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      * Duke *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      It’s funny how life shifts around, then suddenly reveals your true purpose. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d run BDSM clubs for years, but the little squeals from flogging women eventually lost their thrill.  Even training others how to torment their submissives wasn’t as exciting after a while. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Then an old friend asked me to fuck his wife for him, and things became interesting again. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I loved being the stallion. The bull. The guest star in whatever twisted fantasies the couple had been mulling over for months. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Through a bit of research, I found that although there were several sex clubs within a two-hour drive, nothing catered explicitly to couples who wanted the wife to be taken by another man. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d started so many successful businesses over the years that it was almost too easy. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I purchased a large mansion located a thirty to forty-minute drive from three large cities. It was a neighborhood where the houses were well spread out, and people were always throwing parties and having guests. A constant stream of visitors would be expected. 
    

    
      
    

    
      The ad campaign consisted of whispers through existing sex clubs, and a website with only three paragraphs and an email. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Suddenly my schedule was so packed that I had to call in my buddies Ivan and Clay to pitch in. They were construction workers who had helped me build my first company and had gone on to run their own operations. Now they let me know whenever they were available to screw a man’s wife while he watched. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Many couples only came once and lived off that fantasy for years. Some visited at least once a month, and cycled through all three of us. 
    

    
      
    

    
      We were all over six foot three, with bodies still ripped from working construction for years, and now from challenging each other in the gym. We knew that we were fantasy men for some women, so we might as well make a small fortune from it. Not that it was about the money in the slightest. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Now that I had an application process and could only accept about thirty percent of the couples, Ivan and Clay ran through the system every week and picked whoever turned them on. Luckily, Ivan preferred older women, and Clay loved larger ladies. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I loved women who seemed a bit shy at first. Sweetly nervous. Hey, we all have our little fetishes. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Having to pay for the service, and the fact that they had to travel to a particular location, made it even more special for the couples. Our reviews have been insane, and I might need to add a few more studs next year. 
    

    
      
    

    
      It certainly didn’t hurt my already healthy ego. I’m the fantasy man of countless women who beg me to take them every which way, while being fired up because their husband is right there watching. 
    

    
      
    

    
      He might be sitting politely in a chair ten feet away, simply staring. He might have his cock in his hand, beating off to the sight of his wife being taken by a bigger man. He might be in the next room watching through the one-way glass, or even lying in bed beside us so he can kiss her and stroke her hair. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Whatever. Their fantasy is their business. I’m just the guest star who does everything they want, then leaves them alone for their own pleasure. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Yeah, life is good. 
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Shana *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      “You want me to 
      what
      ?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I was used to Greg’s wild requests from time to time. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d been tied up, spanked, flogged, and suspended at BDSM clubs. We’d had sex in front of at least twenty people at a sex club. I’d even sucked his cock on a podium in front of a dozen people. It was all amazing, but I was always pretty nervous at first.
    

    
      
    

    
      He’d been teasing for years that he wanted to watch me be taken by another man. 
    

    
      
    

    
      No, not wanted. Needed. He was very specific. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Although the thought of it made me so hot and wet I could barely breathe, I somehow hadn’t thought that he’d be serious. But that look in his dark eyes was more intense than I’d ever seen before. It was almost... Feral. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Come on, Shana. We’ve talked about this for years. Now there’s a safe place for it, so let’s go.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “What place? Another sex club?” 
    

    
      
    

    
      “A tiny private club. It’s just the guy’s house, really,” Greg said excitedly. 
    

    
      
    

    
      We’d been married for five years now, and I didn’t see the spark ever leaving our marriage. I loved being submissive to Greg in the bedroom, and we’d experimented with nearly everything. But this was another step entirely. 
    

    
      
    

    
      He called up some photos on his phone. “Here’s the house.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Damn, I thought. Classy. They must be doing quite well.
    

    
      
    

    
      “And here’s the owner. I’ve booked a session with him.”
    

    
      
    

    
      My mouth actually fell open. Although the photo only showed from his nose to his abs, that was more than enough. He was built like a god – thick muscles rippling everywhere, with his left arm dripping with detailed tattoos. 
    

    
      
    

    
      His luscious lips were turned up at the corner in a slight smirk as if he was amused by having his photo taken. Or maybe he was delighted that he knew women would see this and instantly want him. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I certainly did. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Greg threw me on my back on the couch as he shoved up my skirt and slipped his hand into my panties. He did this regularly to see what turned me on. I loved when he was aggressive and made me feel like his plaything. 
    

    
      
    

    
      As his finger swiped along my slit, then slipped inside me slightly, I moaned. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “One look at his photo, and you’re drenched,” he growled. “You’re going to be my good little girl and let the big man fuck you, aren’t you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      My sweet, loving husband was at the larger end of average. He was amazing, but he certainly wasn’t a brute like that other guy. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “His name is Duke,” Greg whispered in my ear as his finger began to pump inside me. “I’ll be sitting in the corner, watching the whole thing. He’s going to enjoy this sweet little pussy on Friday night, isn’t he?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, sir,” I moaned, melting under him. I began spreading my legs wider, but he pulled his hand away. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Nope. No sex, and no touching ourselves until then.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “What? Three whole days?” We usually had sex once or twice a day, plus extended playtime on Sunday afternoons.  “This is ridiculous.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Those are the rules. Are you going to be my good girl?”
    

    
      
    

    
      His eyes were blazing. I don’t think I’d ever seen 
      him this fired
       up. 
    

