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Chapter 1

I spotted them the second they walked into the hotel bar. Ryan looked exactly like the type who’d saved up for this, nervous eyes, cheap blue button-down already damp under the arms, shoulders hunched like he might bolt. Lila walked half a step ahead in a simple light blue sundress that clung to her curves. Thirty-two, dark hair brushing bare shoulders, full hips, heavy tits that moved naturally with each step, and the soft belly of a mom who still turned heads at soccer practice. She carried herself like she knew she deserved better than what she was getting at home.

I stood from my stool at the bar, six-four and thick from years of lifting, and shook Ryan’s hand first. His grip was clammy and weak. “Ryan. Good to finally meet the man who knows he can’t handle his own wife.” I kept my voice low and friendly on the surface. His ears turned red. Then I turned to Lila and let my eyes drag down her body slow enough that she felt it. “And you. Damn. Hiding all that under mom clothes every day must get old fast.”

She laughed, a short surprised sound, but her nipples tightened against the thin fabric. Ryan swallowed hard and said nothing.

We took the corner booth. I slid in right next to Lila, my thigh pressed firm against hers under the table. While Ryan flagged down the waitress for drinks, my hand landed on her knee and slid upward without hesitation. Warm skin, then the soft heat between her legs. I cupped her pussy through her panties and rubbed slow circles over her clit with two fingers. She sucked in a sharp breath but didn’t pull away. Ryan’s eyes kept darting down like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

“Tell me why you booked the full eight sessions,” I said, voice low enough the nearby tables wouldn’t hear. “No safe bullshit about ‘spicing things up.’ I want the real reason.”

Ryan stammered through something about wanting more excitement in the bedroom. Lila stayed quiet at first, cheeks flushed, but her hips rocked subtly against my hand. I pushed two fingers under the edge of her panties and inside her, curling them against that spongy front wall while my thumb kept working her clit. She was soaked. “I need to feel wanted,” she finally whispered, voice husky. “Really wanted. Not just quick and over.”

I grinned and finger-fucked her deeper, feeling fresh wetness coat my knuckles. “You’re going to get wrecked. Stretched wide open. Filled until my cum runs down your thighs when you walk out of here. Ryan’s going to watch every second and thank me when it’s over.” Her pussy clenched hard around my fingers. Ryan looked like he might cum in his pants or pass out. Either worked.

I kept working her under the table while we talked details — rules, consent, payment. Every time Ryan tried to speak I curled my fingers harder and Lila’s breath would hitch. By the time the drinks arrived she was riding my hand in tiny movements, trying to stay quiet. I pulled my fingers out slowly, made sure Ryan saw them glistening, and licked them clean right in front of him. “Sweet,” I said. “We’re going to have a lot of fun with you.”

I paid the tab, stood up, and led them toward the elevators like I already owned them both. Lila’s legs were a little unsteady. Ryan followed two steps behind, face burning.

The real session hadn’t even started yet.

The elevator ride up was short and filthy. I pulled Lila against my chest the second the doors closed and slid my hand back under her sundress. Two fingers pushed inside her again while I kissed the side of her neck. She moaned softly into my shirt, hips rocking. Ryan stared at the glowing floor numbers, his cock straining against his pants the whole way.

When the doors opened on our floor I marched them straight to the suite and pointed Ryan to the big armchair. “Sit. Hands on the arms. You stay there until I say otherwise.” He obeyed instantly, breathing hard.

I turned my full attention to Lila. I peeled the sundress over her head and let it drop to the floor. No bra. Her heavy tits spilled free, dark nipples already hard. Soft belly, thick thighs, and a smooth, puffy pussy glistening in the lamplight. I whistled low. “Look at this, Ryan. This is prime married pussy going to waste on you. Spread your legs, baby. Show him what he’s been short-changing.”

Lila sat on the edge of the bed and opened her thighs. I dropped to my knees between them, spread her lips with both thumbs, and dragged my tongue straight up her slit. Salty-sweet and soaked. I sucked her clit between my lips and flicked it while two fingers pumped inside her. Her hands fisted in my hair. Her thighs started shaking within a minute. She came hard on my tongue, gushing, a surprised cry escaping her throat.

I stood up, unzipped, and pulled out my thick, heavy cock. Veins stood out. The head was already slick. Lila stared, lips parted. I could tell she had not seen a big black cock like mine before. “Both hands,” I told her. She wrapped them around me and still had room. “Bigger than anything you’ve had. Go on. Taste what a real bull brings to the table.”

She dropped to her knees and licked the head first, tentative. Then she opened wide and took me in. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the room as she bobbed, gagging softly when I hit the back of her throat. I guided her rhythm with one hand in her hair. “Deeper, princess. Relax that throat. Show Ryan how a proper blowjob looks.” Spit ran down her chin onto her tits. I face-fucked her harder, balls slapping her chin, then pulled out and painted thick ropes across her chest and neck. She rubbed it in like lotion, moaning, eyes glassy.  She definitely knew how to suck a cock.

Ryan was palming himself through his pants, eyes glued to his wife covered in my cum.

I wasn’t finished. I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled Lila between my knees again. “Stroke me while you clean your tits with your tongue.” She did, licking my cum off her fingers and tits while one hand worked my cock back to full hardness. I made her compare me to Ryan out loud. “So much thicker, so thick, dark and long. I can barely wrap my hands around it.”

I let her suck me again, slower this time, teaching her how to swirl her tongue around the head. Ryan watched every second, leaking in his pants. When I felt my balls tighten again I pulled out and added a second load across her tits. Lila panted, covered and shining, looking up at me like she already wanted more.

