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      * Clay *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      As I rounded the corner before gliding my Harley up the driveway of Duke’s enormous mansion, I couldn’t help grinning to myself. I really was one of the luckiest jackasses on earth.
    

    
      
    

    
      My construction business was going so well that I was able to work shorter hours. I had more than enough money for anything I wanted or needed. And now, I had an insane side gig most weekends, fucking beautiful wives while their husbands watched.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d say this was a dream come true, but nobody would be crazy enough to dream something like this.
    

    
      
    

    
      Once the bike was parked, I strolled in the front door to find Duke in the front room with a whiskey. “Hey, man,” he said, pointing to the arrangement of bottles on the shelf. “Help yourself.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I poured myself a small shot, more for flavor than for the kick itself. Although I’d never in my life suffered from ‘whiskey dick’, I certainly wasn’t going to take a chance when a couple was paying top dollar for my services.
    

    
      
    

    
      Plunking down into an easy chair, I asked, “So, has Sarah asked about me?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke tried to glare but burst into a chuckle. Last weekend when Ivan’s appointment had wanted an audience for their little tryst, Duke had called me in to fuck his hot little fling, Sarah.
    

    
      
    

    
      She was incredibly sexy, but not my type. It was more the situation itself that got me going.
    

    
      
    

    
      “She mentioned that she had a good time, yes,” Duke said smoothly. “If anyone ever asks for that sort of party again, I guess we’re all set.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I nodded, sipping my drink.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I saw the application for your appointment tonight,” Duke said, smiling to himself. “Looks like the typical situation. Woman wants it really hard, and the husband isn’t sure how aggressive he should be.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I nodded, enjoying the smooth burning whiskey sliding over my tongue. “Yeah. Then I get to watch them have the hottest sex of their lives.” I nodded to myself. “I honestly enjoy that part.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke’s chuckle filled the large room. “I hear you. It’s almost like we’re official sex therapists or something.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He drained his glass, then stood up. “I’ll be in the basement gym if you need anything. Have a good time.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I always do.”
    

    
      
    

    
      As soon as I was alone, I closed my eyes for a moment, picturing the photo of the incredible beauty who was on her way to me right now.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was hard to believe that Danielle was married already, since she barely looked twenty-three. Maybe twenty-five. Her fresh, dewy skin practically glowed in the photo. She had been wearing a body-conscious purple dress that showed off every curve to perfection. 
    

    
      
    

    
      She had the exact figure that I had always dreamed of. Slim waist and arms, with large breasts, round hips, and a curvy ass. Yet it was the wide-eyed innocence that had struck me the hardest.
    

    
      
    

    
      She seemed like the timid type. Which meant that it was not only my job to fuck her senseless, but to make her realize she is a wild sex kitten just waiting to break out of her shell.
    

    
      
    

    
      I couldn’t wait to make her roar for me.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d been completely revved up for the past three days ever since I saw Danielle’s photo. Aggressive sex was something I craved every single day, but wasn’t always able to partake in. Many women were easily scared or didn’t embrace a tiny bite of pain with their pleasure.
    

    
      
    

    
      Since Danielle was coming here specifically to be taken hard and rough, it was my job to fulfill her wishes.
    

    
      
    

    
      It always worked out for the best when they happened to be my wishes as well.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Danielle *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      As Gary and I drove out to an unusually ritzy neighborhood, I looked down to see my fingers were fluttering. They’d been like that for the past few days, but especially over the past two hours.
    

    
      
    

    
      I must have tried on ten dresses before settling on the one from the photo we had sent to Duke’s private club.
    

    
      
    

    
      I wasn’t sure how Gary had even found the place, but it was likely the safest way to fulfill our fantasy. It would be too awkward to meet someone in a bar or seek out one of our friends. I certainly wasn’t looking for another relationship. Just a massive brute of a man to take me hard, to please both myself and Gary.
    

    
      
    

    
      Maybe that sounded crazy spelled out like that. But that’s what we’d been thinking about for the past year.
    

    
      
    

    
      Once I saw Clay’s photo on the website, my mind was made up. Although I would never admit it to my darling husband, whom I loved completely, Clay was the most gorgeous man I’d ever seen in my entire life.
    

    
      
    

    
      He was massive, tough, with a seductive smirk that almost made me drool on the laptop.  I would’ve pulled up that photo for my own intimate entertainment if we weren’t forbidden from having sex for several days before our appointment.
    

    
      
    

    
      Gary pulled into the parking lot, then we walked up to the front door of the magnificent mansion. “Are you sure?” he asked as his knuckles hovered over the wood.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I said, nodding. “Absolutely.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I was so nervous that I almost wanted to cower behind him as he knocked. But this was one of those opportunities where I could dig deep, and really try to be a less shy version of myself.
    

    
      
    

    
      I was always naturally quiet. It wasn’t until Gary and I were married at least six months before I truly forced myself to come out of my shell sexually.
    

    
      
    

    
      This wasn’t just a time for personal growth. This was an opportunity for complete revolution.
    

    
      
    

    
      As heavy footsteps approached the door, I squared my shoulders and lifted my chin.  I was excited about doing this, so I should let my body language appear confident as well.
    