    
      
    

    
      If the thought of another man taking his wife made him burn this much, I was certainly going to fulfill his fantasy. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Of course, it was obviously my fantasy as well. I’d be counting the seconds and rubbing my thighs together in agony until Friday night. 
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Duke *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      As I heard a car pull into the driveway, my lips instantly curled up in a grin. This was always my favorite part.
    

    
      
    

    
      Although I made every couple submit a photo, I barely glanced at them. It was really only to check and make sure it wasn’t someone that I knew. Or if it was, I’d be sure to hand them off to one of the other guys.
    

    
      
    

    
      To some degree, I didn’t really care what the woman looked like. So far, they’ve all been attractive women in their twenties and thirties.
    

    
      
    

    
      But my quick glance at Shana tickled something in the back of my mind. She looked so classic. Like a painting of a goddess. Otherworldly.
    

    
      
    

    
      Taking a woman who looked so pure and ravaging her in front of her husband was positively filthy. Which was why I’ve been half-hard all afternoon and pacing my bedroom, waiting for them to get here. 
    

    
      
    

    
      They seemed like a standard couple. Greg was some sort of bank management specialist, and Shana worked part-time as a children’s swimming teacher.
    

    
      
    

    
      In the photo she was wearing a tastefully short skirt that showed off the sexiest legs I’ve ever seen. And in just a little while, I’d be spreading them.
    

    
      
    

    
      Yes, this was always my favorite part—the anticipation.
    

    
      
    

    
      I knew that both of them had been fantasizing about this for a long time, and were probably beside themselves with nervous jitters.
    

    
      
    

    
      Especially since they hadn’t been allowed to have sex for the past few days. Maybe that was a dick move on my part, but it was a fun little rule. I wanted to have them practically jumping out of their skin when they arrived.
    

    
      
    

    
      I watched out the window as their car pulled in, and Greg escorted Shana to my front door. I strolled down the grand staircase as he rang the bell.
    

    
      
    

    
      As I swept the door open, I met Shana’s eyes first. “Hello, my darling,” I said smoothly, taking her hands in mine.
    

    
      
    

    
      She was absolutely breathtaking in a figure skimming black dress and delicate high heels that showed off those sculpted legs to perfection.
    

    
      
    

    
      She was a bit bustier than I had thought, and her long dark hair swept over one shoulder to trail down the front of her cleavage. She was exquisite—a perfect dream girl, even more beautiful than the photo had led me to believe. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Whenever a new couple came to visit, it was always the same. The man was so excited he was about to come in his pants, but the woman was nervous. 
    

    
      
    

    
      She was excited too, of course, and had been looking forward to it for days, possibly months. But now that she was really here, the nervous part of her mind was probably trying to take over.
    

    
      
    

    
      Luckily, I knew the perfect icebreaker. Taking her hand, I led her into the foyer and said to Greg, “Close and lock the door.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I wanted him to make sure that he knew I was in charge. I also needed her to see that she was my complete focus.
    

    
      
    

    
      I pulled her into my arms, holding her against me as I breathed into her ear, “Tell me, gorgeous, did you come here of your own free will? Your husband isn’t forcing you to do this?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Those huge, beautiful eyes looked up at me as her cherry-stained lips smiled. “Yes, I’m here because I want to be.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “And you want me to… Take care of you while your husband watches?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good. Gorgeous, we’re going to have such a wonderful night.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Before she could worry any further, I kissed her gently, grazing my lips against hers. Her hand grabbed my hip, holding herself steady as her knees seemed to wobble slightly.
    

    
      
    

    
      My hand circled her back, the other slipped down to caress her perky round ass. “Don’t worry, baby, I’ve got you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I looked up to see Greg standing uncomfortably a few steps away. “Don’t worry,” I said, flashing him a wink. “We’re just getting warmed up.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Lacing my fingers through Shana’s, I led her up the stairs while Greg followed.
    

    
      
    

    
      They had pre-selected the room featuring a large bed with a sofa four feet away. That way, the husband could move around to watch from the best angle, but the wife had a little space.
    

    
      
    

    
      Some couples were clingy, looking into each other’s eyes the entire time, but I had a feeling that Shana’s attention would be focused solely on me when we were together.
    

    
      
    

    
      From the way she kept giving me nervous little glances, I could tell she approved of her lover for the evening.
    

    
      
    

    
      As soon as we entered the bedroom, I hit a few buttons on the wall to create a warm amber glow throughout the room. With a touch of another button, a whisper of light, smoky jazz filled the space. It was extremely subtle, and wouldn’t mask any of Shana’s hot little noises that I knew she would be making in just a few more minutes.
    

    
      
    

    
      I turned back to see Greg giving Shana a long, deep kiss. “Have fun, sweetheart,” he whispered.
    

    
      
    

    
      Then he took a seat on the couch, adjusting himself slightly. Naturally, he was more aroused than he’s been in ages. They always were. He was about to watch the fuck of a lifetime.
    

    
      
    

    
      Before she could get nervous again, I wrapped my arm around Shana’s back to pull her close, kissing down her throat until I heard a breathy gasp. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Taking her hands, I placed them at my collar. “Take my shirt off.”
    

    
       
    

    
      She nodded, her breath caught in her throat as she worked the buttons. Her slender fingers were trembling. 
    

    
       
    

    
      This was the rush I absolutely loved—the power. Giving a woman precisely what she wanted, but my ability to have total control was still a satisfying feeling every single time.
    

    
       
    

    
      When she finished with the buttons, she pushed the shirt open across my chest, slipping it down my shoulders. I helped her slide it down my arms and tossed it on a chair in the corner.
    