I wiped my cock on her cheek and stood. “Good start. Bedroom fucking next.”

I pulled Lila up from her knees and laid her on her back on the big bed. Her tits were still shiny with my cum. I spread her legs wide, knees bent, and rubbed the head of my cock up and down her soaked slit. She was dripping, clit swollen, pussy lips puffy from the earlier orgasms. “You ready to get fucked properly?” I asked, voice low.

“Please, Rex,” she whispered. “I need it.”

I pushed in slow, inch by inch, until all nine inches were buried in her pussy, watching her stretch around my thickness. Her mouth fell open in a silent cry when I bottomed out. “So full,” she gasped. “God, I feel you everywhere.”

I started thrusting, steady and deep at first so she could feel every vein. The wet slap of my hips against her ass filled the room. Her heavy tits bounced with every stroke. I grabbed them, pinching and rolling her nipples while I pounded her. “Tell him,” I growled. “Tell your husband how much better this black cock feels than his little dick.”

“It’s so much bigger,” she cried between moans. “I can feel it in my stomach. Don’t stop — right there, fuck!”

Ryan whimpered from the armchair, hand moving fast on his cock. I laughed low and cocky, shifted my hips, and hammered her faster, grinding against her clit on every thrust. Her pussy fluttered, then clamped down like a vice. She came hard, squirting around my cock and soaking the sheets beneath us. I fucked her straight through it, chasing my own release, and buried myself to the hilt when I exploded. Pulse after thick pulse flooded her. I stayed deep, grinding, pushing every drop as far inside as it would go.

When I finally pulled out, a thick white trickle immediately leaked from her stretched hole. Lila lay there panting, legs still spread, a dazed, satisfied smile on her face. Ryan looked wrecked — pants open, hand sticky, eyes wide with shock and arousal.

I wiped my cock on her inner thigh and stood. “Session one complete. You’re going to be sore tomorrow, princess. Wear it like a badge.” I dressed casually, gave Lila one last possessive kiss on the mouth, and headed for the door. “Eight total sessions. By the end she’ll be mine whenever I text. And you’ll be begging me to keep using her.”

I left them tangled on the ruined hotel sheets with my cum still dripping out of her. The first session was done. Lila was already hooked. Ryan was already broken. And we had seven more to go.


Chapter 2

Two nights later I pulled up to their neat suburban house just after dark. Ryan answered the door in sweatpants, already half-hard. Lila waited in the living room wearing a short robe that barely covered her ass. She looked nervous but excited, cheeks flushed. I stepped inside like I owned the place.

“Living room first,” I said. “I want to fuck your wife right where you watch Sunday football.”

I pushed Lila onto the big sectional couch on all fours. The robe fell open. Her heavy tits hung and swayed. I spread her knees wider and ran my hand over her ass, then between her legs. She was already soaked. “Still thinking about my cock, huh?” I teased, sliding two fingers inside her. She pushed back against my hand with a soft moan.

Ryan sat in the armchair across from us, eyes locked on every move. I dropped my jeans, freed my thick cock, and rubbed the fat head up and down her slit. “Watch closely, Ryan. This is how you fuck a woman who needs it.” I gripped her hips and pushed in slow, letting her feel every inch stretch her open. When I bottomed out she let out a long, shaky groan.

I started thrusting, steady and deep, letting my balls slap against her clit. The wet sounds of her pussy taking me filled the living room. I reached around and rubbed her clit in tight circles while I picked up speed. Her heavy tits swung harder. I spanked her ass, leaving a red handprint. “Tell him how it feels,” I ordered.

“So deep,” she gasped. “I feel so full. Your cock hits places he never could.”

I grinned at Ryan over her shoulder. “Hear that? Your wife is already ruined for you.” I fucked her harder, hips slamming against her ass, the couch creaking under us. Lila’s moans turned into cries. I grabbed a fistful of her dark hair and pulled her head back so Ryan could see her face. Her mouth hung open, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. She came hard, pussy clamping down on me, a fresh gush of wetness running down her thighs.

I didn’t slow down. I kept pounding her through it until I felt my own balls tighten. I buried myself deep and unloaded, flooding her with thick ropes of cum. When I pulled out, it immediately started leaking down her leg onto the couch cushion. I made her stay there on all fours, ass up, so Ryan could see my load dripping out of her.

“Round one done on your family couch,” I said cheerfully, tucking myself away. “Bedroom next.”

I carried Lila upstairs to their master bedroom, her legs wrapped around my waist, my cum still leaking onto my stomach. Ryan followed like an obedient shadow. I dropped her on their king bed and stripped the robe off completely. She lay there naked, legs spread, looking up at me with hungry eyes.

I climbed on top and rubbed my cock along her messy slit, mixing our juices. “This is your marital bed, right? The one you share with Ryan?” She nodded. “Good. Tonight it becomes mine.”

I pushed back inside her in one smooth thrust. She was even wetter now, sloppy with my first load. I fucked her missionary, deep and hard, her legs over my shoulders. Her tits bounced with every stroke. I leaned down and sucked a nipple into my mouth, biting just hard enough to make her gasp. “Your husband’s right there watching me claim what’s his. How does that feel?”

“So good,” she moaned. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I flipped her onto her hands and knees, facing Ryan at the foot of the bed. I slammed back into her from behind, one hand on her hip, the other reaching around to rub her clit. The headboard started banging against the wall. I spanked her ass red while I railed her, the sound sharp in the quiet bedroom. Lila’s moans got louder, rawer. She pushed back to meet every thrust.

