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I moaned, unable to contain my desire any longer. "Fuck me, baby," I begged, my voice strained with need. "Take me from behind, just like this. Please, fill me with your hard cock!"

My feet hit the floor, and I swiftly spun around to face the desk. Leaning over, I braced myself on its edge with folded arms, gazing back at him with a fiery hunger in my eyes. The man towered over me, his muscular frame pulsing with impatience as I

gyrated my ass impatiently.

Closing the gap between us, he used one hand to guide the head of his throbbing member to the entrance of my dripping core. With one hard push, he buried himself deep inside of me.

"Yes! Oh God, yes!" I screamed, feeling every inch of his long, thick shaft stretching me to my limits. "Give it to me, lover! Thrust that glorious cock into me harder and deeper! Fuck me until I can't take it anymore!"

He chuckled, clearly enjoying the intensity of my pleas for more. His unrelenting thrusts pushed me deeper into a frenzy of pleasure. The sheer size of his cock overwhelmed me as it invaded every inch of my tiny pussy, leaving me gasping for air and begging for more. His insatiable hunger consumed me, driving us both to the brink of ecstasy.

"Oh yes," I cried out, panting between each word. "I need you so much, honey. I want you to take me hard and deep. Fill me until I can't walk anymore! I'll be your dirty little slut, just please, never stop!"

He relentlessly pumped his monstrous member inside of me, filling me with an insatiable desire for more. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure throughout my body, overwhelming me with his unquenchable thirst for my body.

As we moved together in a sensual dance, the room spun around us, blurring into a hazy background. Our bodies were perfectly synchronized, every move mirroring the other's as if we were one being.

My senses were overwhelmed by the sensations of pleasure and desire as the massive cock inside me moved in and out, filling me with ecstasy and driving me to blissful surrender. Every nerve in my body was electrified, igniting with each thrust and withdrawal, until I was lost in a world of pure physical pleasure.

My pussy clenched around his cock, hot and wet, as I bucked back against him in rhythm with his thrusts. The ecstasy was overwhelming, and I knew I wouldn't be able to hold on much longer.

"Cum on my cock, baby," I heard him moan, his voice low and gravelly. "Cum on my big cock now and let it all out. Let your dirty little secret be known."

I'm jolted awake, panting, slick with sweat—the echo of a carnal dream clinging to my skin like morning dew. The man from my dreams—a faceless titan—his massive cock plundering me from behind, stretching me deliciously as he claims me with each powerful thrust. My breath hitches at the memory; I'm so close, teetering on the edge of an orgasm that promises to shatter me.

"Damn it," I whisper through gritted teeth; the frustration of waking before the crescendo of pleasure leaves me aching, unfulfilled.

Beside me, Hank lies oblivious, his chest rising and falling in the steady rhythm of deep slumber. He doesn't know about the salacious fantasies that haunt me—a loyal wife with unspeakable cravings. It's not his fault he cannot fill the void of my desires. Love ties us together, but lust... lust is a fickle beast gnawing at my insides.

I love Hank more than I have ever loved anyone else; I can't deny him anything, though—my loving husband who deserves the warmth of my touch. Slipping beneath the duvet, I nudge his thighs apart with a gentle insistence. My fingers trace the familiar length of him, already half-hard in anticipation of my caress. Dear Hank—he's always ready for me.

"Isabella..." Hank stirs, a groggy moan escaping him as I envelop him with my mouth. The taste of him—musky and intoxicating—floods my senses.

I continue to take him in, circling my tongue around the tip of his erection, relishing the way he becomes even bigger and firmer. He may not be long or thick, but he's always as rigid as a steel beam.

"God, Bella," he gasps, hands tangling in my auburn tresses. I look up at him through hooded eyes, lashes fluttering. This is more than mere duty; it's a dance we've perfected over time. My lips and tongue work in harmony, drawing out his pleasure, stoking the fires within me that had dimmed upon waking.

"Please," he breathes, and I understand. It's time to unite our bodies, to reaffirm the bonds of our marriage bed.

Rising above him, I position myself at his tip, lowering slowly until he's fully mounted in me. A sigh escapes my lips as our hips meet—it's not the brutal ecstasy of my dream, but there's tenderness here, a connection that's ours alone. Hank's hands roam over my porcelain skin, igniting sparks with every caress.

"Beautiful Bella," he whispers, and I feel the warmth of his adoration enveloping me. His blue eyes lock onto my emerald gaze, a silent exchange of devotion.

Our movements are fluid, a rhythmic dance as old as time. I ride him, undulating my hips, while he bucks upward to meet each descent. The friction builds, pleasure spiraling, coiling tighter within me.

"Harder, Hank," I urge, daring to chase the vestiges of my dream. And he obliges his grip firmly on my waist, driving into me with a fervor that borders on desperation.

"Yours," I gasp, clawing at the sheets, "all yours."