    
      
    

    
      The door swung open, and those deep brown eyes locked onto mine. The air seemed to leave my lungs with such speed I might as well have been punched.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay was breathtaking. Even taller than I had expected, with shoulders that seemed to take up the entire door frame. His dark hair was just a touch lighter than his photo, and the scruff across his square jaw was a bit thicker. 
    

    
      
    

    
      He wore perfectly cut faded black jeans and a black button-down shirt that was just open enough for me to see a hint of his chest. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Hey there, gorgeous,” he murmured in a low growl. He held out his hand and I reached out automatically, even though I realized my entire body was practically cringing in on itself.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Lock the door behind us,” Clay said to Gary, as he led me to the center of the elegant foyer.
    

    
      
    

    
      Those thick, beefy arms wrapped around me as his palm flattened against my spine, holding me close.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Tell me, my sweet kitten,” he said, staring directly into my eyes, “are you here because you really want to be here?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I nodded. That seductive smile made my knees wobble.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I’m going to make you say it. Are you here of your own accord?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I managed to whisper.
    

    
      
    

    
      “And you want me to grope you, lick you, fuck you till you cry for me to stop?”
    

    
      
    

    
      My mouth fell open as my breath froze in my throat as I realized everything this incredible man was about to do to me. I realized I’d better force myself to speak before he thought I didn’t want him.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I sputtered. “Yes, please.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Those bold, beautiful lips crashed into mine. Clay’s arms tightened around me as I moaned into his mouth.
    

    
      
    

    
      He completely overwhelmed all of my senses. His light, masculine scent seemed to wash over me, making my skin prickle with lust. Although his lips were soft, his energy wasn’t, as he gripped me tight.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re delicious, little kitten,” he murmured. “Let’s go upstairs and get you right and properly fucked, shall we?”
    

    
      
    

    
      He took my hand and led me up the stairs. Glancing back over my shoulder, Gary followed behind with a huge grin on his face and fire in his eyes.
    

    
      
    

    
      I knew that he had been dying to watch me be taken hard for a very long time, and tonight was his fantasy come true. Gary was the only man I’d ever had sex with. Our lovemaking was usually sweet and seductive.
    

    
      
    

    
      But it was also my fantasy. This was clearly going to be a session of primal pleasure.
    

    
      
    

    
      As Clay led me into a lovely cream colored bedroom furnished only with a huge bed and an easy chair. The lighting was warm and golden, showing off the beautiful crown molding and elegant chandelier. But with only two pieces of furniture, there was no mistaking what this room was intended for.
    

    
      
    

    
      My fingers began trembling again. 
    

    
      
    

    
      It wasn’t just my pleasure I was concerned about. I needed to please this giant of a man. I didn’t care that Gary was paying him. I felt like if he was taking an entire evening out of his life to satisfy me, the least I could do was please him in every possible way.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay released my hand and unfastened one more button on his shirt. It almost felt like a hand was closing around my neck as the tension inside me built. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Come here,” he commanded, his lips gliding into a sexy grin.
    

    
      
    

    
      I stood before him, trying not to twitch.
    

    
      
    

    
      Then he looked over my shoulder. “Gary, you’re alright with me banging your wife?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I was glad to see my husband grinning wickedly. “Yes. As much as she wants.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good. Then have a seat and get comfortable.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d always felt close to my husband, but the four feet of distance to the bed might as well have been a moat as he slid into the chair.
    

    
      
    

    
      “That means you’re mine for now, sweet kitten,” Clay said in that rough voice that made me tremble.
    

    
      
    

    
      I don’t know why his tone caused me to jolt. The impulse to kiss him again was driving me crazy, as I felt myself stretching up toward him.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay spun me by my shoulders so that my back was to his chest. He swept my hair to the side to drag his teeth along my neck. His hand lifted my skirt, then slipped inside the front of my lace panties without warning.
    

    
      
    

    
      As his thick finger dipped inside my crease, we both moaned. “I had to check that you’re aroused,” he chuckled darkly. “To make sure that you really want me, and you’re not just obeying your man or something.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I… I want you,” I managed to whisper.
    

    
      
    

    
      He unzipped my dress slowly with his left hand, while massaging my outer pussy lips with the right. My knees became unsteady as my shoulders leaned back against him for support. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Easy,” he said gently, “I’m not gonna let you fall.”
    

    
      
    

    
      As he slowly slipped off my dress, his teeth grazed my skin carefully. I loved that he was already being a bit rough with me, just enough to test the waters.
    

    
      
    

    
      His finger slipped up to my clit, circling several times before slipping away to grip my hips.
    

    
      
    

    
      “This ass is driving me crazy,” he rasped against my ear. “I know I’m not supposed to say this, but you’re honestly the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen. Certainly, the sexiest woman I’m ever going to fuck.”
    

    
      
    

    
      A strange mewling sound escaped my lips as he chuckled against the side of my throat.
    

    
      
    

    
      His thick fingers fumbled with my bra clasp, then pulled it off. He turned me to face him again, and I loved the way he manipulated my body as if I were his toy.
    

