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Becoming Jessica and David's Bull

In retrospect, it feels like it was inevitable. A string of otherwise nondescript moments, scattered boozy, late-night conversations, and feelings all three of us felt on levels we didn't then understand and could never articulate. But when the moment finally arrived - when Jessica first brushed the shaft of my cock with her lips while David watched us, slack-jawed, from the chair - in an instant I knew with startling clarity that all of the years we'd known each other had been building up to this. 

We met in college, and I actually knew David first. We weren't "friends" but rather suite-mates, thrown together by some unknowable algorithm in the depths of ResEd's computers. 

Everyone knows someone like pale, professorial David - the over-educated intellectual, convinced of his own superiority. The music he listened to, the beer he drank, the books he read, the movies he watched - all were somehow more sophisticated than everyone else's. Mentioning a mass-produced beer, a popular movie, or any remotely popular pro sport was sure to provoke a look of disgust from him. He clearly felt his tastes were superior to those of other people. Honestly, the man annoyed me.

Jessica lived down the hall from the suite David and I shared, and she and I had a class together our first year. She was attractive, with a short, smart blonde haircut, an attractive body, a warm and winning smile, and the most sparkling and impish blue eyes you can imagine. Like all the other men in the dorm, I often found myself transfixed by Jessica's gorgeous, pear-shaped ass and hips. Her breasts were definitely on the small side, but she carried them pertly and proudly high on her chest. Jessica and I became friends, and had I not been still trying futilely to make a long-distance relationship work with my high school girlfriend, I would have dated Jessica. Sure, she could sometimes be a touch over-intellectual and earnest, but I thought I felt a little spark between us. I sensed she felt it, too.

However, before the last dying embers of my high-school relationship went out forever, David had swooped in and asked Jessica out. The next few years were a blur of Jessica and David seemingly mutually reinforcing each other's most annoying tendencies to self-righteousness and occasional arrogance. I suppose I could have cut them loose from my life, but our shared experiences as first-year college students and a host of mutual friends kept us close, in a casual friendship kind of way. I grew to accept their sometimes annoying quirks. And when I wished them well at their wedding, I swear I sincerely meant it. But there was no denying that despite their marriage, I often found myself wondering what could have been with Jessica.

Through the years since college, I exchanged chatty holiday cards and emails with them, and maybe twice a year we'd all get together for drinks. Every time I visited them, Jessica's actions reinforced my impression that she had secret thoughts about me. It was an occasional, teasing clue - the way she'd look at me and smile when someone told a joke, or the way she'd reach out and touch my arm as she'd brush by me in the kitchen, or the way her soft, warm fingers would linger on mine when I handed her my phone. Truth be told, there were many nights when I'd go home after spending time with Jessica and David, and stroke myself to sleep imagining Jessica's mouth around my dick, or my tongue on her pussy. The thought of her full, shapely feminine hips and ass haunted my dreams. Through the years, I had plenty of girlfriends, but it was married, unobtainable Jessica who never failed to fire my imagination. My unfulfilled fantasies of her were almost physically painful.

Partly fueling my lust, even beyond Jessica's fairly open flirting, was the openness with which Jessica and David discussed sex and sexual politics with me. Although I generally agreed with their views, I sometimes found them a bit... well, extreme. Frankly, I couldn't hide a sharply quizzical look one night at dinner, when David imperiously explained to me that he and Jessica had long ago agreed that most common sex acts were inherently misogynistic. David announced this with assurance, but I stole a brief glance at Jessica and could have sworn I saw her roll her eyes. I might have imagined it. But I definitely didn't imagine her leg brush against mine under the table and linger there for several moments.

David was STILL pontificating on the topic, oblivious. Jessica noticed my slightly dubious expression. She grinned at me a little, said in a sprightly voice, "Don't worry, David still gets a blowjob on his birthday," pecked him on the cheek, and giggled. David grew a little taller in his chair, perhaps from feeling an unusual burst of testosterone, but continued explaining why it was degrading to women for men ejaculate as the result of oral sex, citing some books he'd read that purported to be authoritative on the subject. Even David's pseudo-intellectual droning couldn't stop the erection I now had, thinking of Jessica performing her annual blowjob. I imagined watching her pretty blond hair bobbing in MY lap as she tongued and sucked on my penis. The image of it was driving me wild. Jessica must have sensed something, because for the remainder of the meal, she rarely took her eyes off of me. The rest of the night passed as we listened to David endlessly expound on his political views, his thoughts on popular culture, and a host of other topics. I was somewhere between bemused and annoyed, but even David's pedantic droning couldn't completely crowd out delicious fantasies of his wife from my thoughts.

David and Jessica invited me to stay at their house that night, and I accepted. I tossed and turned all night in their guest bedroom, unable to sleep due to the torrent of thoughts of Jessica running through my mind, fueled by the quick kiss on the cheek she gave me as she wished me good night.

The next day dawned sunny and warm, and was spent poolside at their house, sipping white wine. For the most part, I sat silently in a deck chair in my swimsuit and a loose t-shirt, slowly getting buzzed while David incessantly yammered on about one thing or the other.

Jessica flitted in and out, bringing us snacks and drinks. I felt thankful I'd worn sunglasses, because it hid from David how much I was staring at Jessica's luscious body whenever she passed by. Jessica wore an impossibly skintight black one-piece swimsuit that hugged the curves of her hips and ass. The suit held her pert tits up high, and made no pretense of hiding the her sweet little nipples. Whenever she was close to me, I could even just make out the distinctive swelling of her lycra-encased labia.

Fuck, she was a sexy woman. It was a travesty that she was with David. 

