winning the championship without him." Her eyes flick toward her husband standing nervously in the doorway, the deliberate emasculation making my cock harden instantly.

Coach Daniels shifts his weight from one foot to the other, wringing his hands like he's on the sidelines watching his team blow a fourth-quarter lead. The man who barks orders at grown men all day can barely look me in the eye as I stand before his wife. "Honey, why don't you show Bradley your... appreciation," he stammers, his voice cracking on the last word.

I don't wait for a second invitation. I step forward, towering over Crystal where she sits on the couch. Without warning, I grab a fistful of her perfectly highlighted blonde hair and yank her head back, forcing her to look up at me. The sharp gasp that escapes her glossy lips tells me everything I need to know—she likes it rough, and her husband is too much of a pussy to give her what she craves.

"On your knees," I command, my voice hard with authority. "Now."

Crystal practically melts off the couch, sliding to the floor in front of me with practiced ease. She kneels on the plush carpet, her back straight, tits thrust forward, gazing up at me with eager anticipation. Coach Daniels takes a few hesitant steps into the room, sinking into an armchair with a direct view of his wife about to service me.

I unbutton my jeans and lower the zipper slowly, savoring the way Crystal licks her lips as she watches. My cock springs free, already rock hard from the power trip of having my coach's trophy wife on her knees before me. I don't give her the satisfaction of touching it herself. Instead, I grab her hair again and pull her face toward my crotch.

"Open," I order, and her mouth falls open immediately, tongue extended like a good little cocksucker. I guide the head of my cock to her waiting lips, then thrust forward without warning, pushing halfway into her mouth in one stroke.

My eyes roll back when she exhales a hot breath around my shaft, sending shivers down my spine. She takes me deeper, her lips stretching wide around my girth. I grip her hair tightly, my fingers wrapping around the blonde strands with surprising strength as I stroke in and out of her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Crystal's skillful tongue works its magic on me, swirling and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" Coach Daniels asks from his chair, his voice tight with a mixture of humiliation and arousal as he watches his wife take my cock.

"Your wife's a better cocksucker than she is a football coach's wife," I reply coldly, not even bothering to look at him as I thrust deeper into Crystal's eager mouth. "Maybe if you spent less time on play diagrams and more time teaching her how to properly swallow cock, she wouldn't need to invite players over."

The insult lands exactly as intended—Daniels shifts uncomfortably in his seat, but his hand drifts to his crotch, rubbing himself through his khakis as he watches his wife being degraded. Crystal moans around my cock at my words, the vibration sending waves of pleasure up my spine.

I tighten my grip on her hair and start thrusting more forcefully, watching as her mascara begins to run from the tears welling in her eyes. "That's it," I encourage when she gags slightly. "Choke on it. Show your husband how a real man's cock deserves to be worshipped."

Crystal's hands come up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, urging me to use her throat however I want. Saliva pools at the corners of her mouth, eventually spilling down her chin and onto the jersey bearing my number. The wet, obscene sounds of her enthusiastic blowjob fill the living room, punctuated by her occasional gag when I push particularly deep.

Out of the corner of my eye, I can see Coach Daniels now openly palming himself through his pants, his breathing growing ragged as he watches his wife debase herself. The power I hold over both of them is intoxicating—the man who commands respect on the field reduced to a voyeur in his own home, stroking himself as I face-fuck his wife.

"You like being used like this, don't you?" I demand, looking down at Crystal's tear-streaked face. "The coach's perfect wife, on her knees choking on a player's cock while her husband watches. What would the other football moms think if they could see you now?"

She can only respond with a muffled moan, her mouth too full of my cock to form words. I thrust deeper, feeling the back of her throat constrict around my head, watching her eyes water as she battles her gag reflex. Her hands move from my thighs to my ass, pulling me deeper, silently begging for more despite—or perhaps because of—her discomfort.

"Fuck her mouth, Bradley," Coach Daniels encourages from his chair, his voice strained. "She loves it rough."

"I don't need you to tell me how to fuck your wife," I snap, never breaking my rhythm. "Shut the fuck up and watch. That's all you're good for."

I grab Crystal's head with both hands now, holding her skull firmly as I begin thrusting with punishing force. Each forward drive sends my cock deeper into her throat, making her gag and choke around my length. Spit and pre-cum drip down her chin, soaking the front of the jersey as I use her mouth like a personal fleshlight.

"This is what a champion deserves," I growl, making sure Daniels hears every word. "This is my reward for carrying your pathetic excuse of a team to victory."

Crystal's hands drop from my ass to between her own legs, her fingers shoving aside the tiny thong to rub her clearly soaking pussy. The sight of her pleasuring herself while being throat-fucked sends another surge of arousal through me. She's getting off on this—on being used in front of her husband, on being nothing more than a hole for my pleasure.

I pull out suddenly, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the head of my cock. She gasps for breath, her chest heaving, makeup utterly ruined, looking every bit the well-used slut she is. Before she can recover, I slap my wet cock against her face, leaving shiny trails across her cheeks and forehead.

"Who owns this mouth?" I demand, gripping her chin to force her to look up at me.

"You do," she pants, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Please, use me however you want."

I glance at Coach Daniels, who's watching with a mix of shame and undeniable arousal, his hand still working inside his pants. "Did you hear that, Coach? I own your wife's mouth. And I'm just getting started with what else I own."

I grab Crystal by her hair again, hauling her to her feet hard enough to make her gasp. Without a word, I spin her around and bend her over the back of the white leather couch, positioning her so she's facing directly toward her husband. Her ass, barely covered by the tiny thong, is presented to me like an offering, while her face is turned toward Coach Daniels, ensuring he'll see every expression of pleasure and pain I wring from her.

"Watch closely, Coach," I command, hooking my finger under the string of her thong and pulling it aside rather than removing it. The sight of her exposed, glistening pussy with that thin strip of fabric still clinging to one side is somehow more degrading than full nudity would be. "You see this, Coach?" I growl at Daniels, slapping my cock against her entrance, coating myself in her abundant wetness. "This is how a real man fucks your wife. This is my reward."

Daniels just nods weakly from his armchair, his hand still working inside his pants as he stares with a pathetic blend of shame and arousal. His wife is bent over their expensive furniture, about to be fucked by his star player, and all he can do is watch and jerk off like the cuckold he is.

I line my cock up at Crystal's entrance and thrust forward with brutal force, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. The impact drives her forward against the couch, a scream tearing from her throat that fills their cavernous living room.

"Oh my GOD!" she cries out, her knuckles whitening as she grips the leather for support. "You're so fucking big!"

Her pussy clamps down around me like a vise, hot and tight and so wet it makes obscene squelching sounds as I immediately set a punishing rhythm. I fist a handful of her blonde hair with one hand, yanking her head back so she's forced to look at her husband as I claim her body.

"Look at him," I command, my other hand coming down hard on her ass cheek, leaving a bright red handprint. "Look at your pathetic husband while a real man fucks you."

Crystal's eyes lock with Daniels', her face contorting with pleasure as I pound into her from behind. Each thrust forces a grunt or gasp from her lips, the sounds growing louder and more desperate as I increase my pace.

"Is this what you wanted, Coach?" I taunt, delivering another sharp smack to Crystal's other cheek. "To watch your trophy wife get railed by the star quarterback? To know she's taking a cock bigger and better than yours?"

Daniels doesn't answer, but the flush spreading across his face and the rhythmic movement of his hand in his pants tell me everything I need to know. He's getting off on his own humiliation, on watching his wife being used by someone younger, stronger, and more dominant than himself.

I grab Crystal's hips with both hands now, digging my fingers into her flesh hard enough to bruise as I slam into her over and over. The force of my thrusts shoves her against the couch with each impact, the expensive furniture sliding slightly on the hardwood floor.

"Tell your husband how it feels," I demand, punctuating the command with a particularly deep thrust that makes her gasp. "Tell him what a real cock feels like."

"It's so good," she moans, her voice breaking as I hold my relentless pace. "So big... filling me up... fuck!"

The power I hold over both of them is intoxicating. I've reduced the commanding presence of Coach Daniels to nothing more than a voyeur in his own home, watching as I take complete ownership of his wife. And Crystal, the picture-perfect football wife who smiles for photos at charity events and team dinners, is now bent over her own furniture, being used like the whore she truly is.

"Harder!" Crystal pants, her nails clawing the leather couch. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

I'm powerless to resist her pleas. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way home, every thrust ending with the slap of my balls against her skin. The wet, obscene noises of our coupling fill the room, providing a soundtrack to Daniels' humiliation.

"Look at your slutty wife," I say to Daniels, who hasn't torn his eyes from us for a second. "Begging for more while you sit there jerking your pathetic dick. This is why you invited me here, isn't it? Because you can't fuck her like she needs to be fucked."

I release one of Crystal's hips to deliver another stinging slap to her ass, watching the flesh ripple and redden beneath my palm. She cries out, but pushes back against me, meeting my thrusts with equal force.

"You're nothing but a fucking whore," I tell her, grabbing her hair again and pulling her head back at a painful angle. "A cock-hungry slut who needs a college boy to fuck her properly because her husband is useless."

"Yes!" she agrees instantly, her voice breaking with need. "I'm your whore! Fuck me like the slut I am!"

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

Coach Daniels watches with glazed eyes as his wife is thoroughly defiled on their expensive furniture. I can see the wet patch forming on the front of his khakis where he's already cum in his pants like the pathetic excuse for a man he is. But he doesn't look away—he can't—transfixed by the sight of his perfect wife transformed into my personal plaything.

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

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

I reach around with my free hand, finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles as I keep pounding into her from behind. The dual stimulation pushes her over the edge almost immediately, her body tensing beneath me as waves of pleasure crash through her.

"I'm cumming!" she screams, loud enough that I'm sure the neighbors can hear through the expensive windows. "Oh God, I'm cumming on your cock!"

Her pussy contracts violently around my shaft, squeezing me with incredible force as her orgasm tears through her. I keep my relentless pace through her climax, prolonging it, feeling her tremble and shake beneath me as pleasure overwhelms her.

"That's it," I encourage, not slowing as she comes down from her peak. "Cum for me. Show your husband what a real man can do to you."

Crystal collapses forward onto the couch, her body limp with satisfaction, but I'm not done with her yet. I haul her back up by her hair, forcing her to arch her back as I keep driving into her oversensitive pussy, making sure Coach Daniels can still see every expression crossing her face.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, delivering another stinging slap to her already reddened ass. I grab her lush, round cheeks, my fingers sinking into the soft flesh as I pull her toward me.

"Please, Bradley... fuck me harder! I need you!" she begs, her words barely coherent through her gasps and moans. The raw desire in her voice pushes me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

Coach Daniels shifts in his chair, his eyes never leaving the spot where my cock disappears inside his wife. The knowledge that I'm fucking her better than he ever has, that she's cumming harder than she ever has with him, is written all over his face—a mixture of jealousy, arousal, and complete submission to his place in the hierarchy. He knows now, without a doubt, who the real man is in this room.

I feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, the pressure mounting with each thrust into Crystal's tight heat. I could easily pump her full of cum, marking her insides as my territory, but Coach Daniels suddenly finds his voice from the armchair where he's been watching.

"Please, sir," he whimpers, his voice barely audible over the wet slapping sounds of sex. "Cum on her face. She... she likes that."

The "sir" makes me smirk—my football coach, the man who's supposed to command my respect on the field, now begging me to defile his wife in yet another way. The request isn't surprising; men like Daniels always want to see their wives debased, covered in another man's seed. It's the ultimate visual confirmation of their own inadequacy, and apparently, Coach Daniels craves that particular humiliation.

"You want to see your wife's face covered in my cum?" I ask, holding my brutal pace as Crystal moans beneath me. "You want to watch her lick up a young man's load like the whore she is?"

"Yes," Daniels admits, his eyes fixed on where my cock disappears inside his wife. "Please."

I don't bother responding to his pathetic begging. Instead, I give Crystal a few final, punishing thrusts before pulling out completely. She whimpers at the sudden emptiness, her pussy gaping slightly, glistening with her arousal. Without a word, I flip her onto her back on the couch, throwing her legs over the backrest so she's splayed open, her head hanging slightly off the seat cushion.

I climb onto the couch, straddling her chest, my cock positioned just inches from her face. Her mascara is utterly ruined, black streaks trailing down her cheeks from the rough face-fucking earlier. Her lips are swollen, her hair a tangled mess—she already looks thoroughly used, and I haven't even finished with her yet.

"Open wide," I command, gripping my shaft and beginning to stroke it rapidly. "Don't you dare close your eyes. I want you looking at me when I cover that pretty face."

Crystal obeys immediately, her mouth falling open, tongue extended, eyes locked on mine as I work myself toward release. She reaches up to cup my balls with one hand, the gentle pressure contrasting with my rough strokes.

My eyes roll back as I feel my orgasm approaching, shivers running down my spine. I grip my cock tightly, my fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as I stroke up and down, my breath catching in my throat. The sight of Coach Daniels' wife beneath me, eagerly awaiting my cum, works its magic, bringing me right to the edge.

"Here it comes," I growl, my voice thick with approaching release. "Take it all like a good slut."

With a final grunt of pleasure, I explode—the first thick rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her blonde hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips and chin, some landing on her tongue, which she immediately swallows. I keep stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure maximum coverage—across her nose, her forehead, her left cheek—before the final pulses decorate her massive tits with streaks of white that begin to run down the slopes of her perfect mounds.

By the time I'm spent, Crystal's face and chest are thoroughly coated with my seed, her once-perfect features now a mess of white streaks and smears. She gazes up at me with a mixture of exhaustion and satisfaction, her tongue darting out to lick away the cum within reach of her mouth.

I reach down, scooping a particularly large glob of cum from her cheek with my index finger. Without warning, I push my finger into her mouth, making her taste my seed directly.

"Clean it," I order, watching as she obediently sucks my finger, her eyes never leaving mine as she performs this final act of submission.

Out of the corner of my eye, I can see Coach Daniels has moved closer, standing at the end of the couch to get a better view of his cum-covered wife. The front of his khakis is stained with his own release, but he's still staring with a mixture of awe and humiliation at what's transpired in his living room.

I climb off the couch and off Crystal, tucking myself back into my jeans with casual indifference. I don't offer to help clean her up or ask if she's satisfied—we all know this wasn't about her pleasure, but about my dominance and Daniels' submission.

"Thanks for the reward, Coach," I say, zipping up my jeans and straightening my shirt as if I've just finished a routine workout instead of destroying his marriage. "Good to know my hard work on the field is appreciated."

Daniels nods weakly, unable to form words as he stares at his wife—the woman he married, the mother of his children, now sprawled out on their expensive couch with another man's cum drying on her face and tits. The jersey with my number on it is rumpled and stained, a perfect symbol of how thoroughly I've claimed her.

"You might want to clean her up," I suggest with a smirk. "Unless you want the maid to see what you two get up to when no one's around."

Crystal doesn't move, still spread across the couch in a post-orgasmic haze, cum dripping from her face onto the white leather that will likely never come completely clean. She's marked now—my territory—and both she and her husband know it.

I head toward the door without another word, not bothering to look back at the devastation I've left behind. Coach Daniels follows me like a trained dog, opening the front door with trembling hands.

"Will you... come back sometime?" he asks, his voice barely above a whisper.

I laugh, the sound harsh and dismissive. "Maybe. If I get bored. Or maybe I'll send some of my teammates over instead. Crystal looks like she could handle a whole offensive line."

The color drains from his face at the suggestion, but I catch the spark of arousal in his eyes at the same time—the conflicting emotions of a true cuckold who both fears and craves his own humiliation.

I step outside into the afternoon sun, breathing in the fresh air that doesn't smell like sex and submission. My phone buzzes in my pocket—probably Salma confirming details for tonight's party. I've got a full schedule ahead of me: a masquerade party where I'll likely add several more conquests to my list, maybe even some mothers and daughters together if I play my cards right.

"See you at practice, Coach," I call over my shoulder as I walk to my car, not bothering to wait for his response. Behind me, the door closes on a broken man returning to his cum-covered wife, left to clean up the mess I've made of both her and their marriage.

As I drive away from Silver Oaks, I'm already wondering who might show up at tonight's party. The coach's wife was just an appetizer—the main course is yet to come. In this town, I'm the king, and every woman is mine for the taking. Their husbands, fathers, and boyfriends might not know it yet, but they'll all end up just like Coach Daniels—watching from the sidelines as I claim what's rightfully mine.


Chapter 3

I step through the doors of the high-end costume shop, the bell above the door announcing my arrival with a soft chime. My body still hums with the afterglow of conquest—Coach Daniels' trophy wife bent over her own couch, her husband watching from the sidelines as I claimed what was mine. Power courses through my veins like a drug, sharpening my awareness of everything around me: the rich scent of leather masks and costumes, the soft lighting throwing shadows across ornate displays, and the pretty brunette behind the counter who freezes the moment she sees me walk in. Her eyes widen with recognition, her lips parting slightly in that familiar look I've come to know so well—pure, unfiltered want.

The shop is empty except for us, the late afternoon lull perfect for my purposes. I need a mask for tonight's party at Salma's—something simple but effective. The girl behind the counter can't be more than twenty, a college student working part-time judging by the textbook hastily shoved under the counter as I approached. She's cute in that girl-next-door way, with a tight little body barely contained by her store uniform: a black button-up shirt straining across perky tits and skinny jeans that hug her ass in all the right ways.

"Can I help you find something?" she asks, her voice hitching slightly. She tucks a strand of brown hair behind her ear, a nervous gesture that makes my cock stir. The nametag pinned to her shirt reads "Hailey."

I approach the counter with deliberate slowness, enjoying the way her eyes track my movement like prey watching a predator. "I need a mask," I tell her. "For a party tonight."

"Oh my god," she suddenly blurts out, a blush creeping up her neck. "You're Bradley Steele, aren't you? The quarterback? I was at the championship game—you were amazing!"

I smile, not bothering with false modesty. "Thanks. It was a good game."

"Good?" Her eyes practically sparkle with admiration. "You broke the conference record! Everyone's talking about you!" She comes around the counter, forgetting whatever professional distance she was trying to maintain. "I can't believe you're actually in our shop! I'm like, your biggest fan!"

The way her eyes roam over my body tells me she's a fan of more than just my football skills. I can practically see the fantasies playing out behind those eager eyes—the same fantasies that countless women before her have turned into reality in my presence.

"I'm Hailey," she adds unnecessarily, pointing at her nametag. "So what kind of mask are you looking for? We have everything from basic to really elaborate ones."

"Something simple," I reply, watching her eyes follow my hands as I gesture. "Black, classic. Nothing too flashy."

"For a masquerade, right?" She bites her lower lip, clearly trying to picture me in formal wear with a mask. "I have some amazing Venetian-style ones that would look incredible on you. They're over here."

She leads me to a display of handcrafted masks, her ass swaying in front of me like a metronome. I could reach out and grab it right now if I wanted to—she'd probably thank me for it—but I hold back, savoring the anticipation, the game of it all.

"These are handmade in Italy," she explains, picking up a simple black mask with subtle silver accents around the eyes. Her fingers caress the smooth surface almost lovingly. "The craftsmanship is incredible."

I take it from her, our fingers brushing briefly. I don't miss the slight intake of breath, the way her pupils dilate at the contact. "I'll try this one," I decide.

"Great choice. It'll really bring out your eyes," she gushes, then seems embarrassed by her own enthusiasm. "Um, the dressing rooms are in the back if you want to try it on properly. You need to make sure the strap fits correctly."

"Lead the way," I tell her, letting my voice drop slightly lower, watching her reaction.

She practically trips over herself guiding me to the back of the store, past racks of elaborate costumes and accessories. The dressing room is small but private, with a full-length mirror and a narrow bench along one wall.

"Here you go," she says, holding the curtain open for me. "If you need any help with the adjustment, just let me know. Those straps can be tricky sometimes."

I brush past her deliberately, making sure our bodies touch. "Thanks, Hailey. I might need that help."

The curtain closes behind me, and I'm alone in the small space. I strip off my shirt, figuring it'll give her something to look at when she inevitably finds an excuse to check on me. The mask fits perfectly against my face, the black leather contrast making my eyes look even more intense. I secure the strap behind my head, adjusting it slightly to sit comfortably.

The effect is striking—mysterious and dangerous. The mask covers just the upper half of my face, emphasizing the sharp line of my jaw and the fullness of my lips. I look like a predator, which is exactly what I am. The thought makes my cock twitch in anticipation.

I examine myself in the mirror, turning to see the effect from different angles. With my shirt off, the mask adds an air of dangerous mystique to my already imposing physique. Tonight's party is going to be a hunting ground, and I'm dressed for the kill.

Just as I expected, a soft knock interrupts my thoughts. "Bradley?" Hailey's voice is barely above a whisper. "It's just me, Hailey. I need to check if the strap is adjusted right."

The eagerness in her voice is transparent, but I appreciate the initiative. She's making this almost too easy—but then again, they always do. I wait a moment before answering, letting her anticipation build.

"Come in," I finally say, not bothering to put my shirt back on. "I think the strap might be a little tight."

Hailey slips into the tiny dressing room, her eyes wide as they take in my bare chest. The space is so small that I can feel the heat radiating from her body, smell the sweet vanilla of her perfume. She swallows hard, a flush climbing up her neck as she stares at me through the mirror.

"Let me see," she whispers, her voice husky with barely contained desire.

She steps closer, close enough that her breasts brush against my back as she reaches up to touch the strap of my mask. Her fingers are cool against my skin, deliberately lingering as they trace the leather band around to the back of my head.