Ryan stroked himself openly now, eyes glued to where my thick black cock disappeared inside his wife. I locked eyes with him. “This is what she needed. Not your quick little fucks. A real man who knows how to use her.” I reached down and spread her ass cheeks so he could see everything — her stretched pussy, my cock glistening with her cream, my balls slapping against her.

Lila came again, harder this time, almost screaming my name. Her pussy milked me so tight I couldn’t hold back. I buried myself to the hilt and pumped another heavy load deep inside her. When I pulled out, cum poured out onto their sheets.

We didn’t leave the bed after that. I had Lila ride me reverse cowgirl so Ryan could see everything from the foot of the mattress. She sank down on my cock, still sloppy from the two loads I’d already pumped into her. Her heavy tits bounced as she moved. I gripped her hips and guided her up and down, making sure Ryan got a clear view of her stretched pussy swallowing me whole. “Talk to him,” I told her. “Tell your husband what you’re feeling right now.”

“So full,” she panted. “I can feel every inch. He never gets this deep.”

Ryan sat there stroking his pathetic dick, face flushed. I made her keep talking the whole time — how much thicker I was, how her body was already learning to crave this, how she didn’t want Ryan’s cock anymore. Every word made him leak faster. Lila came again, grinding down hard, her pussy fluttering around me. I held her in place and filled her with my third load of the night, thick and hot.

Later, around three in the morning, the room was dark except for the moonlight coming through the curtains. Ryan had fallen asleep on the floor beside the bed like I’d ordered. I woke Lila by pressing my hard cock against her ass. She stirred, reached back, and guided me inside her from behind. I spooned her tight, one arm wrapped around her waist, and slid in slow and deep. “Quiet,” I whispered in her ear. “Don’t wake your husband. Let him sleep while I fuck you again.”

She bit her lip to stay silent, but soft whimpers still slipped out as I fucked her with long, grinding strokes. The bed barely moved. I reached around and rubbed her clit in lazy circles, keeping the pace steady and deep. “This is what the program does,” I murmured against her neck. “Turns you into my personal cum dump while your husband sleeps on the floor like a dog.”

Lila came quietly, body shaking against mine, pussy clenching around my cock. I followed right after, pumping another heavy load deep inside her already-filled pussy. I stayed buried in her, softening but still plugging everything in place, and we drifted back to sleep like that.

I woke her once more before dawn. This time I rolled her onto her back, spread her legs, and fucked her slow and possessive in missionary. Ryan was still out cold on the floor. I kissed her deep while I moved inside her, whispering filthy promises about the next six sessions — plugs, public fucking, making Ryan clean me out of her every time. She came again, nails digging into my back, and I filled her one last time.

When the sun started to come up I finally pulled out. Cum leaked steadily from her stretched hole onto the sheets. Lila lay there glowing, legs still open, a satisfied smile on her face. Ryan stirred on the floor and blinked up at us, eyes wide when he saw the mess.

I dressed casually and stood over them both. “Session two complete. You’re going to feel me all day, princess.” I gave Lila one last possessive kiss on the mouth, then looked down at Ryan. “Make her breakfast. And clean the sheets before the kids get home.”

I left them tangled on the ruined marital bed with my cum still dripping out of her. Lila was already addicted. Ryan was completely broken. And we still had six more sessions to go.


Chapter 3

I pulled up to their house four days later with Kane in the passenger seat. Twenty-six, built like a linebacker, and hung almost as thick as me. He’d been shadowing me for weeks, learning how I ran the program. Tonight he’d get his hands dirty. “Remember,” I told him as we walked up the driveway, “you watch first, then you follow exactly what I say. These two are mine. You’re here to learn.”

Ryan opened the door looking equal parts nervous and excited. Lila stood behind him in a tight tank top and yoga shorts that hugged her thick ass. Her nipples were already hard against the fabric. She glanced at Kane and her eyes widened.

I stepped inside like I owned the place. “This is Kane. My apprentice. He’s going to learn on you two tonight so I can take on more clients. You’ll service both of us. Ryan, you sit and watch like always. Hands where I can see them.”

We moved to the living room. I had Lila strip first. She peeled off the tank top, heavy tits spilling free, then shimmied out of the shorts. No panties. Her pussy was already glistening. Kane let out a low whistle. I grinned. “See that? Married pussy gets wet just from knowing what’s coming.”

I sat on the couch and pulled Lila between my knees. “On your knees, princess. Show my trainee how you greet a bull.” She dropped down and took me in her mouth, wet and eager, sucking with noisy slurps. I looked over at Kane. “Watch her technique. She’s still learning to take the whole thing, but she’s getting better.”

Kane unzipped and pulled out his own thick cock. Lila’s eyes flicked to it. I guided her head off me and pointed her toward him. “Both of us now. Compare.” She wrapped a hand around each cock, stroking, eyes wide at the size. Then she took turns sucking us, going back and forth, spit running down her chin onto her tits. I coached Kane on how to hold her hair and how deep to push. “Don’t be gentle. She likes it rough once she’s warmed up.”

Ryan sat in the armchair, breathing hard, hand twitching in his lap but not daring to stroke without permission. I made Lila look at him while she sucked us. “Tell your husband how it feels having two real cocks at once.”

“So full,” she gasped between licks. “Both of you are so thick. I can barely wrap my hands around you.”

She licked and sucked eagerly, spit everywhere. We switched again and again, each of us getting deep throat while the other stroked himself against her cheek or tits. Her mascara started to run. Her heavy tits were shiny with drool.

I finally stood up and had her kneel between us. “Open wide. Take both heads if you can.” She tried, stretching her mouth around both cockheads at once, tongue swirling desperately. Spit dripped down her chin. Kane and I took turns face-fucking her while the other held her head steady. Her moans vibrated around us.

