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With a wide grin and a familiar thrill of
excitement, Danny sinks to his knees.

Samuel reaches for him as he settles, gentle
fingers sliding through his hair before clenching into a tight
fist. Danny's pulse races and his breath catches in his chest. His
mischievous smile vanishes, replaced in an instant by a too-honest
expression of helpless ecstasy. He stares up into Samuel's face,
marveling at the size of the man standing over him—the tall, brawny
strength wrapped up in a sternly beautiful package.

Samuel has always taken Danny's breath
away.

They shouldn't be doing this here. A copse of
trees is hardly sufficient privacy for a rough blow job. Hell, this
is technically a public park, even if it has been
temporarily closed off for a private fundraiser. But Danny's been
waiting for Samuel to touch him. All. Fucking. Day. Samuel could
mount him out in the open for all Danny cares. At this point, he is
too desperate to exercise better sense, and he can tell from the
kindling heat in Samuel's eyes that his dom feels the same.

"Open your mouth," Samuel growls, pulling
Danny's hair in emphasis.

The sting at his scalp makes Danny's eyes
water, and he obediently drops his jaw. At the same time, he
reaches back to clasp his hands behind him. What he wouldn't give
for a pair of handcuffs in this moment, but he will make do. Follow
the rituals despite the lack of accessories. He has always been
adaptable.

"Good boy," Samuel rumbles, opening his fly
with his free hand, drawing his cock out in Danny's direct line of
sight. The silky length already stands rigid with arousal.

Danny licks his lips as his mouth waters.

"Are you going to behave and let me drive?"
Samuel murmurs in a voice far gentler than the hand still clenched
in Danny's hair.

Knowing better than to close his mouth or
speak, Danny keeps his jaw relaxed and nods enthusiastically. When
Samuel feeds the blunt tip past his parted lips, Danny remains
passive. No leaning forward to take more. No tracing the slit with
his tongue in search of the bitter-salt taste he adores. No
hollowing his cheeks to offer pleasurable suction.

He simply kneels there with his mouth open, a
hole waiting to be filled.

Samuel's hum of approval is all the praise he
needs, and when the stiff length thrusts suddenly, ruthlessly
forward, Danny relaxes his throat and does his best to take it.

The effort is hopeless, of course. That's the
point. He is not supposed to be good at this. Samuel enjoys making
him choke and cry, almost as much as Danny adores doing those
things. Which means there is a glorious synergy in the way Samuel
immediately overwhelms him, cock driving deep into Danny's throat
without warning or mercy.

Danny immediately gags around the intrusion,
and only long practice stops him from trying to jerk back from the
assault. His body can't adjust to the immediate pounding rhythm—he
can't quiet his wet, wounded gurgling of involuntary protest—but at
least he can remain kneeling obediently on the grass while he is
used. An illusion of stillness. Tension pulls through him,
stiffening his own cock, speeding his pulse. And all the while, he
sputters and struggles with his obstructed airway.

It's the best sort of torment. Tears well up
and sting Danny's eyes, then fall to join the slick mess Samuel is
quickly making of his face. He's crying so hard he can't see
anything beyond blurry colors, and he sobs aloud between thrusts,
an involuntary sound.

Of course, it is exactly the sort of sound
Samuel most loves from him—and Danny isn't surprised when the next
moment brings an even more brutal pace. Samuel's free hand wraps
around the base of his skull, beneath the fist still twisted
painfully tight in Danny's hair. This provides exactly the
additional leverage necessary to keep Danny still for the
increasingly forceful slam of a thick cock down his throat.

It seems to go on forever. Samuel is a man of
powerful stamina, and Danny closes his eyes to ride out the endless
slide and shove across his tongue, the thickness repeatedly filling
his aching throat. He is distantly aware of cool dampness seeping
into the knees of his pants, grass crushing wetly beneath him,
birdsong and crickets trilling close by. Beyond this little
shadowed corner of the woods, Danny can hear people. Dozens of
people. Maybe hundreds. Going about the ostentatious social rituals
of an expensive charity gala.