"It needs to be snug, but not too tight," she explains, her breath warm against my neck as she stands on her tiptoes to reach. "We want it to stay on all night."

Her words carry a double meaning that makes my cock stir in my jeans. I watch her in the mirror, enjoying the way her eyes keep dropping to my chest, my abs, and lower. She's not even trying to hide her interest anymore.

"How does that feel?" she asks, her fingers still tracing the strap, brushing the sensitive skin at the nape of my neck.

"Good," I tell her, my voice deliberately low. "Your hands are very... skilled."

She bites her lower lip, gathering courage. "I'm good with my hands," she says, then surprises me by letting her fingers trail from the mask strap down to my shoulder, then across my chest. Her touch is light, almost reverential, as she traces the definition of my muscles. "So strong," she murmurs, more to herself than to me.

I turn to face her, forcing her to step back slightly in the cramped space. The mask sharpens the intensity of my gaze, making her breath catch visibly. "The mask looks perfect," I tell her, watching her pupils dilate. "What else can you help me with, Hailey?"

Her hand, which had been hovering uncertainly between us, moves with sudden decisiveness to my stomach, her fingers tracing the line of hair that disappears into my jeans. She follows it down until her palm presses against the prominent bulge straining against the denim.

"Oh my god," she breathes, her eyes widening as she feels the size of me. "I knew you'd be big."

Her hand applies gentle pressure, stroking me through my jeans. My cock responds immediately, hardening further under her touch. I make no move to stop her, simply watching her face as she explores me, savoring the power I hold in this moment.

Without a word, Hailey drops to her knees in front of me, her eyes never leaving mine as she sinks down. The position of supplication, of worship, suits her. Her fingers fumble with my belt buckle, trembling slightly with eagerness or nervousness—probably both.

"I've thought about this," she confesses, working my zipper down. "Ever since I saw you play. I used to imagine what it would be like to..."

She trails off as she frees my cock from my boxers, her words failing her as she takes in the size of me. Her eyes go round, her mouth forming a perfect O of surprise and desire. I'm used to this reaction—women always underestimate just how big the star quarterback really is, even when they're expecting something impressive.

"Jesus," she whispers, wrapping her hand around the base. Her fingers can't quite close around my girth. "It's huge."

I say nothing, letting her admire me, letting the anticipation build. Her other hand joins the first, stroking slowly up my shaft with a gentle pressure that tells me she's done this before, but not with anyone my size.

When she finally leans forward and takes the head into her mouth, my eyes roll back as she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, sending shivers down my spine. She sucks gently at first, just the tip, her tongue swirling experimentally around the sensitive ridge. Her inexperience with a cock my size is obvious, but her enthusiasm makes up for it.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice thick with pleasure. "Take more."

She responds by sliding her lips further down my shaft, taking as much as she can, which isn't even half my length. I can feel her struggling to accommodate me, her jaw stretching uncomfortably wide. The sight of her pretty face distorted around my cock sends a surge of power through me.

I grab a fistful of her brown hair, not roughly, but firmly enough to let her know who's in control. "Relax your throat," I instruct, guiding her head forward slightly. "Breathe through your nose."

She whimpers around my cock but does as she's told, loosening her jaw and throat. I push forward gently, feeding her another inch, feeling the tight constriction of her throat as she struggles not to gag. Her eyes water, but she doesn't pull away.

"Good girl," I murmur, starting a slow rhythm, guiding her head back and forth on my cock. "That's how you suck a real man's cock."

She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what she can't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Hailey's eager mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers when I let her pull back for a breath, her voice sultry and enticing despite her inexperience.

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

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

As her skilled mouth keeps working its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic images. My hands can't help but explore Hailey's irresistible body, finding their way to her hair, gripping it tighter as I begin to take more control. I give it a tug, feeling her moan around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine.

"Take it deeper," I command, my voice rough with desire. Her eyes widen, but she obediently opens wider, relaxing her throat as I push forward with more force. She gags as I hit the back of her throat, but I don't relent, holding her in place for a moment before letting her pull back.

"Ah, fuck," I groan as she chokes slightly, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. The mascara begins to run, black streaks marking her submission. She pulls back, gasping for air, but immediately returns to her task, determined to please me.

I tighten my grip on her hair and begin to thrust more deliberately, fucking her face with increasing intensity. Each forward motion makes her gag, her throat convulsing around my cockhead in a way that sends waves of pleasure through me. Saliva builds rapidly, spilling from the corners of her mouth down her chin in thick rivulets.

The wet, sloppy sounds of her choking fill the small dressing room—obscene, desperate noises that only fuel my dominance. She's making no effort to be quiet, apparently unconcerned about who might hear her getting face-fucked in the back of the shop.

"That's it," I growl, my pleasure mounting as I use her mouth. "Take it all."

Her hands move to grip my thighs, not pushing away but pulling me closer, urging me deeper despite her obvious discomfort. The college shop girl, on her knees in a dressing room, choking on the cock of the town's star quarterback—and loving every second of it.

I hear voices from somewhere in the store—another customer has entered, shattering the private bubble of our encounter. But rather than stopping, the danger of discovery only sharpens my arousal. I keep thrusting into Hailey's eager mouth, watching her eyes widen at the realization we might get caught.

The thought of someone yanking back the curtain to find her on her knees, mascara streaking down her face, my cock buried in her throat—it's almost enough to push me over the edge. But I have other plans for Hailey before I'm finished with her.

I pull back, withdrawing my cock from Hailey's swollen lips with a wet pop. Her face is a mess—mascara streaking down her cheeks, lips reddened and puffy from the rough treatment. She gazes up at me with dazed eyes, still on her knees, waiting for instruction. Without a word, I grab her arm and haul her to her feet, spinning her around to face the small bench in the dressing room. "Bend over," I command, my voice low and dangerous. She complies immediately, bracing herself on the bench, her ass pushing back toward me in blatant invitation.

I run my hands over her hips, feeling the curve of her ass through her tight jeans. She's breathing heavily, her anticipation palpable in the small space. I don't waste time with gentleness—I grab the waistband of her jeans and yank them down in one swift motion, taking her panties with them. The garments catch around her thighs, restricting her movement. Perfect.

"Oh god," she gasps as the cool air hits her exposed skin. Her pussy is soaking wet, glistening in the dressing room's harsh light. My cock throbs at the sight, still slick from her mouth.

"You're fucking drenched," I observe, running a finger through her folds, collecting her arousal. "Sucking cock really gets you going, doesn't it?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice small and breathless. "Please, Bradley..."

I press the head of my cock against her entrance, teasing her, watching her squirm with need. "Please what?" I demand, savoring her desperation.

"Please fuck me," she whimpers, trying to push back against me, but the jeans around her thighs limit her movement. "I've wanted this for so long."

With a single powerful thrust, I drive my cock into her, burying myself to the hilt. The sudden invasion tears a strangled cry from her throat that echoes in the small space. I clamp my hand over her mouth immediately, muffling the sound.

"Quiet," I hiss into her ear, my body pressed against her back. "Unless you want everyone in the store to hear what a slut you are."

Her pussy clenches around me at the degrading word, revealing just how much she gets off on being called names. I start moving, setting a hard, fast rhythm that has the bench creaking beneath us. Each thrust drives her forward, her hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth surface.

I grab a fistful of her hair with my free hand, yanking her head back to arch her spine, changing the angle of penetration. The new position lets me hit spots that have her moaning into my palm, her body trembling with each impact.

From somewhere in the store, I hear voices—another customer talking to someone, maybe another employee. The footsteps sound like they're getting closer to the dressing area. Hailey's body tenses around me, her pussy squeezing my cock as fear mingles with her arousal.

"Someone's coming," she whispers against my palm, panic in her voice.

"So am I, if you keep squeezing me like that," I growl, not slowing my pace. In fact, I increase it, the danger of discovery only making my cock harder, my thrusts more savage.

The footsteps pause just outside the dressing area. I hear a woman's voice asking about sizes of some costume. Hailey's entire body is rigid with tension now, but I keep pounding into her, one hand still clamped firmly over her mouth to stifle her involuntary moans.

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

"Harder, baby!" she pants against my palm, her words muffled but the desire clear. "Give it to me harder!"

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

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

"Ah, fuck, Bradley! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy but thankfully muffled by my hand. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

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

The footsteps finally move away from the dressing area, but the close call has heightened everything. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency I feel. My cock drives all the way home, every thrust ending with the slap of my balls against her skin.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, my voice a harsh whisper in her ear. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers sinking into the soft flesh as I pull her toward me. She's so petite that I can almost wrap my hands around her entire waist, controlling her movements completely.

"Please, Bradley... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers grip the edges of the bench, her knuckles white with the strain. The raw desire in her voice pushes me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

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

I feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, a familiar tightening that signals I'm close. I could easily empty myself inside her—she seems the type to be on birth control—but the thought of marking her, of leaving a visible reminder of our encounter, is too appealing to resist.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm growing erratic as I approach the edge. "Going to cover that perfect ass with my load."

She whimpers in response, pushing back against me with renewed enthusiasm. I can feel her own orgasm approaching in the way her pussy pulses around my cock, the fluttering contractions signaling she's close.

With a final thrust, I pull out completely, my cock slapping wetly against her ass as I take myself in hand. I stroke rapidly, aiming at her back as the pressure builds to an unbearable peak. With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting across her lower back and ass. The first spurt reaches all the way up to her shoulder blades, the rest painting her ass in stripes of white that immediately begin to run down the curves of her flesh.

I milk every last drop onto her skin, watching with satisfaction as my seed marks her as mine, however temporarily. She's still trembling, her own orgasm having hit just as I pulled out, her face pressed against the bench as she tries to catch her breath.

I tuck myself back into my jeans, zipping up and buckling my belt while she remains bent over, cum-covered and disheveled. I remove the mask, setting it on the bench beside her head.

"I'll take it," I tell her casually, as if we've just completed a normal transaction. "You can ring me up when you're done cleaning yourself up."

She looks back at me over her shoulder, her expression a mixture of satisfaction and disbelief at my casual dismissal. "You're just... leaving me like this?"

"Thanks for the help with the fitting," I reply with a smirk, already pulling the curtain aside. "The mask is perfect."

I step out of the dressing room, leaving her there with her jeans around her thighs, my cum cooling on her skin, and the realization that she's nothing more than another conquest in a long line of women who've served my needs.

As I browse the store waiting for her to compose herself, I check my phone. A text from Salma confirms that everything is set for tonight's party. Perfect timing. This little appetizer with Hailey has only sharpened my appetite for the main course to come.


Chapter 4

I pull into Salma's driveway just as the sun begins to set, the Venetian mask sitting on my passenger seat like a dark promise of things to come. My body still hums with satisfaction from the encounter at the costume shop, but I'm already anticipating the night ahead. Salma's house—her husband's house—is lit up, warm light spilling from the windows like an invitation. Like she's been waiting for me. I grab the mask and head to the front door, not bothering to knock as I step inside. It's already my territory, claimed like everything else I desire.