I pulled out first and painted her face and tits with thick ropes. Kane followed right after, adding his load. Lila knelt there panting, covered in both of us, looking thoroughly used and happy about it.

We moved to the couch, I pulled Lila up and bent her over the back of it so her ass faced us. The robe was long gone. Her heavy tits hung down, nipples brushing the cushions. I spread her cheeks with both hands and rubbed my cock along her soaked slit. “Stay right there. Kane, watch how I open her up first.”

I pushed in slow, one thick inch at a time, letting her stretch around me. Lila moaned loud, pushing back to take more. When I bottomed out I held still for a second, grinding deep. “Feel that, princess? That’s what a real cock does.” I started thrusting, long and steady, hips slapping against her ass. The wet sounds of her pussy filled the living room. I reached around and rubbed her clit in tight circles while I fucked her. Her legs started shaking.

After a minute I pulled out, cock glistening, and nodded at Kane. “Your turn. Same rhythm. Don’t rush it. Make her feel every inch.”

Kane stepped up, lined up, and slid into her. Lila let out a long groan as he stretched her. “Fuck, he’s thick,” she gasped. Kane groaned at how hot and wet she was. I stood right beside them, one hand on Lila’s lower back, the other guiding Kane’s hip. “Harder on the in-stroke. Grind at the bottom like this.” He followed my instructions exactly, hips slapping louder now. Lila pushed back to meet him, moaning louder.

I switched them again. Then again. Back and forth, me in her pussy, then Kane, each of us pounding her while the other played with her swinging tits. Her thighs were slick. Her moans turned raw. I grabbed a fistful of her dark hair and pulled her head up so Ryan could see her face. “Tell your husband how it feels getting tag-teamed on your own couch.”

“So full,” she cried. “Both of you are so much bigger. I’m going to cum again — fuck!”

She came hard around Kane’s cock, squirting down her thighs onto the floor. I took over immediately, slamming into her through the orgasm, then let Kane finish her off. We rotated twice more, using her like that — one in her pussy while the other coached or played with her body. Ryan sat in the armchair the whole time, breathing ragged, hand in his lap but not allowed to cum.

Finally I pulled out and stepped back. “On your knees again. Both of us.” Lila dropped down, face flushed, and took us in her mouth one after the other, then tried to take both heads at once but failed. Spit ran down her chin onto her tits. We face-fucked her in turns until I couldn’t hold back. I pulled out and painted her face and tits with thick ropes. Kane followed right after, adding his load across her chest.

Lila knelt there panting, covered and shining, looking up at us like she already wanted round two. I wiped my cock on her cheek and stood. “Good work, Kane. Bedroom next. You’re going to fuck her properly on their marital bed.”

We moved upstairs to the master bedroom. I laid Lila on her back on their marital bed and spread her legs wide. “Your turn to watch up close, Ryan. Sit at the foot of the bed and hold her legs open.”

Ryan obeyed, kneeling at the end of the bed and gripping Lila’s thighs, pulling them back toward her chest. I climbed on first and fucked her missionary, slow and deep, getting her right to the edge. Her pussy was still sloppy from the living room. I pulled out after a few minutes and nodded at Kane. “Your first real client pussy. Do it right. Make her cum on your cock.”

Kane climbed between her thighs and pushed in. Lila moaned loud as he stretched her. I sat beside them on the bed, one hand on her tit, the other rubbing her clit while Kane found his rhythm. “Harder on the in-stroke,” I coached. “Grind at the end. She likes pressure on her clit.” He followed instructions perfectly, hips slapping against her. The wet sounds of her soaked pussy filled the room.

Lila’s hands gripped the sheets. “Oh god, both of you… I’m going to cum.” Her back arched and she squirted around Kane’s cock, soaking his abs. He kept fucking her through it, harder now. I praised him the whole time. “Good. Now pull her legs back farther. Deeper.”

I had them switch positions. Kane took her doggy style while I fed her my cock from the front. Spit-roast on their marriage bed. Her moans vibrated around me. I pulled out and made her tell Ryan exactly what was happening. “Two big cocks,” she panted. “One in my pussy, one down my throat. I love it.”

Kane groaned and unloaded deep inside her. I took over immediately after, fucking her sloppy seconds, pushing Kane’s cum even deeper. I added my own load, then made her stay on all fours and spread her pussy with my fingers so both loads could leak out onto the sheets.

I clapped Kane on the shoulder. “Not bad for your first time. You’re going to be useful.” To Lila and Ryan I said, “Next session gets filthier. Plugs, public risk, whatever I feel like. Be ready.”

I left them exhausted on the bed, covered in cum, with Ryan staring at his freshly used wife like he’d never seen her before.


Chapter 4

I showed up at their house mid-morning on a Tuesday with Kane riding shotgun. The kids were at school. Ryan had taken the day off like I’d told him to. Lila met us at the door in yoga pants and a sports bra, hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. She shifted her weight from foot to foot, already feeling the plug I’d made her wear since the night before. Her nipples pressed hard against the thin fabric.

“Kitchen,” I said, not wasting time on greetings. “I want to fuck you where you make the kids’ lunches.”

I bent Lila over the granite island the second we stepped inside, yanking her yoga pants down to her knees. No panties underneath. Her ass looked incredible in the morning light coming through the window — round, soft, marked with faint handprints from last time. I spread her cheeks with both hands and dragged my tongue from her clit all the way up, tasting how wet she already was. Salty and sweet. She pushed back against my face with a low moan.