    
       
    

    
      Taking her hands again, I placed them on my pecs, watching a faint blush touch her cheeks. “Tonight, this body exists only to bring you pleasure. Is that what you want, gorgeous?”
    

    
       
    

    
      Her chin tipped up and down as her eyes raked over every muscle, every dip in my shoulders. Then her fingers skimmed down to trace over my abs.
    

    
       
    

    
      It was worth every hour spent in the gym to have women lose their minds over this body. Not that my ego needed even more of a boost.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Close your eyes,” I commanded softly.
    

    
       
    

    
      I love how immediately she obeyed me.
    

    
       
    

    
      Reaching down, I slipped my hands under the edge of her short dress, caressing her thighs. I took hold of the silky fabric, pulling it straight up. Shana raised her arms, allowing me to pull the dress off completely. She stood back, biting her lip nervously.
    

    
       
    

    
      “You’re breathtaking,” I murmured. “I’m going to lose myself in you, baby.”
    

    
      
    

    
      My cock was already pretty hard, but feeling the tremor that ran through her turned my length to steel. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I didn’t know what it was about this sweet young woman, but my usual perfect control felt like it was slipping already. 
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Shana *
    

    
      
    

    
       
    

    
      I’d never been hypnotized before, but Duke’s voice was making me crazy. It already felt like I was falling under his spell, somehow.
    

    
       
    

    
      On the drive over, I wasn’t sure whether I could actually go through with it. But the second I looked into Duke’s eyes, I was all in.
    

    
       
    

    
      I’ve never wanted a man as much as I wanted him. Not even Greg.
    

    
       
    

    
      I would never breathe a word of that to my husband, of course. And since this little adventure was entirely his idea, I could enjoy myself one hundred percent guilt-free.
    

    
       
    

    
      Standing in front of Duke in nothing but my lingerie, I shivered as his eyes, then his hands skimmed over every inch of my body.
    

    
       
    

    
      He sank to his knees, his mouth gravitating to the center of my panties. He took hold of my thighs, spreading my legs and pulling my body into position.
    

    
       
    

    
      I loved being manhandled, but by a stranger? He was about to find out precisely how much that turned me on. He pulled at the top of the fabric, working the flimsy material against my skin.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Already wet for me. Good girl.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Jesus Christ, I had no idea why that made me so hot.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Take hold of my shoulders. Ride my tongue until you come. Now.”
    

    
       
    

    
      My hands latched onto the broad shelf of muscle on either side of his neck, as his thick fingers pulled my panties aside. He teased my clit for a moment while my thighs shook against him.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Easy, baby,” his growly voice murmured. His hot breath against my bare, wet flesh made me melt.
    

    
       
    

    
      His finger flickered against my clit so lightly, as if he were testing what I liked.
    

    
       
    

    
      I was too shy to tell him that he could do absolutely anything he wanted to me. Strangely, I wanted to please him even more than I wanted to please my husband, who was staring intently at us from the other side of the room.
    

    
       
    

    
      I’d gone so long without an orgasm that the energy was already building. When he took his finger away, I actually whimpered.
    

    
       
    

    
      Those dark eyes looked up at me with a smirk that showed that he enjoyed my discomfort. He was a tease. A tease who enjoyed controlling me as much as I wanted to be controlled.
    

    
       
    

    
      Without warning, his hands slipped up, tearing my panties off and throwing them aside. Draping my leg over his shoulder, I balanced on one high heel as his tongue glided all the way through my crease.
    

    
       
    

    
      My squeal reverberated around the room as I clutched the back of his head. I was practically sitting on him, which seemed to amuse him.
    

    
       
    

    
      Duke’s eager mouth devoured my pussy, lapping and sucking at every fold of skin until I couldn’t see straight.
    

    
       
    

    
      I’d never tried to have a climax standing up before, and certainly never with a total stranger. Yet I could already feel that the release that was coming was about to hit me with the force of a hurricane.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Obey me,” he growled softly, staring up at me. “Ride my tongue and make yourself come. Now.”
    

    
       
    

    
      I stared down at that gorgeous, rugged face as he placed his tongue flat against the surface of my clit. Then he froze.
    

    
       
    

    
      I was so close already that my body took over without thought. Shifting my hips, I began to shimmy, rubbing myself against him shamelessly.
    

    
       
    

    
      Oh God, the heat. The pressure. Everything was so perfect.
    

    
       
    

    
      I couldn’t even think about the fact that we were being observed. There was no way I could tear my gaze from Duke’s. His eyes crinkled as he smiled slightly, giving me a half nod of encouragement.
    

    
       
    

    
      Just as I was about to lose myself completely, his hands skimmed up the back of my thighs and smacked my ass hard. That tiny bite of pain sent me hurtling over the edge.
    

    
       
    

    
      With a strangled cry, I came in a blaze of fireworks, still frantically rocking against his tongue.
    

    
       
    

    
      I would have collapsed, but Duke didn’t let go, scooping me in his arms as he laid me across the enormous bed. He made me feel light as a feather. Next to him I felt tiny, making me realize once again that he could do absolutely anything he wanted with me.
    

    
       
    

    
      Duke reached under to unfasten my bra, slipping it off and throwing it aside. “Beautiful,” he murmured, as his lips wrapped slowly and deliberately around my nipple.
    

    
       
    

    
      He seemed to approve of my twitchy gasp. My entire body was still tingling from the force of that climax, but the lust was turning back into anticipation as I realized what was next.
    