The house smells of expensive perfume and something cooking—preparations for tonight's party already underway. I follow the sounds of movement to the kitchen, where I find Salma setting up a laptop on the marble counter. She's wearing a simple sundress that hugs every curve of her MILF body, her dark hair cascading down her back in loose waves. When she turns and sees me, her face lights up with that mixture of desire and excitement I've come to expect.

"There you are," she says, her eyes dropping to the mask in my hand. "Perfect timing. Howard's calling in for his nightly check-in soon."

I smirk, setting the mask on the counter. "Is that right?"

"Mmm," she nods, a mischievous glint in her eye. "He always calls around this time when he's away. Wants to make sure his perfect little wife is behaving herself."

The irony isn't lost on either of us—Howard's oblivious wife-checking ritual happening right before she hosts a sex party in his house. I cross the kitchen to her, sliding my hands around her waist from behind, pulling her ass against my crotch.

"And are you?" I whisper against her ear. "Behaving yourself?"

She laughs, pressing back against me. "What do you think?"

Before I can respond, a notification sound chimes from the laptop. Salma straightens, smoothing down her dress. "That's him. Get behind me, out of the frame."

I step back, positioning myself directly behind her but just out of view of the webcam. She takes a deep breath, putting on her "wife face"—a mask more effective than any I could buy at a costume shop—and accepts the video call.

Howard's face fills the screen, tired-looking and slightly rumpled in what appears to be a generic hotel room. His thinning hair sticks up on one side, and his glasses sit slightly crooked on his nose. The perfect picture of mediocrity.

"Hi, honey! How's the trip?" Salma asks, her voice syrupy sweet, completely transformed from the lustful woman of moments ago.

"Exhausting," Howard sighs, launching into a detailed account of his meetings, the clients, the dinner that ran too long. His voice drones on, a monotonous backdrop to my thoughts.

I study Salma's body from behind, admiring the way her dress hugs her ass. She shifts her weight slightly, and I know it's an invitation. Howard can't see anything below her shoulders thanks to the counter and the angle of the laptop.

I slide my hands slowly up the back of her thighs, under the hem of her dress. She stiffens slightly but keeps nodding at whatever boring story Howard is telling. My fingers trace the edge of her lacy underwear, teasing along the waistband.

"The Johnson account is proving more complicated than we anticipated," Howard continues, completely unaware that I'm now slipping my fingers under the elastic of his wife's panties, dragging them down her thighs inch by inch.

"That sounds challenging," Salma responds, her voice remarkably steady even as I drop to my knees behind her, lifting her dress to expose her perfect ass. She steps out of her panties without missing a beat in the conversation, widening her stance slightly to give me better access.

I lean forward, my hands spreading her ass cheeks, exposing her most intimate parts to my gaze. I can see her pussy already glistening with arousal, but it's her tight puckered hole that draws my attention. I blow gently against it, watching her body tense at the unexpected sensation.

"—and then Thompson suggested we restructure the entire proposal," Howard rambles on, completely oblivious to what's happening on the other end of the call.

I extend my tongue and trace a slow, deliberate circle around Salma's asshole. Her body jerks slightly at the contact, but she manages to convert it into a casual shift of position. I press my face closer, my tongue flattening against her puckered entrance, applying firm pressure.

"That's... that's interesting," she manages, her voice only slightly strained. "What did you think of that idea?"

I work my tongue against her tight hole, feeling it flutter and relax under my persistent attention. My hands grip her ass cheeks, kneading the firm flesh as I keep up my assault on her most forbidden entrance. She tastes clean, with a hint of expensive soap—she was expecting this, prepared for it.

My eyes roll back when she exhales a shuddering breath, sending shivers down my spine. I press my tongue harder against her asshole, feeling the resistance give way as the tip penetrates her slightly. Salma's body responds immediately, pushing back against my face, silently begging for more.

"Everything okay, honey?" Howard asks, his voice tinged with concern, finally noticing something off about his wife's demeanor.

"Fine!" she gasps, her knuckles white where they grip the counter edge. "Just... a little heartburn!"

I smirk against her ass, rewarding her quick thinking by plunging my tongue deeper into her tight hole. At the same time, I slide my hand between her legs from behind, finding her clit with practiced ease. The dual stimulation has her legs trembling, threatening to give out beneath her.

"Did you take your medication?" Howard asks, the concern of a dutiful husband evident in his voice, completely unaware that the real cause of his wife's discomfort is my tongue buried in her ass.

"Yes, yes," she assures him, her voice higher than normal. "It'll pass in a minute."

I keep up my relentless assault, my tongue circling and probing her asshole while my fingers work her clit in tight circles. Her pussy is dripping wet now, her arousal coating my fingers as I tease her. The knowledge that she's seconds away from falling apart while her oblivious husband watches only fuels my determination to push her further.

Salma's hands grip both sides of the counter, her body rocking subtly back and forth with each movement of my tongue, meeting my rhythm. My left hand finds its way down to her dripping pussy, sliding two fingers inside her while my thumb keeps working her clit. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"What was that?" Howard asks, frowning at the screen.

"Nothing!" Salma says too quickly. "Just... stubbed my toe a little."

I have to suppress a laugh at her increasingly desperate excuses, the vibration of my amusement transferring directly to her sensitive flesh. She reaches back with one hand, grabbing my hair in a grip that borders on painful, silently pleading with me to ease up—or perhaps to continue, it's hard to tell.

I respond by curling my fingers inside her, finding that rough, spongy spot that makes her knees buckle. At the same time, I press my tongue more firmly against her asshole, working it inside her with insistent pressure. The combination has her fighting to keep her composure, her whole body trembling with the effort not to cry out.

"Well, I should let you go," Howard says finally, glancing at his watch. "It's getting late here, and I have an early meeting tomorrow."

"Oh, yes," Salma manages, her voice strained. "You should get some sleep!"

"I'll call again tomorrow night," Howard promises, completely missing the look of mingled relief and frustration on his wife's face. "Well, you have a good night, honey. Don't wait up for me!"

"Goodbye!" Salma squeaks, her finger hovering over the disconnect button as she fights the orgasm threatening to overtake her.

The second Howard's face disappears from the screen, Salma slams the laptop shut and lets out a strangled moan, her body finally free to react to the pleasure I've been building. "You fucking bastard," she gasps, but there's no real anger in her voice—only desperate need.

I give her asshole a final, long lick before pulling back slightly. "Turn around," I command, already standing up behind her. "Your husband's gone. Now it's time for you to get properly fucked."

I rise to my feet, my cock already straining against my jeans as Salma grips the counter with white knuckles, her breathing ragged from my tongue's assault on her ass. She's trembling with need, her pussy visibly wet and swollen, ready to be filled. I take my time unbuckling my belt, enjoying how she squirms with impatience, how her body instinctively pushes back toward me in silent begging. "You want this cock?" I ask, freeing my hard length from my jeans, letting it slap against her ass cheek. "The same cock you were hiding from your husband not thirty seconds ago?"

"Yes," she hisses, looking back over her shoulder at me, her eyes glazed with lust. "Please, Bradley, don't tease me anymore."

I laugh softly, running my cock up and down her slit, coating the head in her abundant wetness. "But teasing you is half the fun, especially when you're trying so hard not to let dear Howard know what a slut his wife really is."

The sight of Salma bent over the kitchen counter sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. Her sundress is bunched up around her waist, leaving her completely exposed from the waist down. Her back arches beautifully, her legs spread wide in an open invitation for me to claim her. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—Salma's flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me.

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

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

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, wanting to hear her beg for it one more time.

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

That's all the encouragement I need. With deliberate slowness, I press the head of my cock against her entrance, watching as her body yields to the pressure, her lips parting to accept me. I push forward with tortuous restraint, entering her inch by inch, feeling her stretch around me, her body accepting the invasion with a wet heat that draws a groan from deep in my chest.

"Fuck! Bradley…" Salma moans as I sink deeper into her, her hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth marble counter. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, her pussy gripping me like a velvet vise.

"Shit, Salma, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, my grip on her hips tightening as I continue my slow advance. Each inch brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

I take my time, making sure she feels every centimeter of my cock as it disappears inside her. The contrast between this deliberate penetration and the rushed, hidden pleasure of moments ago only heightens the sensation for both of us. I watch her face in profile, seeing the mix of ecstasy and impatience as I maintain my torturously slow pace.

"Faster," she urges, trying to push back against me, to take me deeper more quickly. "Please, I need it harder."

I tighten my grip on her hips, holding her firmly in place. "No," I tell her, my voice low and commanding. "You'll take it exactly how I give it to you. Slow, so you can feel every... single... inch."

I punctuate my words with small, shallow thrusts, never giving her the deep penetration she craves. My control over her pleasure is absolute, and we both know it. She whimpers in frustration but doesn't argue, her body surrendering to my dominance.

When I'm finally buried to the hilt inside her, I pause, savoring the moment. Salma's pussy clenches around me, trying to draw me deeper, to coax movement. I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of her dark hair, pulling her head back to arch her spine at a more severe angle.

"This is what you wanted while Howard was droning on about his meetings, isn't it?" I whisper into her ear, still not moving my hips. "To be bent over your kitchen counter with my cock buried inside you, stretching you open?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "I've been thinking about it all day."

"Such a faithful wife," I mock gently, finally beginning to withdraw, dragging my cock almost completely out of her before pushing back in with the same deliberate slowness. "Talking to your husband with another man's tongue in your ass."

The mention of her infidelity makes her pussy clench around me, a reaction I've noticed before. Her shame turns her on, adds an extra layer to her pleasure. I settle into a rhythm calculated to drive her mad—slow, deep thrusts that let her feel every ridge and vein of my cock but never give her the hard pounding she's silently begging for.

As my cock disappears inside her, I gasp against her neck, my hips maintaining that controlled pace. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She tries to match my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine, but I hold her firmly, preventing her from speeding things up. The wet sounds of our coupling fill the kitchen, mixing with her increasingly desperate moans.

"Please," she pants, looking back at me with pleading eyes. "Harder, please!"

"Not yet," I tell her, maintaining the same torturous pace. "I want you desperate for it first. I want you ready to scream my name when I finally give you what you need."

My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it with feather-light touches that tease rather than satisfy. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter, but still I refuse to increase my pace.

"Ah, fuck, Bradley! Please!" she cries out, her voice laced with frustration. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction, but I control it, channel it into maintaining my dominance.

"You're so fucking hot, Salma," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair tightening as I keep driving into her with the same measured force. The slow rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and power.

I can feel her getting closer despite my teasing pace, her body betraying her as her pussy pulses around my shaft. I immediately ease the pressure on her clit, denying her the stimulation she needs to tip over the edge.

"Not yet," I command. "You don't get to cum until I say so."