    
      
    

    
      Goosebumps prickled my skin as he cupped my breasts, kneading them thoroughly in his palms. I didn’t have to look down to feel my nipples swelling, even before he stroked his rough thumbs across them.
    

    
      
    

    
      I sucked in a breath, trying not to gasp, trying to stay in control. Yet I was clearly trembling from head to toe. His open lips ground into the side of my throat again, as if to absorb my shivers.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Don’t worry, Danielle. I’m going to be rough with you, but if you say the word stop, I’ll stop.” His eyebrow raised on one side as he chuckled darkly. “Although I’m expecting to hear you say ‘don’t stop.’”
    

    
      
    

    
      I loved that he was so cocky. So self-assured with his sexual prowess.
    

    
      
    

    
      Realizing that my hips are moving restlessly from side to side, I forced myself to stand still. I could feel my cheeks burning, just from standing in front of him in nothing but my semi-sheer panties.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay leaned in, trailing his tongue along the seam of my lips before kissing me hard and deep. The touch of those strong hands gripping my ass and hips made me quiver in his arms.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fuck,” he growled, tearing himself away from my lips. “I thought I had the willpower, kitten. Trust me, I’m going to eat you till you come, then fuck you senseless. But right now, if I don’t get those perfect lips around my dick, I’m going to fucking die.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I shrieked as my body was suddenly in the air, landing in the center of the bed on all fours.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay frantically unbuttoned his shirt, throwing it aside as he kicked off his shoes and socks, then slipped out of those sexy worn jeans.
    

    
      
    

    
      Every time he revealed another section of his muscled body, I gasped.  Was it natural to want to run my tongue along the dragon tattoo along his muscled thigh?
    

    
      
    

    
      He must have either done some sort of hard labor most of his life, or lived in the gym. A body like that just wasn’t natural. Especially not the huge shaft standing straight up from between his powerful thighs.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Sweet Jesus,” I muttered, unconsciously backing up on the bed a few inches.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I’m not going to hurt you, kitten,” he murmured. He laid on the bed, propping his shoulders up with a few pillows. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I stared in disbelief as his fist traveled all the way up and down from the base to the thick round head. “This is all yours for the night,” he smirked. “Is my sexy little kitten going to earn her cream?”
    

    
      
    

    
      My mouth fell open as I crept closer, positioning myself between his legs. It was so hard it almost looked angry, and I had to wonder if it hurt. Then I realized that I was the one making him feel this way.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I need to come,” he said roughly. “Right now. I never go for three days without some, and you’re driving me nuts, gorgeous. So either suck it hard so I can come down your throat, or I’m going to jack off on your tits. Your choice.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Nobody had ever spoken to me so coarsely. It didn’t make any sense for his words to make me so hot that my pussy actually began to drip down my inner thighs.
    

    
      
    

    
      Crawling another few inches toward him, I reached out to trail my fingers along the side of his cock.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl. Use both your mouth and hands, and make me proud.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He released his shaft, folding his hands behind his head as he grinned at me expectantly. Somehow instinct kicked in, and I ran my palms up and down the massive pole.
    

    
      
    

    
      Placing my tongue at the very bottom, I licked all the way up to the tip, running my tongue around to catch several juicy drops of pre-come.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fuck, that’s it, kitten,” he groaned. Looking up, his half-lidded eyes told me I was pleasing him.
    

    
      
    

    
      Leaning forward, I found an angle where I could wrap my lips around the head and stroke the length with my hands. He raked the tip side to side over my mouth, then pressed between my lips as I breathed carefully through my nose. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Bobbing up and down, I could only take a few inches into my mouth, but that didn’t seem to matter. Clay’s hips shifted as his hand reached down to trap the back of my neck.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl,” he growled. “Relax and let this nasty bastard come down your throat.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Oh my God, I could’ve come just from those words alone. I honestly wasn’t sure if this massive cock would fit inside me. He was already so possessive and direct with me that I knew he might be genuinely rough.
    

    
      
    

    
      My lips stretched around his shaft as his deep, feral groan echoed around us.
    

    
      
    

    
      As I worked his length steadily, I realized I was eager to taste his come. Eager for him to take me completely. Completely excited for whatever he might do to me.
    

    
      
    

    
      I was so overwhelmed that I actually forgot that my husband Gary was sitting several feet away, watching our every move.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Clay *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      I had no idea what it was about this intoxicating woman that made all of my control slip away.
    

    
      
    

    
      Danielle was so beautiful it was hypnotic. Watching those perfect lips sliding up and down my throbbing dick was a vision that would be burned into my memory forever.
    

    
      
    

    
      I couldn’t believe that she had aroused me so much that I had to change my plan. I knew there was no way she would be able to take my length unless I ate her thoroughly and made her come first.
    

    
      
    

    
      But I also couldn’t work myself into her tight little pussy if I was worried about coming too quickly.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d never had such a strong reaction to a woman before. My senses were so overloaded it almost made me feel fragile for the first time in my life.
    

    
      
    

    
      Danielle’s soft, delicate hands skimmed along my length so differently than my own fist. I rarely bothered having chicks blow me, preferring to plunge right in. But watching her study my reactions and massage my skin so carefully was heavenly.
    