    
       
    

    
      Duke stood up, staring into my eyes as he kicked off his shoes and socks. My thighs clamped together and my fingers twitched as he unfastened his belt, laying it deliberately on the bedside table.
    

    
       
    

    
      As his pants and shorts came off, I heard a strange whimper that must have been me.
    

    
       
    

    
      I’ve never seen a cock that big before. I don’t know how he thought that was ever going to fit inside me.
    

    
       
    

    
      No wonder he made me come so hard, to make sure that I was nice and juicy for him. But it was going to take more than that.
    

    
       
    

    
      I would have to be very open-minded, and remember how much I loved the bite of sexy pain.
    

    
       
    

    
      When I was being flogged, I fell into a different headspace, that freed my body and mind from anything beyond pure sensation.
    

    
       
    

    
      Hopefully I could do that again now. Because I wanted nothing more than that enormous, thick, juicy cock buried inside me.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Duke *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Shana was so cute and nervous that she was hitting every single one of my buttons. She also had the most delicious, perfect pussy that I’d ever seen or tasted.
    

    
       
    

    
      This 
      wasn’t
       work. This wasn’t just my job. This was an absolute fucking delight.
    

    
       
    

    
      The only slight problem is that I knew I was a hard man to take, physically.
    

    
       
    

    
      A lot of women were size queens in theory, but not in reality. I’d actually had a woman take one look and say, “No thank you.” I had to admit, it was the most enthusiastic hand job I’d ever received.
    

    
       
    

    
      But Shana was very fine-boned. Her hips were narrow. Greg was at least three inches shorter than me, with a much smaller build. He was probably plenty big for her.
    

    
       
    

    
      I was definitely going to be too much. I couldn’t help that I was so aroused by that. 
    

    
       
    

    
      Shana stared at me, clearly nervous. I’d find a way to relax her, but first, I couldn’t let those juicy lips and open mouth go to waste.
    

    
       
    

    
      I pulled her by the shoulders to hang her head off the edge of the bed, slipping just the head of my cock into her soft, wet mouth. Instantly her hands gripped the rest of my length, covering the skin that she couldn’t possibly fit inside.
    

    
       
    

    
      Damn, the sweet girl was so enthusiastic. So damn horny.
    

    
       
    

    
      Gently gripping the back of her hair, I thrust carefully, moving just a few inches in and out of her irresistible lips.
    

    
       
    

    
      I’d learned in my profession to glance without moving my head at all, which allowed me to watch Greg staring at us without him noticing.
    

    
       
    

    
      To be honest, I was shocked that he wasn’t naked with his dick in his hand already.
    

    
       
    

    
      He stared at my erection gliding in and out of his wife’s lips, as his own hard-on stretched his pants to a comical degree.
    

    
       
    

    
      Then her tongue fluttered just under the ridge of the head of my cock, and I had to snatch it from her lips.
    

    
       
    

    
      “You’re too hot for your own good, baby,” I said gruffly, pushing her back to the center of the bed.
    

    
       
    

    
      Crawling slowly, I kissed my way along her body, pausing to nip at her inner thigh. I sucked on her hip bone, deliberately leaving a mark that she’d be thrilled to find tomorrow. Her breasts fit so perfectly in my large hands, as my thumbs skimmed over her nipples until she gasped.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Is your cunt still nice and juicy for me?” I asked. My hand dragged down her belly, then I plunged my finger inside her.
    

    
       
    

    
      She was so wet, and so responsive. Her body twitched and bucked just from my finger.
    

    
       
    

    
      Watching the excitement in her eyes was like being stabbed in the chest with bliss. It was almost hard to breathe, realizing that I was about to sink my length into this perfect girl, with the perfect pussy.
    

    
       
    

    
      Pulling my finger away, my palms raked over her skin again as I brought my lips to hers. She kissed like a dream. Like a fantasy come to life. Which, to a large extent, she was. For both of us. 
    

    
       
    

    
      Her delicate fingers skimmed along my arms as I reached down to drag the thick head of my cock through her wet valley. Slowly I stroked up and down, moistening my skin with her juices and bumping up against her clit with every pass. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Shana whined and quivered against me, eager for more. Her tongue twined with mine, vibrating with her little moans and cries.
    

    
       
    

    
      I loved that she was so expressive. Hopefully, that would make it easier for me to be careful. Even though I didn’t want to be.
    

    
       
    

    
      I dragged my mouth along the curve of her neck and murmured, “Tell me what you want, baby.”
    

    
       
    

    
      She could hear that it was a command. I could feel her excitement and had to admit it felt incredible that she didn’t look over to the couch beside us once.
    

    
       
    

    
      Squeezing her luscious tits until she whimpered, she stared up into my eyes with an earnest intensity.
    

    
       
    

    
      Then she licked that plump bottom lip, driving me crazy. Dragging my shaft over her clit, I could have made her come again just from that light pressure.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Tell me,” I insisted. “I need to hear you say it, Shana.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Rubbing against her more firmly, her eyes glazed over as her fingers gripped my arms. “You…” She managed to whisper.
    

    
       
    

    
      I wondered whether she wanted her words to be our little secret, so I lowered my ear to her mouth, blocking Greg’s view.
    

    
       
    

    
      “I want you to… Fuck me. But please be gentle.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Hearing her beg for me made my cock throb. “Of course, baby.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Rubbing my cock through the soaking valley of her pussy, I could feel the tension between us darting back and forth. Growing with every kiss, every touch.
    