A strangled sob of frustration escapes her throat, her body trembling with the effort of holding back her orgasm. "Please, Bradley... let me cum. I need it so badly!"

"Tell me what you are," I demand, still maintaining that slow, deliberate pace. "Tell me what kind of wife talks to her husband while another man's cock is inside her."

"I'm a slut," she responds immediately, past the point of pride. "Your slut. Please, just let me cum!"

I consider her request, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine despite my measured pace. Her confession, her complete submission, pushes me closer to the edge than I expected.

"Together," I decide, finally increasing the speed and force of my thrusts slightly. "You can cum when I do."

The change in rhythm draws a grateful moan from Salma, her body responding immediately to the increased stimulation. I press harder on her clit, working it in tight circles as I drive into her with more force, but still not giving her the pounding she craves.

"Yes, yes, like that," she encourages, her voice breaking with need. The sound of our bodies meeting grows louder, more urgent, as I gradually increase the pace.

I feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, the pressure building with each thrust. Salma's body is coiled like a spring beneath me, trembling on the edge of release but waiting for permission, completely under my control.

"Now," I finally growl, driving into her with full force for the first time. "Cum for me now."

The command, combined with the sudden increase in intensity, sends her over the edge immediately. Her pussy clamps down around my cock with incredible force, rippling and pulsing as her orgasm tears through her. The sensation is overwhelming, triggering my own release as I keep thrusting into her convulsing body.

We remain locked together, both of us riding out the waves of pleasure crashing through us. I hold my grip on her hair, keeping her body arched perfectly as I fill her with each pulse of my cock. Her moans have dissolved into incoherent whimpers, her body completely surrendered to the sensation.

As our orgasms begin to subside, I don't pull out immediately. I stay buried inside her, letting her feel the occasional aftershock that makes my cock twitch within her depths. My hand releases her hair, moving to stroke down her spine in an almost tender gesture—a momentary kindness before I inevitably return to using her body for my pleasure.

"That was just the warm-up," I tell her, still inside her, already planning how I'll take her next. "We have hours before the party starts, and I intend to use every minute of them."

I slowly withdraw from Salma's still-pulsing pussy, watching her body shudder with aftershocks of her orgasm. The momentary tenderness vanishes as quickly as it appeared, replaced by a darker urge to truly claim her, to mark her as mine in the most primal way possible. Without warning, I grab a fistful of her dark hair and yank her head back sharply.

"We're not done," I growl into her ear, feeling her body tense with anticipation. "Now I'm going to fuck you like the cheating slut you are."

A whimper escapes her lips, a sound of pure submission that only fuels my dominance. I reposition myself behind her, spreading her legs wider with my knee, forcing her to brace herself more firmly against the kitchen counter. My cock, still slick with our combined fluids, hardens rapidly as I press against her entrance once more.

"Is this what you think about when Howard fucks you?" I taunt, driving into her with a single brutal thrust that makes her cry out. "Do you close your eyes and pretend it's me stretching you open, filling you up?"

"Yes," she admits breathlessly, her honesty revealing how completely she's surrendered to me. "Always you."

I grab her hips with bruising force, pulling her back to meet each powerful thrust as I set a punishing rhythm. Gone is the teasing slowness of before—now each movement is designed to claim, to dominate, to remind her who she really belongs to.

"You love it, don't you?" I grunt, my hips slapping against her ass with enough force to shove her against the counter with each impact. "Talking to your pathetic husband while I'm balls-deep inside you."

She can only moan in response, words beyond her as I pound into her relentlessly. The wet, obscene sounds of our coupling echo in the kitchen, the slap of skin on skin creating a primal rhythm that drowns out everything else. I tighten my grip on her hair, using it like a handle to control her movements, to pull her back onto my cock with even more force.

"What would Howard think if he could see you now?" I continue, my voice rough with exertion and arousal. "His perfect wife bent over the kitchen counter, taking a college boy's cock like she was made for it, begging for more while his voice is still hanging in the air."

The mention of her husband's name makes her pussy clench around me involuntarily, a reaction that tells me everything I need to know about how much the taboo of our situation turns her on. The shame of her betrayal is its own aphrodisiac, heightening her pleasure in ways her marriage never could.

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

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails scratching against the smooth surface. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

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

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

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

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

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

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way home, every thrust ending with the slap of my balls against her skin. The counter edge must be digging into her hips, probably leaving bruises she'll have to explain away to her husband, but neither of us cares. The pain is just another layer to her pleasure, another reminder of who really owns her body.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers sinking into the soft flesh as I pull her toward me. Her nipples must be scraping against the cool marble through her dress, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"Please, Bradley... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers grip the edge of the counter white-knuckled, her entire body taut with desperate need. The raw desire in her voice pushes me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

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

I feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, the pressure building with each thrust into Salma's willing heat. The way her pussy grips me, the sight of her bent over her own kitchen counter, the knowledge that we're fucking in the same spot where she prepares meals for her oblivious husband—it all pushes me closer to the edge.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach release. "Going to pull out and cover you with it."

With a final, powerful thrust, I withdraw completely, my cock slapping wetly against her ass as I take myself in hand. I stroke rapidly, aiming at her back as the pressure builds to an unbearable peak. With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting across her lower back and ass. The first spurt reaches all the way up to her shoulder blades, marking the back of her dress, the rest painting her ass in stripes of white that immediately begin to run down the curves of her flesh.

I milk every last drop onto her skin, watching with satisfaction as my seed marks her as mine, however temporarily. She's still trembling beneath me, her body rocked by another small orgasm triggered by the debasement of being covered in cum while still wearing the dress she'd spoken to her husband in.

"Look at you," I say, admiring my handiwork as cum drips down the curves of her ass, some of it sliding between her cheeks and down her thighs. "Covered in cum in your own kitchen. What would the neighbors think?"

She looks back over her shoulder, her face flushed with exertion and lingering pleasure. "They'll find out tonight," she says, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Some of them are coming to the party."

I tuck myself back into my jeans, zipping up as I consider the possibilities of tonight's masquerade. "How many guests are we expecting?" I ask, watching as Salma straightens up, cum still dripping down her legs as she smooths her rumpled dress.

"About thirty," she says, reaching for a kitchen towel to clean herself up. "Maybe more."

I grin at that, enjoying how my reputation precedes me. "And they're all bringing masks?"

"As instructed," she confirms, wiping my cum from her thighs. "Though I suspect many of them will be wearing masks of a different kind—pretending they're not desperate to be your next conquest."

I retrieve my Venetian mask from the counter where I'd left it, holding it up to examine it in the kitchen light. The simple black design will let me move through the crowd like a shadow tonight, selecting my prey at will, while everyone else scrambles to hide their true desires behind their own disguises.

"Perfect," I say, setting the mask down and glancing at the clock. "We have a few hours before guests arrive. Plenty of time for you to clean up... and for me to dirty you again."

Salma smiles, a knowing look in her eyes. "I need to shower," she says, dropping the soiled towel into the sink. "Care to join me? We can discuss the... seating arrangements for tonight."

I follow her toward the master bathroom, already planning which of her friends I'll take first at the party. Tonight is just beginning, and I intend to make it a night no one in this town will ever forget—especially the wives and daughters who will leave with my mark on them, inside them, the way Salma does every time I visit.

Her husband's house. My playground. Just the way I like it.


Chapter 5

I survey the sea of flesh and fantasy from my makeshift throne, a large leather chair positioned in the center of Salma's living room like a king holding court. The masquerade is in full swing around me, bodies moving through the dim light like erotic specters, faces hidden behind elaborate masks that only sharpen their forbidden allure. My own Venetian mask rests comfortably against my face, turning me into a nameless god among these desperate mortals who've come to worship at my altar of pleasure. The air is thick with perfume, alcohol, and the unmistakable scent of arousal—a heady mixture that fuels the fire already burning in my veins.

Around me, women in various states of undress drift through Salma's lavish home, their inhibitions melting away behind the anonymity of their masks. Some wear little more than lingerie and heels, while others still cling to the remnants of modesty in cocktail dresses that won't survive the night. Their husbands, boyfriends, and fathers are all conveniently absent—some out of town like Howard, others deliberately uninvited. Tonight, this house belongs to me, and these women belong to me. All of them.

I take a slow sip of expensive whiskey, savoring the burn as I watch a blonde in a peacock mask grinding against another woman near the fireplace, both of them casting glances in my direction to make sure I'm watching their performance. I am, but I'm not impressed enough to join them. Not yet. The night is young, and I have other games in mind first.

Salma appears at my side, leaning down to whisper in my ear. Even in her elaborate silver mask, I recognize the curve of her lips, the scent of her skin. "Everything to your liking?" she asks, her hand resting possessively on my shoulder.

"Perfect," I reply, gesturing to the makeshift poker table set up in front of my chair. "Let's get the real entertainment started."

She smiles, turning to the crowd with practiced grace. "Ladies! Who wants to join our champion for a friendly game of poker?"

The response is immediate—eager hands raising, bodies pressing forward. I scan the offerings with a predator's eye, mentally sorting through which of these masked women I want to claim first. My gaze settles on a statuesque redhead in a gold filigree mask that does nothing to hide her full lips or the generous cleavage spilling from her low-cut top. Beside her, a petite Asian woman in a black lacquered mask catches my attention, her slender body wrapped in a tight silk dress that hugs every delicate curve.

"You two," I point, watching as they exchange excited glances. "Join me."

The crowd parts to let them through, murmurs of envy rippling through the room. The redhead takes her seat first, crossing long legs that immediately draw my attention. The Asian woman moves with delicate precision, her dark eyes gleaming with anticipation behind her mask.

"I'm a terrible poker player," the redhead purrs, her voice carrying the slight slur of someone who's had just enough champagne to lower her guard.

"Then you'd better be ready to lose," I reply, shuffling the deck with practiced ease. "This is strip poker. Every hand you lose, something comes off."

The Asian woman giggles softly, her fingers playing with the thin strap of her dress. "And if you lose?" she asks, her accent subtle but exotic.

I smirk, dealing the cards with a flick of my wrist. "I don't lose."

The game begins, and I can feel the energy in the room shift as the crowd gathers to watch. Women press closer, drinks in hand, whispering behind their masks as they observe the unfolding spectacle. The first hand goes exactly as planned—the redhead loses badly, her inexperience obvious or perhaps deliberate.

"Top," I command, not bothering to soften the order with false politeness.

She hesitates for just a moment, then reaches for the hem of her blouse, pulling it over her head with a theatrical flourish that makes her breasts bounce beneath a lacy black bra. The crowd cheers, and I see her nipples harden at the attention, visible even through the fabric.

The second hand goes to the Asian woman, who loses with a pout that seems practiced. "Dress," I tell her, watching as she stands and slowly slides the silk up her thighs, over her hips, finally pulling it off to reveal a matching bra and thong set in deep crimson.