Kane stood to the side, cock already hard in his shorts. I stood up, lined up my thick cock, and pushed inside her in one smooth thrust. Lila gripped the edge of the counter, knuckles white. I fucked her with steady, deep strokes, hips slapping against her ass. The sound echoed off the tile backsplash. I reached around and rubbed her clit in tight circles while I railed her. “Feel that, princess? Still full from yesterday?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “So deep. Don’t stop.”

I glanced at Kane. “Your turn in a minute. Watch how I angle up to hit her G-spot.” I adjusted my hips and drove upward. Lila’s knees buckled. She cried out, pussy fluttering around me. I kept the angle and fucked her harder, the wet slap of skin filling the kitchen. Ryan sat at the kitchen table a few feet away, eyes wide, hand in his lap but not allowed to stroke yet.

After a few minutes I pulled out, cock glistening, and nodded at Kane. “Same angle. Don’t go gentle. Make her feel it.” Kane stepped up and slid into her soaked pussy, groaning at the heat. Lila started pushing back to meet him, moaning louder, her heavy tits swinging against the cold granite.

I switched them again. Then again. Back and forth, me in her pussy, then Kane, each of us pounding her over the counter while the other played with her swinging tits or rubbed her clit. Her thighs were slick. Her moans turned raw. I grabbed a fistful of her ponytail and pulled her head up so Ryan could see her face. “Tell your husband what’s happening in the kitchen where he eats breakfast.”

“Two thick cocks,” she cried. “Taking turns in my pussy. I’m going to cum — fuck!”

She came hard around Kane’s cock, squirting down her thighs onto the tile floor. I took over immediately, slamming into her through the orgasm, then let Kane finish her off. We rotated twice more, using her like that — one pounding her pussy while the other coached or played with her body. Ryan sat there the whole time, breathing ragged, leaking in his pants.

I finally buried myself deep and unloaded, flooding her with a thick load. Kane followed right after, adding his own. I kept her bent over, cum leaking down her legs onto the kitchen floor, while I reached into the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water like nothing had happened. “Kitchen quickie complete. Shower next.”

We moved upstairs to the master bathroom. I turned the shower on hot and pushed Lila inside first. Steam filled the glass enclosure fast. I stepped in behind her, pressed her against the cool tile, and lifted one of her legs. My cock slid back into her cum-filled pussy easily. I fucked her hard against the wall, water cascading over us, hips slamming, her heavy tits pressed flat against the tile. The sound of wet skin echoed in the small space.

Kane watched from outside the glass for a minute, stroking himself. I called him in. “Get in here. Your turn.” Kane joined us under the spray. I had Lila turn and face me, back to Kane. I slid back inside her pussy while Kane rubbed his cock against her ass. “Not yet,” I coached. “Get her ready first.” He fingered her ass while I fucked her pussy, then I pulled out and let him take her pussy. I pressed my cock against her lips. She sucked me eagerly, moaning around me while Kane pounded her from behind.

The shower was loud with running water, skin slapping, and Lila’s muffled moans. I held her hair and fucked her mouth in time with Kane’s thrusts. We switched again — me in her pussy, Kane in her mouth. Then Kane back in her pussy while I played with her tits and clit from the front. Lila came twice, legs shaking so badly I had to hold her up against the tile.

I finally bent her forward, hands on the bench seat, and took her ass for the first time that session, slow but deep. Lila cried out, overwhelmed, coming again almost immediately. The steam made everything slick and hot. I gripped her hips. Kane held her shoulders while I fucked her ass as hard as I could.  After a few minutes I could feel my balls tighten from fucking her tight asshole.  I couldn’t hold back anymore and finally released, filling her beautiful ass with a hot load of cum.

We rinsed off quickly, but I left most of the cum inside her. “Dry off. We’re not done yet.”

Back in the bedroom I had Lila bend over the edge of the bed. I picked up the thick jeweled plug I’d brought and coated it generously with lube. “This stays in the rest of the day. Grocery store, soccer practice pickup, dinner with Ryan. You feel me and Kane every time you move.”

I worked the plug into her ass slowly, twisting it, watching her tight ring stretch around the widest part. Lila moaned and pushed back, taking it. Once it was seated, the shiny jewel winked between her cheeks. I made her stand up and walk around the room. Every step made her gasp. The weight shifted inside her, pressing against the loads we’d left in her pussy.

Kane chose her outfit — a simple sundress with no bra or panties. The fabric clung to her heavy tits and the plug made the back of the dress sit a little differently. I took a quick photo of her bent over, dress flipped up, plug visible. “For the file. Proof of training.”

Before we left I bent her over one last time in the living room and fucked her pussy quickly, adding one more load on top of everything else. Kane did the same. “Text us when you’re at the grocery store,” I told her. “Send a picture of you sitting in the car with the plug in.”

Ryan watched from the couch, defeated and hard. I clapped him on the shoulder on the way out. “Take good care of her today. She’s carrying both of us.”

I drove away with Kane, already planning session five. Lila was turning into the perfect trained hotwife, and the business was running smoother than ever.


Chapter 5

I texted Lila the address of the big mall on the north side of town and told her to meet us in the food court wearing the sundress from last session. No panties. Plug still in. Kane rode with me again, eager. When we spotted her, she was sitting at a table with a coffee, legs crossed tight, cheeks already pink. The dress looked innocent on the outside. Only we knew what was underneath — the thick jeweled plug in her ass.

“Changing room. Now,” I said when we reached her. Ryan trailed behind like always, carrying her shopping bags like a good pack mule.

We found a quiet wing with larger family changing rooms. I pulled Lila inside one, Kane right behind me, and locked the door. Ryan stood guard outside like I’d ordered. I pushed Lila against the mirror and flipped her dress up. The thick jeweled plug still sat snug in her ass. Her pussy was shiny and swollen.