    
       
    

    
      I carefully positioned the thick head just barely inside her delicate little lips. Pressing slowly, I watched her eyes.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Here you go, gorgeous,” I groaned as I sank inside just an inch.
    

    
       
    

    
      Fuck, she was tight. But it was so much more than the physical sensation. The way she looked up at me was magical. She was so desperate to be overpowered.  
    

    
       
    

    
      I took her hands and pinned them beside her head as I sunk deeper.
    

    
       
    

    
      “I know that you’re a good girl who can take the whole thing,” I murmured against her lips. “You need me to stretch you open, don’t you, baby?”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yes,” she confessed raggedly. Her hips shifted slightly as if she was hoping to make more room in her tight tunnel.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Breathe, baby,” I commanded, loving the way she obeyed immediately.
    

    
       
    

    
      As I slowly sank deeper, taking cautious strokes, her silky cunt wrapped around me like a glove. My thighs tightened as I pressed deeper. 
    

    
       
    

    
      I could see the twinge of fear in her eyes and pulled back immediately. Instead of strokes, I took tiny pulses into her wet heat. 
    

    
       
    

    
      “You feel amazing, baby,” I breathed into her ear. “Wrap your hands around my neck.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Damn, I love how she obeyed me perfectly. 
    

    
       
    

    
      “Now, if you want more, you pull. If it’s too much, you smack me, and I’ll back off.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Her tiny giggle was so precious. 
    

    
       
    

    
      I pulled back slightly to watch her eyes. “Remember, your husband wants to see you take the whole thing.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Leaning in so that only she could hear me, I whispered, “But fuck him. I need you, Shana. Need to feel this hot pussy all around me. Take a slow breath and let me in, baby. Let me feel you.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Her fingers pulled at the back of my neck, and I pushed deeper, slowly sinking into the most luscious, velvety soft, tight pussy I’d ever felt in my entire life. 
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Shana * 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      It’s too much. Almost. Maybe. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Yet I definitely wanted more.
    

    
       
    

    
      There was a touch of discomfort, but I could feel that Duke was being as careful as possible. Every time he whispered in my ear, I felt my juices flowing more than I ever had in my life.
    

    
       
    

    
      I had no idea why it was so hot that he was murmuring things that Greg couldn’t hear. I didn’t dare look over at my husband, for fear he would see how much I was enjoying myself.
    

    
       
    

    
      Maybe feeling like a slut for my husband was yet another turn-on.
    

    
       
    

    
      Having such a huge, hulking man lying over me triggered every primal urge I’d ever had. The need to be taken so hard I almost couldn’t stand it.
    

    
       
    

    
      Duke’s thickness barely fit inside me as he pushed a bit deeper, as I breathed my way through the incredible pressure. Finally, he was able to sheath at least four inches of his length, taking slow strokes that touched every single nerve inside me.
    

    
       
    

    
      “I can feel that you want more,” he whispered against my ear.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yes. I’m sorry I’m so tight.”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Don’t apologize, baby. This is the most incredible pussy I’ve ever felt.”
    

    
       
    

    
      There’s no way to know if that was just a line or if he meant it. I didn’t even care.
    

    
       
    

    
      His strong hand gripped my hip, shifting the angle as he nudged deeper. “Such a good girl to try so hard to take my cock,” he rasped against my ear.
    

    
       
    

    
      Shifting my head slightly, I breathed, “I want to be a good girl for you. Really, I do.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Did I imagine the tremor that ran through him?”
    

    
       
    

    
      He brought his index finger to my mouth. “Suck. Get it wet.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Damn, those commands were driving me insane.
    

    
       
    

    
      Opening my lips, he placed his finger along my tongue. Staring up at him, I closed my mouth, sucking gently, flickering my tongue around it.
    

    
       
    

    
      After his finger was thoroughly wet, he pulled it out, kissing me hard and deep as the thick strokes inside me grew more urgent.
    

    
       
    

    
      As his hand skimmed down, I assumed he would rub my clit to make me come. Maybe if I were just a bit wetter it would help.
    

    
       
    

    
      To my absolute shock, his long arm reached under to gently massage my asshole. He couldn’t miss the gasp that shook through me.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Relax, baby,” he said. “It said on the questionnaire you don’t want anal sex. But how about just my finger? Just a test?”
    

    
       
    

    
      “I’ve never…” The feeling of him doing such a thing to me it was absolutely filthy. Forbidden. Something not even my husband has ever done.
    

    
       
    

    
      So why did it feel so absolutely perfect?”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Say yes, baby.” His raspy voice was so sexy. “Tell me I’m allowed to massage this pretty little rosebud.”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yes,” I said automatically.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Good girl.”
    

    
       
    

    
      I don’t know why his words burned so fiercely inside me.
    

    
       
    

    
      With his mammoth dick working deeper into my pussy, and his thick finger rubbing gently around my other opening, my entire body was overloaded with sensation.
    

    
       
    

    
      Then Duke kissed me. Really kissed me. With possession. Ownership. So much passion that the sparks flying through me turned into a forest fire.
    

    
       
    

    
      I could feel as my pussy became more slippery, my juices flowing freely as he stroked deeper. The feeling of being opened for his shaft was incredible.
    

    
       
    

    
      For several minutes, it almost hurt. Like a dull ache that wavered between pleasure and pain. But all of the surrounding pleasure knocked it over the edge.
    

    
       
    

    
      Duke reached down with his free hand and spread my pussy lips so that his shaft rubbed against my clit with every stroke.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Good girl, letting me in,” he growled. “Can you feel me sinking deeper into your pussy, baby?”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yes.”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Do you want more?”
    