As the game progresses, the tension in the room thickens. Both women are now topless, their bras discarded on the growing pile of clothing beside the table. The redhead's breasts are full and heavy, topped with pale pink nipples standing at attention in the cool air. The Asian woman's are smaller but perfectly shaped, her dark nipples hard as pebbles under my gaze.

"You're good at this," the redhead comments, her eyes dropping to the substantial bulge in my pants as I deal the next hand.

"I'm good at everything," I reply, watching her shift in her seat, unconsciously pressing her thighs together. The movement isn't lost on me—she's getting wet just from being exposed like this, from being the center of attention.

The next hand seals the Asian woman's fate, her skirt joining the pile of discarded clothing. Her thong is barely there, a thin strip of fabric doing nothing to hide the damp patch between her legs. The redhead loses shortly after, sliding her tight skirt down her legs with a shimmy that makes every man in the room adjust himself discreetly.

My eyes roll back when the Asian woman exhales a hot breath as she loses the next hand, sending shivers down my spine. I watch her slide her crimson thong down her slender legs with tantalizing slowness, revealing a perfectly waxed pussy that glistens with arousal.

The redhead is the last to surrender her final piece of clothing, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her lace panties and dragging them down with deliberate slowness. When she sits back down, completely naked except for her mask and heels, she spreads her legs just enough to give me a clear view of what she's offering.

I lean back in my throne, studying the two naked women before me like a conqueror surveying newly claimed territory. Both are flushed with arousal and embarrassment, their bodies on display not just for me but for the entire party. The knowledge that I've reduced them to this—stripped of clothing and dignity in a room full of strangers—sends a surge of power through me that's more intoxicating than any drug.

"Looks like I win," I announce, raising my glass in a mocking toast to their nakedness. The crowd around us cheers, the sound sending a visible shiver through both women as they realize just how public their exposure has become.

The night is just getting started, and I've only begun to satisfy my appetite for domination. These two are merely the first course in what promises to be a feast of submission. Behind my mask, I smile at the thought of what comes next.

The redhead leans forward, her naked breasts swaying slightly with the movement, full lips curving into a pout behind her gold mask. "I'm out of clothes," she says, her voice deliberately childlike despite the very adult display of her naked body. "What do I bet now?" Her eyes flick to the Asian girl beside her, who's tracing slow circles around her own nipple with a perfectly manicured finger, clearly enjoying the attention of the crowd surrounding us. The question hangs in the air, thick with possibility, as everyone waits for my response.

I take my time answering, savoring the power of the moment. My eyes travel from the redhead's full, heaving breasts to the Asian girl's smaller, perfectly formed ones, down to the naked pussies they've both so eagerly exposed. The crowd around us has swelled, pressing closer, the air charged with voyeuristic excitement.

"You can bet your mouths," I finally say, my voice low and commanding, leaving no doubt about my meaning. "Both of you."

A collective gasp ripples through the onlookers. The redhead's lips part in surprise before curving into a hungry smile. The Asian girl's eyes widen behind her mask, but her tongue darts out to wet her lips in anticipation.

"Right here?" the redhead asks, glancing at the crowd surrounding us.

"Right here," I confirm, leaning back in my throne-like chair, spreading my legs slightly. "You lost. Time to pay up."

Without further hesitation, both women slide from their chairs to their knees before me, the redhead giggling with nervous excitement, the Asian girl moving with graceful purpose. The sight of these two beautiful, naked women kneeling at my feet sends a surge of power through me that makes my already hard cock throb painfully against the confines of my pants.

"Go ahead," I command, making no move to help them. "Take it out."

The Asian girl reaches for my belt first, her slender fingers working the buckle with practiced ease. The redhead joins in, unzipping my pants with slow deliberation, her eyes never leaving mine as she drags the zipper down tooth by tooth. Together, they tug my pants and boxers down just enough to free my cock, which springs up between them, fully erect and impressively large.

"Oh my god," the redhead whispers, her eyes widening at the size of me. "It's huge."

The Asian girl says nothing, but her sharp intake of breath tells me everything I need to know about her reaction. Around us, the party guests press closer, drinks in hand, masks hiding their identities but not their avid interest in the show unfolding before them.

"Ladies first," I tell the redhead, tangling my fingers in her fiery hair and guiding her toward my cock.

She doesn't resist, leaning forward eagerly to run her tongue along the underside of my shaft from base to tip in one long, slow lick. My eyes roll back when she exhales a hot breath against the sensitive head, sending shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat.

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

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

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

She takes me into her mouth then, her lips stretching wide around my girth, her tongue working the sensitive underside as she begins to bob her head. The wet, hot suction draws a groan from deep in my chest, loud enough that several party guests cheer in response.

As her skilled mouth keeps working its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic images. My hands can't help but explore her irresistible body, finding their way to her hair, gripping it tightly as I guide her movements. I give it a tug, feeling her moan around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine.

After a minute of her enthusiastic attention, I pull her off my cock by her hair, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening head. "Your turn," I tell the Asian girl, who's been watching intently, her small hand already between her own legs.

She doesn't need to be told twice, eagerly leaning forward to replace her companion. Where the redhead was enthusiastic, the Asian girl is precise, her technique refined and deliberate as she swirls her tongue around the head before taking me deeper than I expected, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size.

"Fuck," I hiss, surprised by her skill. She takes me all the way to the base, her nose pressing against my stomach, before slowly withdrawing, her tongue working the underside of my shaft with expert pressure.

The crowd around us grows rowdier, encouraged by my obvious pleasure. I hear whispers, gasps, the unmistakable sounds of other people getting turned on by the show we're putting on. Somewhere in the periphery of my vision, I notice other couples and groups starting their own explorations, inspired by our public display.

I grab both women by their hair, positioning them on either side of my cock. "Together now," I command, watching as they exchange glances before leaning in to share me between them.

The sight of their tongues meeting on my shaft, one pale pink, one darker, sends a jolt of pleasure through me that's almost enough to finish me then and there. They work in tandem, one licking the base while the other sucks the head, then switching, their mouths occasionally meeting in brief, saliva-slick kisses around my girth.

"Harder, baby!" I pant, my hips involuntarily thrusting upward. "Take it deeper!"

The sensation of their mouths colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Their own breathy moans fill the small space between us, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our encounter.

The redhead takes me deep into her throat, gagging slightly as the head hits the back, tears forming at the corners of her eyes and causing her mascara to run in black rivulets down her cheeks. When she pulls back, gasping for air, the Asian girl immediately takes her place, bobbing up and down rapidly, her small hands cupping my balls with surprising firmness.

"Ah, fuck, yes!" I cry out, my voice laced with ecstasy. Their enthusiastic service spurs me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot," I pant between groans, my grip on their hair tightening as they keep up their dual assault on my cock. The primal rhythm of their bobbing heads seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, the pressure building with each slide of their wet mouths over my sensitive flesh. I could easily finish in one of their eager throats, but I want more. I want to mark them, to leave visible evidence of their submission for everyone to see.

"I'm going to cum," I warn them, pulling both women off my cock and holding them by their hair, their faces inches from my throbbing shaft. "Open your mouths. Show me your tongues."

They comply instantly, tilting their faces up toward me, mouths open, tongues extended like obedient pets waiting for a treat. The sight of them, on their knees, masked faces upturned, completely submitting to my will, pushes me over the edge.

My strokes grow faster, harder as I work myself right at the edge. My cock drives forward, every stroke ending with the slap of my hand against the base as I hold the two women in position. "Tell me how much you want it," I command, feeling my release approaching.

"Please, Bradley... cum on us! We need it!" the redhead begs, her fingers digging into my thighs. The raw desire in her voice pushes me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in the moment.

I give them what they want, my hand pumping with all the force I can muster. With a final grunt, I explode, the first rope of hot cum landing across the redhead's cheek and into her open mouth. I turn slightly, directing the next spurt onto the Asian girl's extended tongue and lips. I keep stroking, painting both their faces with thick stripes of white, marking their foreheads, chins, and the bridges of their masks.

By the time I'm spent, both women are thoroughly coated, cum dripping down their cheeks and chins onto their naked breasts. The crowd around us erupts into applause and cheers, the sound washing over me like a wave of validation. The two women, still on their knees, exchange cum-covered smiles before leaning toward each other and sharing a deep, messy kiss that draws even more excited responses from our audience.

I tuck myself back into my pants, satisfied but already thinking about who will be next. The night is still young, and there are so many more women to claim before dawn breaks.


Chapter 6

The crowd disperses after my display with the two women, breaking into smaller clusters of exploration and debauchery throughout Salma's house. I straighten my mask and zip up, surveying my domain with satisfaction as I spot couples and groups forming in darkened corners, on couches, even against walls—all inspired by the precedent I've set. My thirst momentarily slaked but nowhere near quenched, I wander through the party, accepting drinks and congratulatory touches from masked admirers. The night is still young, and I'm just getting started.

Music pulses through the house, the bass throbbing in time with my heart as I watch bodies writhing on Salma's makeshift dance floor. The masks create an atmosphere of forbidden anonymity—neighbors, friends, perhaps even teachers from the local university, all abandoning their public personas to indulge in the fantasy I've created for them. The power of it—knowing that tomorrow these same women will pretend not to recognize each other in grocery store aisles or at charity luncheons—sends a fresh surge of arousal through me.

I spot Salma across the room, her silver mask catching the light as she gathers a group in the center of the living room, moving furniture to clear a space on the hardwood floor. Curious, I make my way toward her, accepting another drink from a topless brunette whose mask can't hide her desperate desire to be noticed.

"Spin the bottle!" Salma announces, her voice carrying over the music as she holds up an empty wine bottle. "Who's feeling nostalgic for a little teenage fun?"

The irony isn't lost on me—the youngest one in the room being invited to play a game these adults probably haven't touched since their school days. The group forms quickly, women in various states of undress settling onto the floor in a circle. Some have lost most of their clothing already, while others remain relatively covered, though not for long if I have any say in the matter.

I take my place in the circle directly across from Salma, who gives me a knowing smirk as she sets the bottle in the center. "Our champion goes first," she declares, nodding toward me.

The women titter with excitement, adjusting their positions to showcase their assets. I lean forward, giving the bottle a casual flick of my wrist, watching it spin across the polished hardwood. It rotates several times before gradually slowing, finally coming to rest pointing toward a woman in a skintight black catsuit and an ornate feathered mask.

She's older than most in the circle—a MILF with curves that strain against the confines of her outfit. Even with the mask covering half her face, I can tell she's beautiful in that polished, maintained way of women who have resources and time to perfect their appearance. Her lips, painted a deep crimson, part slightly as the bottle stops on her, her chest rising and falling more rapidly beneath the tight material of her catsuit.

"Seven minutes in heaven!" someone shouts, and the cry is immediately taken up by the rest of the circle. "Seven minutes! Seven minutes!"

The MILF in the catsuit looks at me through her mask, a mixture of nervousness and excitement evident in her body language. I stand, extending my hand to her with the confidence of someone who knows he won't be refused. She hesitates for only a second before placing her gloved hand in mine, allowing me to pull her to her feet.