The declaration seems to unleash something primal in him. His thrusts become relentless, and the torrent of sensation sweeps me along. We move together, lost in the carnal ballet until the dam bursts and pleasure cascade over us both.

"Isabella!" His release comes as a roar, filling me with the essence of his love, leaving me unsatisfied. "I love you," Hank says as he pulls out of me and gets between my legs.

I bless myself; I'm going to get my pussy eaten by the master. Hank's prick might not satisfy me, but his fingers and mouth can.

My body trembles with anticipation as I await his skilled tongue on my most intimate parts. I am ready to surrender completely to his expert ministrations, eager for the overwhelming bliss that awaits me.

Hank's breath was warm against my sensitive flesh as he lowered his face to my core. "Mmm, Bella, you taste so sweet," he whispers, his fingers lightly tracing the delicate skin around my entrance. I can't help but moan softly as he begins to kiss and lick my inner thighs, teasing me mercilessly.

Every ounce of self-control vanishes as his skilled mouth works wonders on me, sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body. I can't contain the noises that escape from my lips; they're a mix of ecstatic moans and pleas for more. His tongue probes deeper into my pussy, finding all the right spots to send me into a frenzy.

With each lick, each thrust of his fingers, I feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge. A desperate need to cum takes over me, and I find myself begging for release.

"Oh God, Hank, yes, right there!" I cry out, arching my back as my climax hits me like a freight train. My entire body convulses, every nerve ending igniting with pleasure. My pussy clenches around his fingers, squeezing them tightly as wave after wave of ecstasy washes over me.

I can't help but let out a scream of pure, unadulterated pleasure. But Hank knows me; he knows how to play me, how to make me cum multiple times in a row. His fingers continue to work their magic, sending me into another powerful orgasm. My body trembles from the intensity, and my heart races as my body surrenders to the pleasure.

"Yes, yes, yes!" I cry out, my voice is hoarse with passion. "Oh god, Hank, I'm... I'm gonna cum!"

"Cum for me, Bella!" Hank growled, his voice thick with lust. "Let go, and let me take you there."

And with those words, I did. A wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure washed over me, filling every inch of my being. My body convulses violently as Hank expertly works his tongue and fingers, sending me crashing over the edge of ecstasy not once, not twice, but thrice before he flips me around and pulls my ass up.

I feel his cock pushing against me, the head just barely grazing my entrance. I can feel the heat radiating, a warmth only he can provide.

"Please, Hank," I murmur, my body shaking with need. "I need you inside me. Hard and fast! Ram it in like a jackhammer!"

Hank rams it into me and, gripping hard on my hips, starts pistoning into me like a man possessed. The intensity of his thrusts is an animal's raw, primal need.

"Hank, harder!" I cry out.

And he doesn't disappoint. His thrusts become more feral, his grip on my hips tightening as if he's trying to drag me deeper into this carnal dance.

"Yes, yes!" I groan, my body responding to the savage pace he's setting.

He increases his pace, his thrusts becoming harder and faster, his balls slapping against my wet, swollen pussy. My breasts bounce with each powerful thrust; my nipples hardened into sensitive peaks that ache for his touch. I'm screaming his name, pleading with him not to stop, to keep going until we both reach the pinnacle of pleasure.

His thrusts become erratic, his breathing labored. I can't remember the last time I felt this alive, this connected to someone. It's as if we're two separate souls merging into one, fueled by our shared desire and need for each other.

I can feel his cock twitching as it spurts into me, filling me with the essence of our love. His seed feels like a potent elixir, a symbol of the passion that binds us together.

Our bodies collapse onto the bed, spent and satisfied. I lay in Hank's arms, our hearts beating in rhythm, still connected by our intimate bond. I close my eyes, feeling the afterglow of our lovemaking. I sigh contentedly, knowing that even though our lives are filled with passion and desire, there is nothing quite like the warmth of my husband's love.

"I think we have to get off the bed," Hank said.

I sighed, "I know, we have dinner today."

The sun had barely risen when I stepped into the grand kitchen of the palace. The head chef barked orders at his team, and the aroma of sizzling bacon filled the air. I inspected every dish served that evening, from the creamy lobster bisque to the tender beef Wellington, ensuring each was up to my standards.

Meanwhile, a team of maids and butlers scurried around me, dusting every inch of the opulent dining room and setting each table precisely. I checked and rechecked each place setting, ensuring that each goblet gleamed and each piece of cutlery was perfectly aligned.

As the day wore on, I ensured every last detail was taken care of – from the imported champagne chilling in buckets of ice to the hand-written menu cards placed at each seat. I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride as I oversaw everything; after all, this dinner was not just for our esteemed guests but also for my husband Hank and myself. And it needed to be flawless.

The dinner commenced as planned; the guests were in awe of the lavish spread before them, their eyes widening at the sight of the extravagant menu. I took my place next to my husband, Hank, wearing my finest gown, the vibrant fabric colors shimmering under the chandelier's glow.

As the evening
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