    
      
    

    
      Those innocent eyes made such a lovely picture as her lips traveled up and down my flesh. Her tongue flickered around the head, lapping up a few more drops of my juices as I felt the familiar shift in my balls.
    

    
      
    

    
      Fuck, even in her mouth I was barely going to make it three minutes.
    

    
      
    

    
      My pulse was spiking as I tried not to grasp her hair too tightly. Those perfect lips clinging to my hot skin with every stroke sent pressure spiraling through every nerve.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl,” I choked. “Open wide, kitten. Here it comes.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Those stunning eyes met mine as she flashed a seductive wink. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Instead of speeding up to get me off, she slowed down. Her hands stroked more gently, as her tongue wiggled along my skin almost lovingly.
    

    
      
    

    
      Somehow she managed to stretch the exquisite ten seconds before I came into a full minute of shaking, stunning bliss.
    

    
      
    

    
      Even better than the astounding pleasure was the delighted look of satisfaction in her eyes.
    

    
      
    

    
      She was toying with me. Even though she knew I could pick her up and throw her around like a rag doll, she had the nerve to toy with me. I absolutely loved it.
    

    
      
    

    
      For the first time ever,  I felt a genuine connection with a woman beyond sex. I wanted to know more about her outside the bedroom. I wanted to know how she lived her life. What made her excited, or afraid.
    

    
      
    

    
      Women had always been temporary distractions and amusements, but Danielle had already proven herself to be more.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fuck, baby, please,” I growled as my body finally took over. Seizing the back of her head, I thrust my length into her mouth, pumping quickly, as deep as I could without choking her.
    

    
      
    

    
      Thrusting into her sexy mouth faster, my vision blurred as I blinked hard to lock my stare on those stunning eyes. My entire body felt feverish as she took me deeper, her head bobbing with the faster rhythm I was forcing upon her. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Mmm,” she moaned, as if she were giving me permission to go harder.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Take it,” I heard myself growl.
    

    
      
    

    
      Oh fuck. The world turned white and silver as the pleasure became too enormous to make sense of. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Her soft moan as I came down her throat was the most beautiful thing I’d ever heard. The satisfaction of blasting burst after burst of my release straight into her mouth was intense. I’d never come so hard in my life, and was left feeling off kilter.
    

    
      
    

    
      Danielle sputtered, swallowing as much as she could as a few drops ran down the corner of her mouth. Her tongue darted to lap it up.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Lick it all up, kitten,” I said darkly. “That’s what you get for teasing a man for lusting after you so badly.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I didn’t understand where the dark tone of my voice was coming from. The need to be savage with this woman was unusual.
    

    
      
    

    
      Yet I observed her eyes. Every time I was slightly rough or used a commanding tone of voice, she completely lit up with joy.
    

    
      
    

    
      Maybe we both brought out each other’s dark sides. Perhaps it was one of those uncanny psychic connections. Whatever it was, I wanted more. Much more.
    

    
      
    

    
      Swiping the tip of my cock gently across her bottom lip, Danielle swallowed hard, then actually giggled. Scooping under her shoulders, I pulled her luscious body to lay over mine. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Thank you, kitten. That was incredible.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Really?” she whispered. “I’m always nervous that I’m not very good at that.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Stroking her silky brown hair, I cuddled her into my chest. “The secret to a good blow job is enthusiasm,” I said gently. “I could see in your eyes how much you need me to come for you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Then I tipped her chin up with my finger. “But you slowed down to make me come even harder. Clever little thing, aren’t you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Somehow, even though she had been sputtering on my dick just moments ago, the pretty angel managed to blush. “I just thought… That you’d like it,” she whispered. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “I did.” I ran my hands up and down her back. Bringing my lips to her ear, I breathed, “Danielle, I’ve never come that hard in my entire fucking life. I don’t know what’s going to happen when I get inside your juicy pussy.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I felt a deep tremble run through her as she looked at me with a strange expression.
    

    
      
    

    
      Gently rolling her onto her back, I sucked one of her perfect breasts into my mouth. She looked like a goddess with her hair fanned out across the pillow, her beautiful pale skin like silk under me. I switched to the other breast, raking my teeth around her nipple until she squealed.
    

    
      
    

    
      Dammit, I could feel myself getting hard again already. This women’s sex appeal was unearthly.
    

    
      
    

    
      Bringing myself up on my forearms, I stared down at her, hovering so that our lips were barely an inch apart. “Do you want me to lick your pretty little pussy?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Her adorable smile sent heat prickling up the backs of my arms. “Yes. Please.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “And then I’m going to fuck you so hard that your husband gets scared,” I smiled with a wink. I needed her to know that I was teasing, but something in her expression wasn’t right.
    

    
      
    

    
      Usually, the entire point to these appointments was so that the husband and wife could bond, then have hotter sex together.
    

    
      
    

    
      As I stared into Danielle’s eyes, I realized that for a few minutes she had completely forgotten that her husband was watching.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was normally a huge part of the fantasy. The game. The thing that made this particular night extra special.
    