    
       
    

    
      My fingers tightened around his neck. “Yes. Please.”
    

    
       
    

    
      His thrusts were smooth, plunging a hair deeper with every pass.
    

    
       
    

    
      Then I felt the tip of his head against the end of my tunnel, sending such a shudder through my entire body that I almost didn’t notice for a split second that his finger had plunged inside me to the second knuckle.
    

    
       
    

    
      Squealing against his lips, I could feel his dark chuckle.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Good girl. I knew you could take it.”
    

    
       
    

    
      His finger ground in and out steadily, making me squirm uncontrollably. The pressure in my core was building quickly. It was so intense that I was almost afraid of what was coming any minute.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Fuck,” Duke growled as he shook his head. “I’m trying not to come too fast, baby, but you feel too good.”
    

    
       
    

    
      I could feel his thrusts picking up speed, his powerful thighs and hips flexing. The knowledge that I was making such an incredible man lose control was wild.
    

    
       
    

    
      The way he looked into my eyes was possessive. As if he was proud of being the owner of my body for the moment.
    

    
       
    

    
      “You’re going to come all over my cock,” he growled against me. “You’re going to squeeze me tight and milk every drop deep into your pretty little pussy.”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yes,” I gasped.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Then I’m going to watch your husband fuck you, while you’re still full of my seed,” he rasped, his eyes blazing. “You’re going to watch me while you fuck him. You’re going to tell me with your eyes that you wished it was me still inside you.”
    

    
       
    

    
      I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe. The pressure inside me was the most incredible force I’d ever felt.
    

    
       
    

    
      “And when you come around his little dick,” Duke continued, “You’re going to look me in the eye, and whisper the word ‘Master’ so that I know you’re thinking of me.”
    

    
       
    

    
      I tried to obey and tell him yes. I would do absolutely anything he asked. But his cock was throbbing so hard inside me that the pressure was bordering on the point of pain again.
    

    
       
    

    
      It didn’t matter. The climax hit me like a tsunami, shaking me from head to toe as I screamed wildly while staring up into Duke’s eyes.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Good girl,” he murmured, rocking us faster as he fucked me so deep. “Such a good girl for me.”
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Greg *
    

    
       
    

    
      Shana was easily the hottest woman I’d ever seen, and even after all these years, every time I saw her naked was the sexiest thing ever.
    

    
       
    

    
      But now, watching her body vibrate from the pleasure another man was giving her… I couldn’t take the pressure anymore. Unfastening my pants, I had to grip my length to stop myself from coming with her.
    

    
       
    

    
      When we first started having sex, I was much too big for her. But years later, she was used to my size. Which was perfect for everyday sex, especially since we had it so frequently.
    

    
       
    

    
      The little detail that I could never share with her was that it turned me on to watch her suffer slightly.
    

    
       
    

    
      Watching her eyes widen when my cock was a bit too big for her had driven me absolutely mad with lust. Now I got to watch another bigger man do it for me.
    

    
       
    

    
      I’d never been so aroused in my entire fucking life.
    

    
       
    

    
      Shana came so hard, absolutely skewered on his massive dick as he thrust deep. I couldn’t believe she was allowing him to finger her asshole at the same time, but it had apparently helped her take his length.
    

    
       
    

    
      My wife had always been a bit submissive, needing to please me. Needing to please everyone.
    

    
       
    

    
      But from what I heard of their heated whispers and the way Duke called her his good girl, there was a definite vibe between them.
    

    
       
    

    
      Maybe it was sick, but I liked it. It meant that we’d be coming back.
    

    
       
    

    
      Shana’s spine arched as her luscious tits bounced. I could see that Duke was holding back his own climax. I had to hand it to him, it must have been rough.
    

    
       
    

    
      Duke almost looked like his control was slipping, as he began thrusting deeper and faster into my wife’s glorious pussy.
    

    
       
    

    
      Finally, Shana looked up at him with a half-crazed expression. “Harder,” she gasped. “Please. I need to feel it.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Then I saw Duke’s eyes turn nearly black with desire, free to pound her as hard as he wanted.  From the way his entire body tightened, it was going to be hard. 
    

    
       
    

    
      Leaning back, I stroked my shaft as slowly and gently as possible. This was going to be incredible to watch. 
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Duke * 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Over the years, I’d become a master of my own orgasm by being the master for many women. No matter how sweetly they looked up at me, no matter how beautiful they were with their curvy little bodies squirming under mine, I was always able to find a way to slow down my climax.
    

    
       
    

    
      There was no way in hell it was working this time.
    

    
       
    

    
      Usually, I could go for forty minutes, at least, if we both wanted that. Once I completely sunk into Shana’s gloriously tight twat, I was barely able to hold on for ten minutes.
    

    
       
    

    
      “I can feel your hot little body milking me,” I growled, as my entire body seemed to be rocking faster.
    

    
       
    

    
      Her hands gripped around my neck, pulling me tightly, encouraging me.  Tapping the end of her trembling passage over and over, I could barely hold back the urge to drive even harder.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yes,” she gasped. “Please…”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Please what, baby?”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Please… I need to feel…” she looked up at me with an absolutely desperate cry, “I need to feel you come inside me.”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Don’t worry, baby. That is guaranteed.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Dropping my lips to her ear again, I drove my finger into her hot little ass harder and faster. “I’m not letting go until I feel you come again. I need to explode with your hot little pussy squeezing all around me.”
    