“On your knees first,” I told her. She dropped and took my cock out, sucking me deep and sloppy while Kane watched. I held her hair and fucked her mouth, the back of her head bumping the mirror. Then I had her switch to Kane. “Take him just as deep. Show him you’re a good trainee.”

She did, gagging quietly on his thick cock while I filmed a short clip on my phone. “For the private file,” I said. “Proof you’re following orders in public.”

I bent her over the changing bench and slid my cock into her pussy in one thrust. She moaned loud enough I had to cover her mouth. Kane stood in front, pulling her head down and feeding her his cock to keep her quiet. I fucked her hard, hips slamming, the mirror shaking. Kane switched with me, taking her pussy while I used her mouth. We rotated twice, each of us getting a turn in both holes.

Lila came hard around Kane’s cock, legs shaking, muffling her cries on me. I pulled out and came across her tits. Kane filled her pussy. We made her clean both cocks with her tongue, then stand up with our mixed cum still leaking from her pussy.

I straightened her dress, wiped a smear of cum off her cheek, and opened the door. Ryan was red-faced outside. “She’s carrying both loads,” I told him. “Take her shopping. Make sure she sits down a lot.”

Two hours later we met them at a busy Italian place for an early dinner. Lila walked carefully across the parking lot, the plug and cum making every step obvious to her. We took a booth in the back. Under the table I slid my hand up her thigh and fingered her while we ordered pasta and wine. She stayed quiet, biting her lip, cheeks flushed. Ryan sat across from us trying to act normal.

Halfway through the meal I stood up. “Bathroom. Now.” Lila followed me. Kane came a minute later. The single-stall family bathroom was perfect — lock on the door, enough room for three. I locked it behind us, bent her over the sink, and pulled the plug out. “Hands on the mirror. Watch yourself get fucked.”

I slid into her pussy first, still slick from earlier. I fucked her hard, one hand over her mouth, the other rubbing her clit. The mirror showed her face contorted in pleasure, tits bouncing out of the sundress. Someone walked past the door in the hallway. I kept pounding. Kane stood beside us, stroking himself, then took over in her pussy while I fed her my cock. We switched again and again, the risk of people outside making it hotter.

Lila came twice, squirting on the floor. I filled her pussy. Kane added another load right after. Her face was flushed, hair messy, a wet spot starting to show on the back of her dress. “Walk back to the table like a good wife,” I told her. “Let Ryan see how well you’re obeying.”

She did. Ryan’s eyes went straight to the wet spot and the way she moved. I smiled at him across the table. “Dessert’s on you tonight.”

After dinner I had Ryan drive my car with Kane in the passenger seat. Lila rode in the back with me. The moment the doors closed and the engine started I pulled her onto my lap, facing me, dress flipped up, and slid my cock back inside her cum-filled pussy. She was still soaked and sloppy from the loads we’d left in her earlier. “Ride me slow,” I ordered, voice low. “Don’t let Ryan hear how loud you want to be.”

She rocked on me the whole ride home, grinding deep and steady, her heavy tits pressed against my chest through the thin sundress. The car hummed along the highway. Kane turned around in the passenger seat to watch, one arm draped over the back. “Faster on the downstroke,” he coached quietly. “Grind at the bottom. Make him feel it through the seat.” I rubbed her clit in tight circles and whispered filthy things in her ear the entire time — how she was becoming a perfect trained slut for the program, how Ryan would never fuck her again without our permission, how future sessions would get even riskier with other couples in the same room.

Lila came quietly on my cock, body shuddering, biting my shoulder hard to stay silent. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around me. I held her hips down and filled her again, pumping thick ropes deep inside. The wet sounds were muffled by the road noise and the radio Ryan had turned up.

By the time Ryan pulled into their driveway, Lila was a complete mess — dress wrinkled and damp, thighs sticky with our cum, eyes glassy, the plug still pressing inside her ass. I made her kiss both of us deeply before she got out, tongues and all, then sent her inside with one last order: “Sleep with the plug in and both loads still inside you. Text us a picture of your creampied pussy in the morning before you shower.”

Ryan stood on the porch looking completely owned, face pale. I clapped him on the shoulder as Kane and I drove off. “Good job today. She’s coming along nicely.”


Chapter 6

I showed up at their house on a Thursday afternoon with Kane in tow and a small black bag of toys slung over my shoulder. The kids were at after-school activities until dinner. Lila answered the door in a loose tank top and shorts, hair down, already shifting her weight from foot to foot because of the thick plug I’d made her wear all day. Ryan hovered behind her in the hallway, eyes darting between us like he still couldn’t believe this was his life now.

“Bedroom,” I said, walking past them without waiting for an invitation. “Time to train that ass properly.”

I had Lila strip the second we stepped into the master bedroom. She peeled off the tank top, man I loved those tits, then shimmied out of the shorts. No panties. Her pussy was already glistening, the jeweled plug winking between her cheeks. Kane stood to one side, arms crossed, watching every move with hungry eyes. I pulled the thick plug out slowly, twisting it as I went, watching her tight ring stretch and then close around nothing. I squirted plenty of lube onto two fingers and worked them into her ass, slow and steady, scissoring them to open her up. “Feel that, princess? Relax and push back against my fingers. Good girl.”

Lila moaned into the mattress, face buried in the comforter. I curled my fingers, pressing against the sensitive walls inside her. Kane stepped closer, eyes locked on where my fingers disappeared. “Your turn,” I told him. “Two fingers. Same speed. Tell her how good she’s doing while you stretch her.” He lubed up and slid his fingers in, following my rhythm exactly. Lila pushed back harder, breathing ragged. I rubbed her clit from underneath with my other hand while he fingered her ass. Her moans got louder, rawer, the sound muffled by the bedding.