    
      
    

    
      Somehow, that just made everything a lot more interesting.
    

    
      
    

    
      We stared at each other for a few moments as our breathing slowly shifted. Kissing Danielle gently, I could taste her hunger. Her deep need to fulfill this fantasy completely.
    

    
      
    

    
      Even though I was there to serve her and her husband, I wanted to play with my own fantasies as well. I reached down and slowly slipped off her panties, tossing them aside. My fingers gravitated to her naked pussy, and I chuckled at how positively soaked she was.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Don’t worry, my sexy kitten. I’m going to give you what you need.”
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Flipping her suddenly, I pulled her onto my lap so that she straddled my hips. Feeling her supple thighs against my skin made me achingly aware that I needed relief again as soon as possible.
    

    
      
    

    
      This time I was going to have to keep my head straight. Control myself. Even though I couldn’t believe what this woman had done to me. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “This pretty little pussy is going to come on my face, isn’t it?” I asked, brushing my thumb along her wet slit.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I’ll try,” she said. Her teeth locked onto her bottom lip.
    

    
      
    

    
      “What do you mean?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Um, I’m sorry, but I can’t always come that way.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Let’s just see what happens,” I said soothingly.
    

    
      
    

    
      I could feel how sensitive her clit was, as she twitched every time I brushed it. Perhaps she’d never been eaten by a man who truly adored the female form.
    

    
      
    

    
      The scent of her pussy made my cock even more rigid, but I had to ignore it. Laying flat on my back, I guided her to spread her legs wide, balancing on her knees right over my mouth.
    

    
      
    

    
      Staring up at her, I could have come again just from the site of her perfect smooth flesh—so peachy pink, purely feminine. And for the moment, all mine.
    

    
      
    

    
      Danielle hesitated, so I cupped her curvy ass in both hands.
    

    
      
    

    
      “This is not the time to be shy, kitten. You’re going to rub yourself against my tongue until you get your sweet honey all over me.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She made a soft snicker, not believing me. My palm slapped against her ass just hard enough to make a sharp sound. Staring up into her eyes to gauge her reaction, she loved it.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Obey me perfectly, or be spanked,” I said gruffly. “Your choice.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “What if… I like both?” she whispered.
    

    
      
    

    
      I slapped her other ass cheek, loving her tiny moan.  Then I pulled her down against me, parting the soft, wet flesh as I feasted on her tender cunt. 
    

    
      
    

    
      My deep groan was too loud, but I couldn’t stop it. My palms slipped down to grip the back of her thighs, holding her steady. My balls actually ached from the need to yank her down and thrust my length inside her. Instead, I concentrated on my mission.
    

    
      
    

    
      Inhaling her light honey scent, I glided my tongue along her smooth flesh, exploring and lapping along every nook and curve. 
    

    
      
    

    
      As I ran my tongue up the split of her crease, her ghostly little wail was unbelievably satisfying. Danielle leaned forward, her hands clenched against the headboard as her hips began to rock.
    

    
      
    

    
      As I stroked my tongue straight across her clit, teasing her with light flickers, her thighs quivered around my ears.
    

    
      
    

    
      I increased the pressure steadily, rubbing right against her little button until she shrieked. “Oh my God… That feels too good.”
    

    
      
    

    
      The urge to fuck this perfect woman almost made me dizzy, as all of my blood rushed to my dick. But there was no way I would take my tongue away from her until she screamed my name.
    

    
      
    

    
      Slowly my right hand inched between her legs, circling her entrance with my middle finger. Her tattered little whimper told me that she liked it.
    

    
      
    

    
      Slipping my finger deeper, I groaned as I realized how tight she was. And how gloriously, obscenely wet.
    

    
      
    

    
      One of her hands fell to my hair, massaging my scalp as she pulled gently. “Clay?” Her voice warbled unsteadily. “I think I’m going to…”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Come for me,” I rasped harshly, as I dug my tongue into her clit, flicking across her swollen bundle of nerves over and over.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her sweetness drenched my tongue, soaking my hand as my finger thrust deep. Lapping wildly, I didn’t want to miss a single drop of her pleasure.
    

    
      
    

    
      She obeyed my command, quivering wildly as her entire body seized up. Her back arched as she screamed, “Clay, Clay… Yes!” to the ceiling, pulling my hair and grinding her pussy on my face like a wild animal.
    

    
      
    

    
      I rode out her climax, groaning under her as my own body begged for relief. “Is that what you needed, kitten?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” she choked. “Oh my God.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Her beautiful body was so expressive. I guided her as she collapsed on top of me, curling her against my side.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I’m sorry,” she murmured, “I didn’t mean to cut off your air.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “You didn’t,” I said quickly. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I was slowly getting the impression that her husband didn’t work overtime to please this gorgeous young woman. She had an untapped reserve of lust that had been ignored for too long. I was going to shake every single part of it loose before I let her go tonight.
      





    
    
      * Gary *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      My dick was so hard I thought it might actually snap off and march away.
    

    
      
    

    
      Watching my beautiful sweet Danielle with another man somehow did not trigger a single drop of jealousy. Only curiosity.
    