    
       
    

    
      She nodded, looking half delirious.
    

    
       
    

    
      “But you need me to make you harder, don’t you, baby? You’re a bad girl who needs a terrible stranger to fuck you so hard it hurts.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Christ, I didn’t even recognize this voice, or what I was saying. It was crazy.
    

    
       
    

    
      But Shana’s eyes lit up immediately. “Anything,’ she gasped. “I need to please you.”
    

    
       
    

    
      It took every ounce of strength I had to stop my dick from coming right then.
    

    
       
    

    
      I realized that there was no way this could be a one time thing. I had to make damn sure that Shana was brought back to me as often as possible. In order to do that, I was going to have to make sure that Greg had a hell of a show.
    

    
       
    

    
      Shana whimpered as I pulled my finger and cock out at the same time. I laid on my side, spooning her so that her body faced the couch, but her shoulders twisted back to face me.
    

    
       
    

    
      We both moaned uncontrollably as I eased my cock back inside her.
    

    
       
    

    
      This way, I could take her from behind without having to fight the urge to drive into her too hard. Meanwhile, Greg got the whole show of watching his wife’s hot body naked and quivering for another man.
    

    
       
    

    
      It also kept my lips right at her ear. “Touch your clit,” I commanded. “Your new Master needs to feel you come.”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yes,” she gasped.
    

    
       
    

    
      My swollen cock felt even thicker at this angle, and it felt like I was taking her a bit deeper. The animalistic hunger overtook me, and I couldn’t stop pumping quickly and deep in her perfect pussy.
    

    
       
    

    
      I looked down to see her pink-tipped fingers fluttering against her clit. I grabbed her top leg, throwing it over mine to spread her open wide, giving Greg an even better view.
    

    
       
    

    
      With a quick glance, I saw that he was stroking himself gently. Not enough to get off, just enough to help him focus.
    

    
       
    

    
      His eyes were locked on Shana as I bounced her with every thrust.
    

    
       
    

    
      Shana turned her face to mine, looking up at me with those big bright eyes. “Kiss me as I come?” she begged.
    

    
       
    

    
      Fuck, why did she have to beg like that?
    

    
       
    

    
      For the first time in my life, I lost control, grunting wildly as I pounded her harder, harder, much too hard.
    

    
       
    

    
      My balls clenched as I roared against her sweet mouth, plunging every burst of my seed to the very end of her hot little can’t.
    

    
       
    

    
      Growling like a maniac, I didn’t stop. I needed to feel my sweet girl lose herself around me. Needed to feel her pleasure melding with mine.
    

    
       
    

    
      Even though I could already feel the flood of fresh juices beginning to coat my length, it would never be enough.
    

    
       
    

    
      Still pounding her hard and fast, I growled, “Obey me. Come on my cock. Now.”
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Shana *
    

    
      
    

    
       
    

    
      I’d felt incredible satisfaction so many times, but nothing quite like this.
    

    
       
    

    
      I could sense how hard Duke had been holding back, and for him to come just seconds before I did felt like a victory, somehow. Like I had made him so crazy for me that he couldn’t control himself.
    

    
       
    

    
      The thing was, the thing that turned me on the most was that he was controlling me.
    

    
       
    

    
      An ironic cycle. Something that I couldn’t wait to completely exploit the next time we visited this crazy house.
    

    
       
    

    
      His cock pounded me too hard, ramming my tunnel with a force that felt dangerous. I knew that it would ache tomorrow, but right now, it felt so good, so perfect, that my orgasm exploded through every nerve like lightning.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yes, Duke, yes…” I wailed, bouncing my hips back against him as my fingers flicked gently over my clit.
    

    
       
    

    
      The climax swirled through me for the longest time as I felt my pussy clench around him, dripping from both my juices and his hot release.
    

    
       
    

    
      The second he stopped growling and I stopped gasping, our lips met again in a desperate, hungry kiss.
    

    
       
    

    
      I could hear shuffling from the couch but couldn’t even look to see whether Greg was coming as well, or whether he wanted his turn.
    

    
       
    

    
      Duke’s steamy whisper in my ear made me feverish. “I don’t know how I’m going to control myself, watching him fuck you. Remember who your real Master is now.”
    

    
       
    

    
      I nodded, still twitching as he eased his length from my dripping pussy.
    

    
       
    

    
      Collapsing flat on my back on the bed, he kissed me gently, then gave me a wink. “Have fun, baby.”
    

    
       
    

    
      My eyes didn’t leave his until he was seated on the end of the couch. But I gave my head a shake, looking to where Greg sat on the edge of the bed. He was naked, hard as rock, and staring at me with a heat I hadn’t quite seen before.
    

    
       
    

    
      He gently stroked my calf as he asked, “How do you feel, sweetheart? Do you want round two?”
    

    
       
    

    
      My chin had barely tipped all the way up and down, then he was on top of me, spreading my legs wide as his rigid length slipped inside.
    

    
       
    

    
      As I gripped the back of Greg’s shoulders, I could feel the deep shudder that ran through him. I didn’t know whether I was a bit less tight, or so incredibly wet, but he was wildly aroused.
    

    
       
    

    
      It was a great relief that he was noticeably smaller than Duke, as his grinding and pounding was full force right away.
    

    
       
    

    
      Greg buried his face in my neck, grunting, “You’re so fucking hot, baby. I’m sorry – I can’t control myself. Watching you with him was unbelievable.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Glancing over to Duke, he was sprawled leisurely across the couch, trailing his palm up and down his semi-hard shaft as he blew me a kiss.
    