I added a third finger of my own, stretching her wider, then let Kane try three. We took turns opening her up, talking her through every inch — “Breathe out, push back, that’s it” — until her ass was relaxed and greedy around our fingers. “Good girl,” I said when she started rocking back on Kane’s hand on her own. “This is what the program does. Turns a good mom into a trained slut who takes it in both holes without hesitation.”

Ryan sat in the chair by the window, breathing heavy, cock straining hard in his pants but not allowed to touch. I made Lila lift her head and look at him while we worked her. “Tell your husband how it feels having two bulls open your ass in your own bedroom.”

“Full,” she gasped, voice shaky. “So full but so good. I want more. Please give me more.”

I grinned at Kane. “She’s ready for the real thing.”

I lubed my cock generously and pressed the head against her ass. “Breathe out slow, princess.” I pushed in one thick inch at a time, feeling her tight ring stretch around me. Lila groaned deep into the mattress, fists gripping the sheets. When I bottomed out I held still, grinding in small circles, letting her adjust to the fullness. “That’s it. You’re taking a real cock in your ass. Feel how deep I am?”

I started moving, shallow thrusts at first, then longer and deeper. The lube made wet, obscene sounds every time I pulled back. I reached around and rubbed her clit in firm circles to keep her moaning instead of tensing. Kane stood right beside the bed, stroking himself, eyes fixed on where my thick cock disappeared inside her. “Watch how I angle,” I told him. “Slight upward tilt. She loves pressure there.”

After a few minutes I pulled out slowly, my cock glistening. “Your turn. Same pace. Don’t rush. Make her feel every inch.” Kane lubed up and pressed against her ass. Lila let out a long, shaky moan as he pushed in. “Fuck, he’s thick,” she gasped. Kane groaned at how tight she was. I coached him the whole time — “Slower on the way in. Grind at the bottom. Rub her clit like this.” He followed every word, hips slapping against her ass while his fingers worked her clit. Lila pushed back to meet him, breathing ragged.

I stood beside them, one hand on her lower back, the other guiding Kane’s rhythm when he needed it. “Harder now. She can take it.” Kane picked up speed, fucking her ass with steady, deep strokes. Lila’s moans filled the room. I leaned down and whispered in her ear, “Tell your husband how it feels having your apprentice bull in your ass on your marriage bed.”

“So full,” she cried. “He’s stretching me so wide. I love it.”

Ryan sat in the chair, face red, cock leaking in his pants. I made him lean closer so he could see Kane’s thick cock sliding in and out of his wife’s ass. Kane kept going, building speed, his balls slapping against her. Lila came hard from the clit work alone, ass clenching around him, body shaking. Kane buried himself deep and unloaded, filling her ass with his cum.

I took over immediately after, sliding back into the messy hole and fucking her through the sloppy seconds. I added my own heavy load, then made her stay bent over so both of us could watch it leak out around the edges.

I flipped Lila onto her back on the marital bed and spread her legs wide, knees pushed toward her chest. “Time to feel both holes at once.” I slid into her pussy first, still slick and sloppy, while Kane pushed back into her ass. Double penetration right there on the bed she shared with Ryan. She cried out, body shaking hard between us. We found a rhythm fast — me thrusting deep into her pussy, Kane matching me in her ass, our thick cocks rubbing against each other through the thin wall inside her.

Lila came almost instantly, squirting around my cock in hot pulses, then again a minute later, her voice going hoarse from moaning our names. I held her legs wide open so Ryan could see everything up close from his chair. “Look at your wife,” I told him, voice cocky. “Two bulls owning every hole at the same time. This is what the program turns her into.”

We switched positions twice, each of us taking a turn in each hole while the other kept her filled and stretched. The room smelled like sex, lube, and her arousal. I gripped her hips hard. Kane held her shoulders. We fucked her like that for long, intense minutes, the wet sounds obscene, her heavy tits bouncing with every thrust. Kane came first, groaning as he filled her ass with thick ropes. I followed right after in her pussy, pumping deep and grinding, pushing everything as far inside as it would go. We stayed buried in her for a long moment, letting her feel completely stuffed and claimed, our cocks twitching together inside her.

When we finally pulled out, cum leaked steadily from both holes, mixing and running down her thighs onto the sheets in thick white trails. I made her stay spread open, knees back, so Ryan could see the full mess dripping out of his wife. “Clean up duty for you later,” I told him. “Lick every single drop. Taste what real bulls leave behind.”

I stood up and stretched, cock still half-hard and shiny. “Session six complete. Your ass belongs to the program now, princess. Next time we bring Sophie and Tyler over so they can watch how a properly trained hotwife takes two bulls at once. Ryan, you better have a chastity cage on next time we show up.”

Lila lay there panting, legs still open, a dazed, satisfied smile on her face, body marked and used. Ryan looked completely broken, staring at the cum leaking from both her holes. Kane and I got dressed casually and left them tangled on the ruined bed. The empire was growing exactly the way I planned.


Chapter 7

I pulled up to Lila and Ryan’s house with Sophie and Tyler in the car. They had only paid the trial watch fee so far — enough to observe a live session before committing to the full program. Sophie, a fit twenty-eight-year-old yoga instructor with toned legs, a tight waist, and perky breasts that strained against her sundress, sat in the back seat looking eager and a little nervous. Tyler, her beta husband, fidgeted nervously beside her, his hands twisting in his lap as he kept stealing glances at his wife.