"There's a walk-in closet in the hallway," Salma informs us, pointing the way with an exaggerated wink. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do!"

The laughter that follows us down the hall is knowing and envious. Everyone in that circle wishes they were the one I'm leading away. Everyone except perhaps this woman, whose hand trembles slightly in mine. Whether from fear or anticipation, I can't tell yet—but I know which one it will be by the time our seven minutes are up.

The closet is larger than I expected, a walk-in with enough space to move around, though not enough to escape each other. A single dim bulb casts shadows across coat hangers and stored linens. I pull the woman inside and close the door behind us, the click of the latch sealing us in our private darkness.

For a moment, we stand in silence, the muffled sounds of the party penetrating the door, her breathing audible in the small space. I don't waste time with pleasantries or permission—that's not why we're here, not why she followed me into this closet.

Without warning, I push her against the wall, my hands finding her shoulders first, then sliding down to grip the high collar of her catsuit. The material is some kind of stretchy synthetic, tight but not indestructible. I grip the neckline and pull sharply, the fabric giving way with a satisfying rip that echoes in our enclosed space. Her gasp is immediate and aroused as cool air hits her suddenly exposed skin.

"What are you—" she begins, but I silence her with a rough kiss, my tongue invading her mouth the same way I'll soon invade her body. She tastes like expensive champagne and lipstick, her initial resistance melting almost immediately as her tongue meets mine.

I tear the catsuit further, ripping it open all the way down to her navel, exposing perfect breasts that defy gravity in a way that suggests surgical enhancement. I don't care—real or fake, they're mine for these seven minutes. My hands find her nipples, already hard in the cool closet air, pinching them just hard enough to make her cry out against my mouth.

"Quiet," I command, pulling back to look at her. In the dim light, her eyes are wide behind her mask, her lipstick smeared across her chin from my aggressive kiss. "Unless you want everyone to hear what a slut you are."

Her response is a whimper that sounds nothing like objection as I continue tearing at her catsuit, ripping it open further until her entire torso is exposed. The material clings to her hips, resisting my efforts until I grab it with both hands and tear it completely apart, revealing that she wears nothing underneath. Her pussy is perfectly waxed, glistening with arousal in the dim light.

The sight of her positioning herself against the closet wall sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. She leans back against the hanging clothes, her mask still in place but her body now completely exposed through the torn remnants of her catsuit. Her legs spread slightly in an open invitation for me to claim her. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—her flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me.

"Come on," she purrs, casting a sultry glance at my crotch. "I need you inside me."

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

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, already unfastening my pants, freeing my cock which stands at attention, eager for another conquest.

"Just fuck me already," she pleads, her impatience evident in her voice. "Seven minutes isn't long."

That's all the encouragement I need. I lift one of her legs, hooking it over my arm to open her wider, positioning myself at her entrance. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. She's tight but wet, her body more than ready for the invasion.

"Fuck! Yes..." she moans as I sink deeper into her, her hands grabbing at my shoulders to pull me closer. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, despite the anonymity of our masks and the clandestine nature of our encounter.

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

Her moans grow louder with each thrust, and I quickly cover her mouth with my hand, pressing her head back against the wall. "I said quiet," I remind her, feeling her moan against my palm, the vibration only adding to my arousal.

I pound into her with increasing force, her body jolting with each impact, coats and hangers rattling around us as we fuck with animal intensity. The time constraint adds urgency to our coupling—seven minutes to claim her, to make her mine, to add her to the growing list of conquests in this house that becomes more my territory with each passing hour.

I slam into the masked MILF harder, my hand still clamped over her mouth as her muffled moans vibrate against my palm. Her back arches against the wall of coats, hangers rattling with each powerful thrust as I drive deeper into her willing body. The torn catsuit hangs in tatters around her waist and thighs, the expensive material destroyed in my need to claim what's beneath it. I don't know who she is behind that feathered mask, and I don't care—she's just another body to conquer, another notch to add to my growing collection of Salma's friends and neighbors.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, tightening my grip on her wrists. I grab her lush, round ass with my free hand, my fingers sinking into the soft flesh as I pull her toward me. Her nipples scrape against my chest through my shirt, sending electric shockwaves through my entire body.

"Please, fuck me harder! I need you!" Her voice breaks into a whimper as I slam into her with enough force to lift her slightly off the ground. The raw desire in her voice pushes me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

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

"You don't even know who's fucking you, do you?" I growl into her ear, biting down on the lobe. "Just some desperate MILF letting a stranger use her in a closet while your friends wait outside."

"God, yes," she admits, the confession seeming to excite her even more as her pussy clenches tighter around me. "Fuck me. Use me."

Her submissiveness feeds my dominance, pushing me to be rougher, crueler. I release her wrists only to grab her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly. Her eyes widen behind the feathered mask, but she doesn't resist—instead, her hands fly to my shoulders, pulling me closer, silently begging for more.

I feel her body tensing, the telltale fluttering of her inner walls signaling her approaching orgasm. I tighten my grip on her throat, watching her eyes roll back slightly as the dual sensations of pleasure and controlled danger push her toward the edge.

"You going to cum on my cock?" I taunt, my voice low and dangerous. "Right here in this closet with everyone outside knowing exactly what you're doing?"

She nods frantically, unable to speak with my hand on her throat. I release the pressure slightly, allowing her to gasp for air. The sudden rush of oxygen seems to trigger her release—her entire body convulses against mine, her pussy clamping down with incredible force as she comes undone.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming," she cries out, her voice ragged and broken. "Don't stop, don't stop!"

I keep my relentless pace, fucking her through her orgasm, watching the waves of pleasure crash over her with predatory satisfaction. Her body shudders with each thrust, oversensitive but helpless to resist the continued assault.

My own orgasm builds at the base of my spine, a familiar tightening that signals I'm close. I could easily finish inside her—she seems the type who's on birth control—but that's not how I want this to end. I want to mark her, to leave visible evidence of her submission, a reminder of what happened in this closet that she'll have to clean up before rejoining the party.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach the edge.

Without warning, I pull out completely, leaving her empty and gasping at the sudden loss. Before she can protest, I grab her by the shoulders and push her down to her knees in front of me, her torn catsuit still hanging in tatters around her waist.

"Stay still," I command, taking my cock in hand and stroking rapidly, aiming at her exposed stomach and breasts. The sight of her kneeling before me, disheveled and used, masked face looking up with a mixture of surprise and anticipation, pushes me over the edge.

With a guttural groan, I explode, the first thick rope of cum landing across her left breast, the next across her stomach. I keep stroking, milking every drop onto her skin, watching with satisfaction as my seed marks her as mine, however temporarily. I aim deliberately, decorating her exposed flesh with stripes of white that immediately begin to run down the curves of her body, some dripping onto the torn remnants of her once-elegant catsuit.

"Look at you," I say, tucking myself back into my pants and zipping up while she remains kneeling, cum-covered and disheveled. "Such a mess."

She looks up at me, still breathing hard, cum cooling on her skin. There's a mixture of satisfaction and shame in her eyes behind the mask—the perfect combination that tells me I've conquered her completely.

"What about me?" she asks, gesturing to her state. "I can't go back out there like this."

I laugh, already reaching for the door handle. "Not my problem. Maybe there are some tissues in a pocket somewhere." I glance at my watch. "Besides, our seven minutes are up. They'll be expecting us."

I leave her there, on her knees among the coats, covered in my cum with her expensive catsuit destroyed. The dismissive exit is its own form of dominance—she's served her purpose, and I have a party full of other conquests waiting.

I step back into the hallway, adjusting my mask and smoothing my shirt. The sounds of the party wash over me again—music, laughter, the unmistakable sounds of other sexual encounters happening throughout the house. I make my way back to the living room where the spin-the-bottle group still sits in their circle, now with a few more articles of clothing discarded than when I left.

As I enter the room, heads turn, and a knowing cheer rises from the crowd. Someone raises a glass in my direction, and several women eye me with renewed interest, clearly aware of what I've been doing in the closet. Salma appears at my side, handing me a fresh drink.

"Productive seven minutes?" she asks with a knowing smile.

"Very," I reply, taking a long swig of the cold liquor. My masked identity is still intact to most of the party, though some might have guessed who's behind it. The anonymity only adds to my power—I'm not just Bradley Steele tonight, but some dark force of pleasure moving through the crowd, claiming women at will.

I scan the room, already hunting for my next conquest. The night is still young, and I'm just getting started.


Chapter 7

The party thins out as the night deepens, bodies disappearing in pairs and groups, leaving behind empty glasses and discarded clothing like evidence at a crime scene. I stand by the large window in Salma's living room, mask still in place, watching as the last desperate women cast glances my way, hoping to be my final conquest of the night. But I already know who I want. Who I've been saving for the grand finale. My eyes find Salma across the room, her silver mask glinting in the low light as she entertains the remaining guests. She's radiant in her torn dress, evidence of earlier encounters visible in the disheveled state of her dark hair and the faint bruises beginning to form on her exposed skin.

I've watched her throughout the night, taking other men and women to dark corners, establishing herself as the perfect hostess in every sense. But she's mine. This is her house with Howard, but tonight, it's my territory. And it's time to stake my final claim.

I cross the room with deliberate slowness, my presence parting the small cluster of guests still surrounding her like Moses splitting the sea. Conversations falter as I approach, eyes dropping in deference to the alpha who's dominated this gathering from the start. Salma turns to face me, her body language instantly changing—back straightening, chest pushing forward, lips parting slightly in anticipation.

"There you are," she says, her voice husky with desire and the effects of champagne. "I was wondering when you'd come find me."

I don't bother responding with words. Instead, I grab her wrist, my grip firm and possessive, and pull her away from her conversation without apology or explanation. The remaining guests watch with knowing smirks as I lead her toward the staircase, some whispering behind their hands, others raising glasses in salute to what's about to happen.

"Shouldn't we say goodnight to everyone?" she asks, a token protest that fools neither of us.

"They know where you're going," I tell her, not breaking stride as I pull her up the stairs. "And who you're going with."

Her bedroom—her and Howard's bedroom—is at the end of the upstairs hallway, the master suite where I fucked her this morning, where her pathetic husband almost caught us. The significance isn't lost on either of us as I push the door open, revealing the king-sized bed with its rumpled sheets still bearing evidence of our earlier encounter.

I spin her around to face me, watching her chest heave with anticipation beneath the silver mask she still wears. Without warning, I grab the neckline of her dress and tear downward with brutal force, the expensive fabric giving way with a satisfying rip that echoes in the bedroom. The dress falls away in tatters, revealing her perfect MILF body—full breasts, flat stomach, the curve of her hips that I've held so many times as I've pounded into her.

"Bradley," she gasps, but there's no shock in her voice—only arousal at being handled so roughly.