There's no way Danny will be able to rejoin
the party after this. Good riddance though. He's never enjoyed this
kind of bullshit event, and he refuses to feel guilty about sending
Samuel back into the lion's den alone when it's Samuel's rough
treatment rendering Danny useless.

A cool breeze caresses Danny's feverish face
as Samuel's pumping hips finally stutter, jerking forward, wedging
the intrusion deep down Danny's throat. Samuel clutches Danny's
head in place, squashing Danny's nose to his belly, trapping and
impaling him while that hot stream of ejaculate spends far down his
throat. Danny shudders and swallows around Samuel, the first he has
allowed himself to be an active participant in his defilement—and
even this is less active participation than involuntary spasm.

When Samuel pulls out, Danny blinks past
tears and stares up into his face. "Thank you, sir." His voice is a
fucked-out rasp.

Samuel lets go of his hair and frames Danny's
face between his hands. A wry smile twists one corner of his mouth.
"I've ruined you for the day, haven't I?"

"Yes." Danny lets amusement curl his
lips.

With an exaggerated sigh, Samuel stops
touching him. "Go on, then. Call a cab. Go home. I'll be there
after the gala wraps up, at which point perhaps we can discuss
whether you deserve an orgasm for your appalling behavior."

Danny only grins wider as he rises to his
feet. "Whatever you say, sir. See you in a couple hours."
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Sam gasps in surprise as his back hits the
grass, Philip's weight settling heavy on top of him. The kiss that
follows is a glorious claiming. Philip's mouth is forceful and
relentless, and Sam enthusiastically submits.

He's wanted this too long—and far too
desperately—to bother denying it now.

Sam can't quite believe he's getting what he
wants here, in the middle of nowhere, on a work-sponsored
camping trip of all goddamn places.

A week ago, he would've said team building in
the wilderness was a terrible idea. Now, with the entire rest of
the team off on an hours-long hike, leaving him alone with Philip
at base camp, Sam has changed his mind. Their clumsy mutual
confessions have improved his mood, sending him into a tailspin of
comprehension.

Philip has been coveting him too. For
months—maybe years—Philip has been watching Sam without saying a
word. All this time Sam's been pining for his boss, and it turns
out he's not alone.

There are dozens of reasons not to indulge
their shared attraction. And they definitely should not do
this here. Their current position is one of relative privacy, a
grove surrounded by trees, and no one is due back until sunset. But
they're still in the midst of restless nature. Hell, the tents are
only a short walk away. They could return to camp and do this
somewhere besides the open ground.

But Sam feels too urgent to relocate, and
judging by the strength in Philip's hands, no self-restraint will
come from his boss either.

When at last the ferocious kiss breaks in
favor of a string of lighter kisses along Sam's throat, he manages
to ask a breathless, "What are the odds you'd be willing to fuck me
right here?"

Philip stills. A moment later he braces one
arm on the ground and peers down into Sam's face. "I can think of a
couple powerful arguments not to do that."

Those arguments are easily anticipated, and
Sam answers, "One, I guarantee you'll only hurt me in ways I like.
Two, we might as well go all-in, since this is gonna get
complicated no matter what. And three, I haven't slept with anyone
since my last clean bill of health, and I know for a fact
you haven't been on a date in over a year."

Philip's eyes continue to bore into him.

Sam swallows hard. "If you've got medical
stuff going on, we can do other things. Otherwise, trust me, we're
good."

There is still every chance Philip will
argue. Sam's request is irresponsible and dangerous. But he
desperately wants a cock inside him, and he trusts Philip to tell
him the truth.

After several agonizing seconds, Philip
rouses to motion. He is a sudden whirlwind, pushing and manhandling
and taking Sam's breath away. By the time Philip settles, Sam lies
completely naked in the soft grass, blinking up at the sky in a
daze.

Philip remains maddeningly clothed, but Sam's
libido is into that
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