    
      
    

    
      She had always been sweet and demure, especially in the bedroom. She liked me to take charge, and I did everything in my power to satisfy her. But perhaps I didn’t overwhelm her the way she apparently craved.
    

    
      
    

    
      I was only five foot eleven, with a medium build and a slightly above average cock. I treated her like a princess, giving her everything she wanted. Except for the one thing I couldn’t.
    

    
      
    

    
      When I proposed this fantasy of watching her with a huge tough guy, I thought it would be exciting for both of us. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I didn’t realize it would be the thrill of her entire life.
    

    
      
    

    
      Danielle lit up from the inside when she had been riding Clay’s tongue. I don’t think she’d ever come that hard with me, ever.
    

    
      
    

    
      Yet all I wanted was for my beautiful wife to be happy. If we had to come here once a month for her to be properly taken care of, that would be absolutely fine with me.
    

    
      
    

    
      Shifting uncomfortably, I ran the heel of my hand down my aching shaft through my pants. I couldn’t wait to fuck her while she was so open and juicy from a stranger’s dick.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was insane. It was illogical. And I didn’t care. 
    

    
      
    

    
      My chair was in the perfect position to watch Clay roll on top of Danielle, kissing her breasts as he nudged her legs open with his knee.
    

    
      
    

    
      His hand took hold of his ridiculously massive cock, swiping the head gently through Danielle’s wet folds. She was already squirming with anticipation. Her shapely legs bent up as she spread her knees wider.
    

    
      
    

    
      From the way they were whispering together, I couldn’t make out every word, but I definitely heard Clay murmur, “I’ll be gentle at first, my gorgeous little kitten.”
    

    
      
    

    
      It should have bothered me that he was calling her his. It should have bothered me that the bulbous head of another man’s dick was nudging inside my wife’s tender pussy.
    

    
      
    

    
      Yet all I could think about was the deliriously happy look on her face and the fact that I was going to be enjoying her next.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Danielle *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      My heart had never raced like this before. Clay felt so damn good on top of me, and the pressure of his thick cock already nudging inside my body drove me crazy. My hips were already rocking up against him, trying to pull him inside.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Horny little thing,” he breathed into my ear. “Tell me, kitten, how many men have felt this perfect pussy?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re the second,” I confessed quickly, looking up into his eyes.
    

    
      
    

    
      They glazed over as a seductive smile tilted his lips. “No wonder you’re so fucking tight, gorgeous.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Even though I’d never been so wet and open in my life, his dick was so huge that I had to force myself to relax and let him in.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Easy,” he said, taking small strokes just two inches inside me. “I know you can do it. Just breathe.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Having such a rough guy being so sweet to me was oddly comforting. He pulled out just long enough to wipe his pre-come against my clit, making my heart vibrate. Then he pressed in again, stretching me open as I whined and squirmed under him.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re doing great, kitten,” Clay said softly as he stroked back my hair. “I know you can take it all. I know how badly your hot little cunt wants to make me happy.”
    

    
      
    

    
      It did. I did. So much.
    

    
      
    

    
      As he worked his swollen cock into my snug tunnel an inch at a time, he kissed me with that strange savage hunger.
    

    
      
    

    
      Then he groaned as he sank deeper. “Fuck, baby, I can feel you squeezing me. You’re gonna make me come way too fast.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I could barely make sense of his words, my hips moving to the new rhythm of his long, deep thrusts.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Does that hurt too much?” he asked, watching my eyes carefully.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes. No. It’s… Just right,” I babbled.
    

    
      
    

    
      That handsome smile made my breath catch in my throat yet again.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I love that you’re honest with me, Danielle. So I’m going to be honest with you. I’m gonna fuck this little pussy until it’s raw. I’m going to ram inside you so hard you’re gonna feel it for days. And I’m going to fill you so full of come it drips right down those pretty little legs.”
    

    
      
    

    
      My moan reverberated around the room as my fingers clenched in the back of his hair.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You like the way I talk to you, don’t you, kitten?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Nodding eagerly, I squealed as he tilted my hips, angling even deeper.
    

    
      
    

    
      His lips settled at my ear. “When your husband fucks you, you’re going to be filled with my come. I’m going to be right here holding you. So it’s still going to be me that’s fucking you. Understand?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I tried to nod, but he caught my lips against his, the pressure of his hot mouth echoing the steady thrusts of his throbbing shaft.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay reached down between us to spread my pussy lips so that my clit was rubbing against his shaft with every stroke. “Is that the spot?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yeah,” I gasped.
    

    
      
    

    
      His powerful thighs flexed as he began hammering into me harder and deeper. My body shook from the force as I bounced helplessly. He fucked me as if he were completely out of control. It was the most intoxicating feeling I’d ever experienced.
    

    
      
    

    
      I was being stretched open, hammered hard. Yet he still looked at me so tenderly that I wasn’t afraid for a second. Swimming in a sea of pure sensation, I felt radiantly sexy.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Are you going to come on my cock, kitten?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I buried my face in his neck, groaning as I realized how close I already was. “Yes.”
    