Lila met us at the door in a short silk robe that barely reached the top of her thighs. Ryan stood behind her, already locked in his chastity cage, the metal glinting under the hallway light. I introduced the new couple with a cocky grin. “Sophie and Tyler are here to watch how the program works. They might join soon if they like what they see.”

We moved straight to the bedroom. The air felt heavier the moment we stepped inside. I had Lila drop the robe without a word. She knelt gracefully in front of me, completely naked, her heavy breasts swaying slightly as she looked up with that addicted hunger I had trained into her. “Show our guests how a trained hotwife greets her bull.”

Lila took my thick cock in her mouth without hesitation, sucking with wet, eager sounds that filled the room. Her tongue swirled around the head before she took me deeper, cheeks hollowing. Sophie’s eyes widened, her lips parting in surprise. Tyler’s breathing quickened, his gaze locked on the sight of another man’s cock disappearing between Lila’s lips.

I looked over at them, my hand resting lightly in Lila’s hair as she bobbed. “Watch closely,” I said, voice low and confident. “This is what your wife could become — eager, skilled, and completely owned.”

After a few minutes of Lila’s skilled mouth, I pulled out with a wet pop and bent her over the edge of the bed. “Ass up,” I commanded. She arched her back obediently, presenting herself. I gripped her hips and pushed into her hard doggy style, slamming deep with every powerful thrust. The wet slap of skin against skin filled the room, loud and obscene. Lila moaned loudly, pushing back to take every inch, her body rocking forward with the force of my strokes.

Ryan knelt in the corner, his caged cock straining desperately against the metal bars, forced to watch as another man claimed his wife right in front of him.

Sophie’s hand drifted to Tyler’s lap. She pulled his cock out and started slowly jacking him off while she watched me fuck Lila hard, her eyes wide with fascination. Tyler whimpered softly, his gaze glued to the scene, hips twitching involuntarily into his wife’s hand.

I grinned at them over Lila’s back, my voice cocky and teasing. “See how she takes it? That’s what proper training looks like. Eager. Greedy. Completely addicted.”

I pounded Lila relentlessly, her heavy tits swinging beneath her, her moans growing louder and more desperate with every deep thrust. Sophie stroked Tyler faster, her own breathing quickening, clearly turned on by the raw display. The contrast between the two couples — one already broken in, the other just beginning to understand — made the moment even hotter.

Lila came hard around my cock, her pussy clenching and fluttering as she cried out. I kept thrusting through her orgasm, drawing it out until her legs shook. Then I increased my speed, really trying to give a good show for the potential clients.  I thrust hard and shot ropes of cum deep inside Lila.  Then I slowly pulled back, letting Sophie and Tyler get a good look at how a hotwife’s pussy gets filled properly.

Sophie looked at her husband with hungry eyes. “Can I taste him?” she asked, voice breathy.

Tyler swallowed hard and nodded. “Just a quick taste,” I told her, stepping closer. “You haven’t paid the full fee yet.”

Sophie dropped to her knees and struggled to wrap her lips around my thick cock. She could barely get the head in, her mouth stretching wide. She licked and sucked eagerly, eyes watering, while Tyler watched with a mix of jealousy and arousal. I let her have a few moments, then pulled back.

“Good girl,” I said. “Pay the full fee and you can have more next time.”

The trial watch had clearly convinced them. Sophie and Tyler were hooked.


Chapter 8

With Sophie and Tyler now fully enrolled, I returned the next evening for the final session with Lila and Ryan. I brought Sophie along to watch and learn up close. Tyler waited nervously in the living room under Kane’s supervision, already caged for the night.

I had Lila on her knees again in the center of their marital bed, her mouth working eagerly on my thick cock while Sophie watched intently from the side of the room. Lila’s head bobbed with practiced hunger, her tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing as she took me as deep as she could. Sophie’s eyes were wide, lips slightly parted, one hand unconsciously drifting toward her own thigh as she absorbed every detail.

After a few minutes I pulled Lila up, turned her around, and bent her over the edge of the bed. “Ass up,” I commanded. I pushed into her hard doggy style, slamming deep with every powerful thrust. The wet slap of skin filled the room. Lila moaned loudly, pushing back to take me, her heavy tits swinging beneath her. Sophie’s hand slipped between her own thighs as she watched, clearly turned on by the raw display.  I loved watching her play with her sweet pink pussy.

Sophie’s breathing had grown heavier by the time I pulled out of Lila. She looked at me with hungry eyes. “Can I taste you again?” she asked, voice breathy. This time she had paid the full fee.

I let her try, stepping closer. “Just the head for now. Show me what you’ve got.” Sophie dropped to her knees and struggled to wrap her lips around my thick cock. She could barely get the head in, her mouth stretching wide, eyes watering with the effort. She licked and sucked eagerly, determined, while Lila recovered on the bed, watching with a satisfied smile. I coached her gently. “Relax your jaw. Use your tongue more. Good girl.” Sophie improved quickly, taking a little more, her hands wrapping around the shaft she couldn’t fully fit in her mouth.

Ryan, Kane and Tyler had moved into the bedroom while Sophie was sucking my cock.  Ryan and Tyler watched from the side, both caged and leaking, their faces a mixture of jealousy and arousal.

The night ended with a full tag-team session. I fucked Lila again while Sophie sucked Kane, then we switched partners. The two hotwives moaned together as we claimed them side by side on the big bed. Their sounds blended into a beautiful chorus of surrender. Ryan and Tyler cleaned up afterward, on their knees, the perfect start to the expanded program.

The business was thriving. More couples, more training, more wives learning exactly what a real bull could do.
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