    
       
    

    
      Greg kissed me with that wild passion we’ve had since our first date. Yet there was so much more.
    

    
       
    

    
      I knew that watching me with another man would crank his libido into high gear. But this was crazy. The way he fucked me so frantically, so desperately, I thought I was going to melt from his heat.
    

    
       
    

    
      It was completely illogical that it was even hotter now that we were being watched.
    

    
       
    

    
      Greg kissed and bit along my throat, giving me a chance to look over to where Duke was stroking his length while staring straight at me.
    

    
       
    

    
      It was so wrong to stare into his smoky eyes while my husband buried himself inside me. It was wrong that I was already thinking of our next visit. But from the way Greg seemed so frantic, he was definitely going to want to come back as well.
    

    
       
    

    
      Suddenly I was empty, whining from the loss of the deep pressure inside me.
    

    
       
    

    
      Greg arranged me on all fours, facing Duke directly as he rammed his cock back inside me.
    

    
       
    

    
      “It’s okay, Shana,” he breathed into my ear. “I see how hot you are for him. I don’t mind.”
    

    
       
    

    
      That was a relief, because I couldn’t stop staring at Duke, loving the way he touched himself in my honor.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Fuck, I’m not gonna last,” Greg grunted, standing up on his knees as he took hold of my hips, grinding his shaft deeper and deeper.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Do you think our girl would be just as beautiful with a cock in her mouth?” Duke growled.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yeah, Shana, suck his cock. He’s being such a good host.”
    

    
       
    

    
      My mouth was open wide before Duke even took the two steps toward me. My tongue flickered across the tip of the head, sucking down the few drops of pre-cum.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Easy, baby,” he murmured, as I found the right angle to take at least three inches of his length into my mouth.
    

    
       
    

    
      As hard as Greg was fucking my pussy, Duke took my mouth gently, staring down into my eyes with a passion I couldn’t make sense of.
    

    
       
    

    
      “You’re too gorgeous, baby,” Duke murmured. “Open wide and be my good girl.”
    

    
       
    

    
      He had said that loud enough for Greg to hear, but neither of them seemed to care.
    

    
       
    

    
      Even though my moans were muffled by the massive appendage in my mouth, the vibrations seemed to be turning Duke on even more.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Good girl. Swallow every drop.”
    

    
       
    

    
      I’m not sure whether he understood the vibrations of my moan as I half mumbled, “Yes, Master.”
    

    
       
    

    
      Greg’s fingers dug into my hips as he thrust faster, rougher, as Duke’s luscious cock throbbed, filling my mouth with his come.
    

    
       
    

    
      I swallowed as hard as I could, only spilling a drop or two.
    

    
       
    

    
      After licking my lips, I looked up to see his handsome smile as he stroked my hair. “Well done, baby. Your turn to come once more.”
    

    
       
    

    
      He took hold of me under the shoulders, leaning me up and then back so that Greg was seated on his knees with an arm around my waist, ramming up into me.
    

    
       
    

    
      My legs were spread wide, as Duke’s fingers immediately found my clit.  He fisted the back of my hair possessively, dragging my lips to his as he kissed me roughly.
    

    
       
    

    
      Greg’s shaft was swelling impossibly inside me as I felt him about to release any second.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Come for me. Now.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke’s breath against my lips, and his quick, perfect fingers were shockingly intimate, as if we were having a private moment while my husband fucked me.
    

    
       
    

    
      It didn’t matter what else was happening. My body had no choice but to obey Duke’s commands.
    

    
       
    

    
      My body jerked as the climax hit me, sending me into a euphoric spiral that left me breathless and dizzy. Just as I peaked, I felt Greg grip me harder, groaning as he emptied his wet heat inside me.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Good girl,” Duke murmured, releasing my hair as he kissed my cheek. “Such a beautiful good girl.”
    

    
       
    

    
      The two of them laid me on my back, lying on either side.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yes, she really is,” Greg said, leaning in to give me a light, sweet kiss.
    

    
       
    

    
      Duke’s hand ran along my hip and thigh, as Greg lazily caressed my breast.
    

    
       
    

    
      It was completely comfortable—two men, sharing me. One of them was my husband, the other one a hired professional. Sure, it was weird. But it felt so right.
    

    
       
    

    
      “How do you feel, baby?” Greg asked, observing my expression.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Exhausted but amazing,” I smiled.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Good. I’ll pick up takeout on the way home, then I’ll put you in a bubble bath as soon as we’re home, all right?”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Sounds good.”
    

    
       
    

    
      “I’ll be right back.” Greg darted into the adjoining washroom, leaving me to look up at Duke.
    

    
       
    

    
      He remained silent for a moment, just staring at me with that strange intensity.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Shana, you’re going to figure out how to talk him into coming back here as often as possible, aren’t you?”
    

    
       
    

    
      “Yes.”
    

    
       
    

    
      “And if he suggests taking turns with the other two guys, you don’t really like the look of them from the website, do you?”
    

    
       
    

    
      I shook my head, unable to stop my giggles. “Yes, sir.”
    

    
       
    

    
      He was already jealous. He wanted me for himself. I didn’t know why that sent tingles through me.
    

    
       
    

    
      “Good girl. I’ll see you soon.”
    

    
       
    

    
      After one more long, seductive kiss, he grabbed his clothes and left the room.
    

    
       
    

    
      I knew I should get up and get dressed, but I needed at least one more minute to lie still and revel in the fact that with a husband and a secret stud, I was the luckiest woman in the world.
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