    
      
    

    
      It felt like his wet cock was hitting every single nerve inside me, making both of us swell to create a tighter fit.
    

    
      
    

    
      “How are you this big?” I moaned. “You’re so hard. So perfect.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re driving me crazy,” he growled. “Tell me more.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Looking up an alarm, I realized that I’d been talking more during sex than I ever had in my life. And Clay loved it.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I love the way you fuck me,” I whispered. “I love the way you make me feel so tiny and helpless.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Oh god, he was pounding so hard, bashing into my soft little pussy with wild force. It was incredible, making me breathless as I shook under him.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I can feel your sweet little pussy milking me,” he groaned as his hips ground harder. “Fuck kitten, I need you to come before I do. Please.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Hearing him absolutely beg would have pushed me over the edge if I hadn’t already been there. My head fell back as I looked up at him in wonder.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Clay… Coming…”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, you are. Just for me, baby.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He gripped my right leg, throwing it over his shoulder before he bore down, pounding into me harder, faster until I didn’t know when one scream stopped and the next one began. His cock grazed my clit with every stroke, sending flickers of fire through every nerve ending.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fuck, you are sexy.” Those gorgeous eyes positively blazed into mine.
    

    
      
    

    
      My orgasm seemed to trigger his. The flood of my juices was joined by his hot release deep inside me. I could actually feel the bursts hitting me deeply, making my hips jerk as my fingers clenched restlessly around his neck.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl,” he murmured, peppering my face with gentle light kisses.
    

    
      
    

    
      I stared down and wondered as he pulled his mammoth dripping cock from my body. “How the hell did I fit that whole thing?” I muttered.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay’s laughter was absolutely adorable. “The power of the mind,” he chuckled.
    

    
      
    

    
      I assumed that he would have left us alone so that Gary could have his turn. Instead, he sat with his back against the headboard, pulling me into his lap.
    

    
      
    

    
      He spread his legs wide to get them out of the way, then pulled me into position, so my back was to his chest with my legs spread. I could feel our combined juices dripping down onto the sheets, but surprisingly, I wasn’t embarrassed.
    

    
      
    

    
      For the first time in what seemed like ages, I looked toward Gary. He was stripping off his clothing, staring between my legs as if he were seeing me for the first time.
    

    
      
    

    
      “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life,” he said. “I’m sorry, Danielle, but I’m not gonna last two minutes.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Don’t worry about it, man,” Clay drawled from beside my left ear. “Watching this sexy girl get all worked up gets a man’s motor running.”
    

    
      
    

    
      His hand slipped across my leg, then he began stroking my soaking pussy lips as Gary tossed his clothing aside. “You want more, don’t you, kitten?” Clay murmured in my ear.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      I watched Gary crawl toward me, still as sexy as the day we met, but I’d never seen his eyes filled with such fire. I’d also never seen his cock so big and hard. It was patchy and red, almost as if it were feverish.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay removed his fingers from the inside of my pussy, but latched onto my clit, stroking gently. “Don’t worry, I’ll make her come for you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Maybe it was strange to have my husband kiss me while Clay gently rubbed my clit and nuzzled the side of my throat.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You feel so empty without his dick in you, don’t you, kitten?” Clay purred in my ear.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I heard myself whine.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’ve always been sexy, baby,” Gary said, stroking himself quickly before slowly easing his length inside me. “But that was so hot I almost came without even touching myself.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I gasped as his shaft hit home.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Squeeze him,” Clay murmured. “Squeeze your hot little pussy around that nice cock. Show him how much you appreciate it.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I moaned, automatically clenching to massage Gary’s length.
    

    
      
    

    
      He was already sweating slightly, probably from having to hold himself back for so long.
    

    
      
    

    
      “God, you feel so good,” Gary murmured through our kisses. I realized I was gripping his ass, pulling him deeper.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I love you, baby,” he said, staring into my eyes for a moment. “I promise I’ll fuck you harder if that’s what you want. I’ll spend way more time going down on you. I need to make you happy, baby.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “You already do,” I whispered. “Now… Faster… Please.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Both Gary and Clay increased their pace, making me melt between the two of them.
    

    
      
    

    
      “That’s it, kitten,” Clay whispered. “Squeeze that hot little pussy. Come all around him so he can feel your juices dripping for him.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I obeyed without thought. Clenching my pussy over and over, the pressure built inside me until my head fell back against Clay’s shoulder.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Oh fuck,” Gary choked as I felt my orgasm kick in just before his did.
    

    
      
    

    
      His throbbing shaft ground harder, faster, prolonging my climax until I squirmed and shook between them.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl,” Clay said, nipping at my earlobe.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, our beautiful good girl,” Gary said as he kissed me gently.
    

    
      
    

    
      The men shifted so that I was lying between them, as two pairs of hands gently stroked my skin.
    

    
      
    

    
      “How do you feel, baby?” Gary asked softly.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Amazing,” I smiled. I reached out to wipe a bead of sweat from his brow.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Are you too hot, man?” Clay asked. “I could turn the AC on if you want. Sorry I didn’t think to ask earlier.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Gary chuckled. “I’m good. I always sweat a lot during sex. I know, it’s weird.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “The washroom on the other side of this wall has a shower if you like,” Clay said.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Actually, that’s a good idea,” Gary said. He turned to give me another kiss. “Are you okay here for a couple of minutes?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Of course.”
    