I push her backward onto the bed, watching her bounce against the mattress, completely naked now except for her mask and the torn remnants of her dress clinging to one arm. Her legs part automatically, an invitation I have no intention of accepting just yet.

"This is my house tonight," I growl, dropping to my knees at the edge of the bed, grabbing her thighs and spreading them wider. "And this is my pussy."

Before she can respond, I bury my face between her legs, my tongue finding her already wet entrance with practiced ease. She tastes like sex and expensive perfume, her earlier activities with other party guests evident in the saltiness that greets my tongue. The knowledge that I'm tasting other men on her only spurs me on, my desire to reclaim her growing stronger.

My eyes roll back when she exhales a hot breath and moans my name, sending shivers down my spine. I grip her thighs tightly, my fingers wrapping around the soft flesh with surprising strength as I devour her, making my breath catch in my throat. Salma's body works its magic against my mouth, trembling and arching as my tongue explores every fold, every sensitive spot I've mapped out over our many encounters.

"Does that feel good?" I ask, looking up at her flushed face, her mask now askew from thrashing against the pillows.

"Hell, yes," she groans, her hips bucking involuntarily against my mouth. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," I purr, my eyes locked onto hers, "I'm just getting started."

As my tongue keeps working its magic on her pussy, flicking and circling her clit before diving deep inside her, my mind races with possessive thoughts. My hands can't help but explore Salma's irresistible body, finding their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Our eyes remain locked as I feast on her, the visual connection adding another layer to her building pleasure.

"Ah, Bradley," Salma gasps between moans, her voice sultry and seductive even in her desperation.

"You're so fucking hot," I growl against her pussy, my desire for her only growing stronger. Squeezing and kneading her ass, I feel like I'm losing control—but in the best possible way. This is power, having this married woman spread open for me in her own marital bed, begging for my mouth and cock while her husband is miles away, oblivious.

"Please, Bradley. Make me yours," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust as her hands tangle in my hair, pulling me harder against her core.

I increase the pressure of my tongue, focusing on her clit with deliberate, circular motions while sliding two fingers inside her. The combination has her back arching off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat that's loud enough to be heard throughout the house. I don't care. Let the remaining guests hear. Let them know who's really in charge here.

Her hands grip both sides of my head, her body rocking back and forth with each stroke of my tongue, meeting my rhythm. My fingers curl inside her, finding that rough, spongy spot that makes her thighs clamp around my ears. She cries out sharply, her walls gripping my fingers tighter as I feel her approaching the edge.

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

"You're so fucking hot, Salma," I murmur against her sensitive flesh, my fingers never ceasing their relentless rhythm. The primal sounds of her pleasure seem to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and power.

"Please! I need your cock!" she begs, her body trembling on the precipice of release. "Fuck me! Fuck me now!"

I pull away from her, leaving her teetering on the edge of orgasm, her pussy swollen and glistening in the dim light of the bedroom. Standing up, I strip off my shirt in one fluid motion, unbuckling my belt as I stare down at her spread eagled on the bed. My cock springs free, rock hard and ready to claim what's mine.

The sight of Salma positioning herself in the center of her marital bed sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. She raises her knees, spreading them wide in an open invitation for me to claim her. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—Salma's flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me in the very bed she shares with her husband.

"Come on, Bradley," she purrs, her chest heaving with anticipation. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, I climb onto the bed, my hands finding purchase on her spread thighs. The air around us is heavy with desire, our breaths mingling as I position myself above her. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, beckoning me closer.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, the head of my cock teasing her entrance, prolonging the moment of surrender.

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

That's all the encouragement I need. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. The sensation is overwhelming—her walls gripping me like a vise, hot and slick from my earlier attention.

"Fuck! Bradley…" Salma moans as I sink deeper into her, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me even closer. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, her body yielding completely to my invasion.

"Shit, Salma, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, setting a hard, fast rhythm immediately. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

I fuck her with a wild, possessive fury, every stroke a claim, every grunt and groan a declaration of ownership. This is my house tonight. My bed. My woman. The bedroom door remains slightly ajar, left open in our haste and my deliberate desire to be heard, to let anyone still downstairs know exactly what's happening up here.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency I feel to mark this territory. My cock drives all the way home, every thrust ending with the slap of my balls against her skin. The headboard bangs against the wall with each impact, a steady rhythm broadcasting our activities throughout the house.

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

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

Through the gap in the door, I can see the hallway, empty for now but accessible to anyone still downstairs who might wander up. The possibility of discovery, of being seen claiming Salma in her marital bed, only heightens the intensity of our coupling. I want to be caught. Want to be seen. Want Howard or anyone else to witness firsthand how thoroughly I own his wife.

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the building pressure at the base of my spine signaling my approaching release. Salma writhes beneath me, her nails leaving trails of fire down my back as I pound into her with relentless force. Her moans have reached a fever pitch, filling the master bedroom and likely carrying throughout the entire house. I don't care who hears—in fact, I want an audience. Want someone to witness my complete conquest of this woman in her own marital bed. As if summoned by my thoughts, the bedroom door suddenly swings wide open, the soft creak of hinges barely audible over the slap of skin on skin and Salma's desperate cries.

And there he stands—Howard. Salma's husband. His travel bag still clutched in his hand, his glasses slightly askew, his mouth hanging open in shock and disbelief as he takes in the scene before him. His wife, legs spread wide on their marital bed, being thoroughly fucked by a masked man. Me. For a moment, time seems to freeze, the three of us locked in a tableau of betrayal and dominance.

I don't stop. Don't even slow my rhythm. Instead, I turn my head slightly to look over my shoulder at Howard, maintaining my powerful thrusts into his wife. Our eyes meet—his wide with horror, mine narrowed with cruel amusement behind my mask. I feel Salma tense beneath me as she notices the shift in my attention, her head turning to follow my gaze.

"Howard!" she gasps, her body going rigid with shock. Her hands, which moments ago were pulling me deeper, now push against my chest in panic. But I grab her wrists, pinning them to the bed beside her head, never breaking my rhythm.

"You're home early," I grunt, my hips never ceasing their relentless movement. Each word is punctuated by the sound of my body slapping against Salma's. "I was just helping Salma with her... stretching."

Howard stands paralyzed in the doorway, his face a canvas of conflicting emotions–shock giving way to confusion, then to dawning rage and humiliation. He takes a stumbling step forward, then stops, clearly unsure what to do. The bag slips from his fingers, hitting the floor with a dull thud.

"Get off my wife," he finally manages, his voice thin and weak, lacking any real authority. The command sounds more like a question, a plea.

I laugh, the sound deliberately cruel as I tighten my grip on Salma's wrists, driving into her with even more force. She whimpers, caught between mortification at being discovered and the undeniable pleasure still coursing through her body.

"Your wife?" I taunt, never breaking eye contact with him. "She hasn't been your wife since the first time I bent her over this bed. She's been mine. My slut. My toy. You just pay the bills."

"Bradley, stop," Salma pleads, though her body betrays her words as her pussy clenches around my cock, growing wetter despite—or perhaps because of—her husband's presence.

The name drops like a bomb in the room. Howard's eyes widen with new recognition, his gaze moving from the mask to my exposed body, finally understanding who's fucking his wife.

"Bradley? The quarterback?" His voice cracks with disbelief. "You're just a kid!"

"A college boy who's been fucking your wife for months," I reply, my pace never faltering. "Right under your nose. Sometimes while you were in the next room. Sometimes while you were on the phone with her."

Each revelation is a dagger, and I watch them sink into Howard one by one, his face crumpling with each new humiliation. He should leave, should storm out or charge at me in rage. But he doesn't. He stands rooted to the spot, watching as I keep claiming his wife before his eyes.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, the approaching orgasm impossible to delay now. My cock drives all the way into Salma's pussy, every thrust ending with the slap of my balls against her skin. I make sure Howard can see everything—the point of connection where my shaft disappears inside his wife, the way her body yields to mine, accepts me in ways she's probably never accepted him.

"Tell him," I command Salma, my voice rough with exertion and approaching release. "Tell your husband how much better I fuck you."

She shakes her head, tears of shame and conflicted pleasure spilling from behind her mask. But when I slide my hand between us to rub her clit in tight circles, her resistance crumbles.

"He fucks me so good, Howard," she gasps, the words tumbling out between moans. "I'm sorry—I can't help it—he's just so much better—"

I feel her pussy clench violently around me as an unexpected orgasm tears through her, triggered by the ultimate humiliation of confessing to her husband while I'm still buried inside her. Her entire body convulses, her back arching off the bed as she cries out, completely lost to the pleasure despite the circumstances.

The sight of Salma coming undone beneath me while her husband watches in horror is enough to push me over the edge. I feel my balls tighten, the pressure building to an unbearable peak at the base of my spine.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, making sure Howard hears me clearly. "Going to fill your wife's pussy while you watch."

"No," Howard protests weakly, taking another half-step forward. "Pull out. You can't—"

But it's too late. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside Salma and explode, my cock pulsing as I pump rope after rope of hot cum into her unprotected depths. I maintain eye contact with Howard through my entire release, making sure he sees the moment I claim his wife completely, marking her from the inside in the most primal way possible.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips jerking with each pulse, each new shot of cum filling Salma's pussy to overflowing. "Taking what's mine."

Salma whimpers beneath me, her body still trembling with aftershocks as I empty myself inside her. When I'm finally spent, I remain buried within her for a moment longer, savoring the way her body grips me, the heat of our combined fluids creating a seal that ensures my seed stays deep inside her.

Only then do I slowly withdraw, my softening cock slipping from her with a wet sound that seems obscenely loud in the now-silent room. I make no attempt to hide the evidence of what I've done—my cum immediately begins to leak from Salma's swollen pussy, soaking into the expensive sheets her husband will sleep on tonight. A mark that will never truly wash out, just like the memory of this moment will never leave Howard's mind.

I climb off the bed with unhurried movements, tucking myself back into my pants and adjusting my mask, which has remained in place throughout. Howard hasn't moved from the doorway, his face a mask of broken humiliation, watching as his wife lies spread-eagled on their bed, my cum leaking from her, her chest still heaving from exertion.

I walk toward him, stopping just inches away. Even though we're roughly the same height, I seem to tower over him—youth and victory and cruel dominance making me seem larger than life. I reach out and pat his cheek, the gesture more insulting than any slap could be.

"Thanks for the use of your wife, Howard," I say, my voice casual and dismissive. "She's a hell of a lot more fun when you're not around."

I brush past him without waiting for a response, walking out of the bedroom with the swagger of complete victory. Behind me, I leave the wreckage of a marriage, a man staring at the ultimate evidence of his inadequacy, and a woman caught between satisfaction and the consequences of her choices.

The night has been perfect. The conquest complete. And as I head down the stairs, past the few remaining party guests who've clearly heard everything that just transpired, I'm already thinking about who I'll take next, which marriage I'll destroy, which woman I'll mark as mine.

Because that's who I am. That's what I do. And in this town, no one can stop me.
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