    
      
    

    
      When he jumped up and left the room, closing the door behind him. Instantly I felt pressure between my ass cheeks as Clay’s huge cock came to life.
    

    
      
    

    
      “If you want to ignore that, my gorgeous kitten, feel free,” he said. “But if you want one more quickie, just say the word.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I said immediately, twisting in his arms to face him.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Is this going to be our little secret?” he asked, as his thick eyebrow raised.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I nodded. “Please, I need to come again.” I hesitated, but forced myself to add, “Just for you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I didn’t know why my libido was so out of control, only that I was so desperate to get his thickness inside me again that it almost hurt.
    

    
      
    

    
      But more than anything else, the possessiveness and lust in Clay’s eyes made me need to please him again.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Clay *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      I knew I’d won her over. But she also claimed me in her own perfect way.
    

    
      
    

    
      Possessiveness dug into me like claws as I gripped her thigh, swinging it over my hip to spread her open. Facing each other side by side, I rubbed the head of my cock against her clit several times before slipping inside.
    

    
      
    

    
      She was so wet, so open that it was easier this time. My shaft was already perfectly rigid, but Danielle’s eager moan made it throb inside her silky flesh.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re a dirty girl for doing this without him in the room,” I growled softly, not sure why she made me feel so possessive, even though she wasn’t mine.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I swear I was a good girl before I met you,” she gasped. I pulled her closer, rocking into her tight heaven over and over as she moaned so sweetly.
    

    
      
    

    
      Every rough patch in my entire life was worth it to have brought myself to this perfect moment. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Clay,” she whispered as I brought our lips together, “I’m going to come again on your cock for you. Just the way you like.”
    

    
      
    

    
      My heart felt like it was being stabbed by happiness. It was strange, as my desperation to bring her every ounce of pleasure took over.
    

    
      
    

    
      I slipped my hand between us to rub her clit with my thumb. So soft and wet, her inner muscles squeezing me so perfectly that I could feel everything beginning to clench already.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fast and quiet, kitten. You’re going to come hard for me, and I’m going to fill you up. Then we’re going to tell your husband that he’s bringing you here every month. Isn’t he?”
    

    
      
    

    
      She nodded eagerly. “He’s never fucked me that hard before. I know that he’s going to want to come here again.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl. But only with me. Never the other two guys.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Of course,” she gasped, her voice becoming a high-pitched hum.
    

    
      
    

    
      I couldn’t believe how lost I was in this beautiful girl.  Gripping her against me, her eager whimpers drove me crazy as I thrust even harder.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” she moaned. “Hurt me. Just a little more. Please.”
    

    
      
    

    
      That shocked the hell out of me, but I couldn’t stop now, allowing myself to thrust harder. Danielle’s curvy frame was already trembling as I felt her little tunnel tighten up even more.
    

    
      
    

    
      “That’s it. Come for me, kitten. Quiet now, don’t let your husband hear you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      That was the last straw, apparently. Her eyes blazed as she squealed, shaking violently as she came hard. I silenced her with a kiss, flattening her entire body against mine as I drove into her tight, twitching pussy with everything I had.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fuck, baby,” I growled as her fingernails clawed at my back. “I’m already addicted to you coming all around me.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I rolled us so that I was on top of her, probably crushing her a bit but unable to stop. My hips drove my length harder, faster, as her frantic muffled scream drove me over the edge.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Danielle,” I choked, driving furiously as I came deep and hard, growling as my hot seed filled her perfect pussy again.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, yes,” she choked.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Quiet,” I murmured, trying to pull myself together before I pulled out. “The water just stopped.”
    

    
      
    

    
      We were still breathing hard as I tried to arrange us in the position we had been in when Gary left.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Thank you,” she whispered, snuggling tightly into my arms. “I really needed this.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Anytime, baby. With your husband or without. You call me, and I’ll take care of anything you need.”
    

    
      
    

    
      As she realized I was serious, her soft gasp was cut short by Gary coming back in the room to grab his clothes. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Hey,” he said gently, reaching out to stroke Danielle’s leg. “Are you ready to go, honey? We can pick up tacos on the way home.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Sure, good idea,” she said as she slowly sat up. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Her legs were wobbling slightly as I helped her get dressed. I just threw on my jeans, walking them to the front door. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Shaking Gary’s hand, I said, “I hope that was everything you were hoping for.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Absolutely,” he grinned. He lowered his voice as Danielle slipped her shoes back on. “I’ll see if I can get her to come again soon.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, please do.”
    

    
      
    

    
      As Danielle straightened up, I gave her a polite hug, whispering in her ear, “I’ll be dreaming of you, my sexy kitten.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Her saucy blush told me that she’d be counting the minutes until she was back in my arms. 
    

    
      
    

    
      She likely wouldn’t notice until she got home that I’d slipped my number into her purse. All I could do now was sit back and wait for her call. 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      *** the end ***
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