David had started talking about some obscure new form of martial arts he had been practicing at a nearby gym. He explained that it was "the thinking man's martial art," and that it rendered him "essentially invincible" in a fight.

Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was the years of listening to David's annoying lectures, or maybe it was my lingering lust for Jessica. Probably, it was all three combined. 

But at that instant, it finally happened. 

I took my shot.

"David - " I interjected, "that all sounds like complete bullshit. I bet I could kick your ass."

There was a brief, pause, and then David actually laughed haughtily, and said "Oh really? Well, you should know, I'm quite accomplished. I'm what's known as a 'Level 3 Eagle' at my dojo."

"I think you're a Level 3 asshole," I scoffed.

"Okay, this will be fun," he said, his face flushed with anger "Let's settle this once and for all." 

He turned to Jessica, angrily hissing at her, "And let's make this interesting. The winner gets my birthday present a little early..."

At those words, I felt both shock and a surge of adrenaline. Had I heard correctly? Had David just actually offered up oral sex from Jessica as a prize?

With considerable anger in his eyes, David turned to face me. "You heard me! AndI know what you're thinking. You've lusted after her since college! Well, I've been mastering 'The Way Of The Eagle,' and I know I'm going to demolish you," he announced confidently. "I know what I'm doing, and I know she'll be with ME after I show YOU who's boss!"

I turned to Jessica, with a questioning look. She was blushing again. She laughed nervously, and shyly said, " You know, the idea of two guys fighting over me IS kind of hot..." She paused, thinking, and then finally said resolutely, "Okay... winner gets David's birthday present!" 

"Excellent," David replied, his voice clipped. "I'm going to go get into my gi, and we'll see who gets put in his place." He stomped off into the house.

I stared over at Jessica, seated in a lounge chair, and noticed her subtly caressing her silky smooth white thighs. I thought I could detect a little swelling of her mound.

"Are you sure about this, Jess?" I asked, incredulously.

She gave me a wicked little smile, and shrugged her shoulders. 

Soon, David stomped back out to the pool like a petulant child. He wore a loose white martial arts outfit.

I stood up and took off my shirt. I know I'm no Adonis, but I do take care of myself, and am in great shape for my age. To my great shock, Jessica rose from her seat, sidled up next to me, and reached up and softly bushed my chest with her fingers. "

"Ooh! Somebody's been hitting the gym!" she cooed, as she twirled some of my chest hair with her fingertips. 

Even without looking at him, I could feel David's seething rage from 10 feet away. Seeing his wife touching me like a smitten teenager was having an impact on him. I could feel blood coursing through my veins and all of my muscles swelling with a powerful primal mixture of aggression, competitiveness and lust. 

With a final, almost jaunty "good luck, boys!" Jessica sat down. David and I squared off.

David came at me in a furious rush. I got my arms extended between his, and put my hands against his chest. He felt thin and weak, and I shoved him backwards. He appeared taken aback at how easily I'd handled his attack. 

Then it was my turn to be on the offensive. Very intentionally, I didn't show much of my strategy, and I made half-hearted lunges at him from the left and right. I was feeling him out, trying to judge what kind of skill he really had. With each of my decoy attempts, I knew more and more that his "martial arts training" was a joke. He'd flail futilely with his arms, and had I pressed my advantage, I knew I could end this in a hurry. But I was enjoying toying with him, sensing the confidence drain from his body with each ineffective swipe he took. My power and my strength seemed to be growing each second. I sensed every muscle in my body tensing and swelling with pride and power.

Confident, I looked to my left and glanced at Jessica out of the corner of my eye. She sat nearby on a chair, her face and chest flushed, her blue eyes wide and transfixed by the spectacle, and her mouth in an adorable "O" of surprise. She held her legs together with her hands between them. I thought she looked VERY aroused.

I decided to finish it.

I faked a lunge to my left, and then shifted to my right and drove my shoulder into David's ribs. I felt the breath forced out of his lungs, and felt him give way. He crumpled to the ground with me on top of him. I felt his desperate struggle beneath me, wiry arms and legs straining to gain leverage, but finding none. It was like I'd trapped some annoying, angry, impotent little bird beneath me.

I began applying pressure on him, and in a low, gruff voice, I hissed "Say 'uncle,' you little bitch." He tried turning from side to side to squirm out from underneath me, but I had all the leverage and more than enough strength to keep him pinned.

Finally, in a decidedly non-masculine way, he whined "uhnnnnn... uhnnnnn... uncle!"

I immediately released my hold and stood up over him. My arms and chest were swollen and twitching with exertion. On the ground beneath, David sat up, shocked and panting. His gi had fallen open, exposing his thin, wan torso.

Wordlessly, David stood up and limped over to a chair. He plopped down, propped his elbows on his knees, held his forehead, and whined quietly and disconsolately.

I turned my attention to Jessica. Now, I am not a monster. I knew the stakes going into the contest, and I of course definitely wanted Jessica. But women aren't a "prize" to be handed out based on the decisions of men, and it never entered my thoughts that it was up to David, to me, or to anyone else what Jessica did. Sure, I HOPED it would happen, but if anything came of this, it was 100% going to up to Jessica to decide.

I wondered how Jessica would react. 

I didn't have to wonder for long.

She stood up, walked over to me, and placed her hands firmly on my pecs, still firm and swollen from exertion.

"David, why don't you sit in that chair," she ordered as she caressed my chest, staring at it.

After several seconds, Jessica looked back at David, laughed a little, and said "I guess a deal's a deal!" She ostentatiously cupped the front of my shorts. Her gasp was plainly audible to all three of us, and she instantly drew back her hand. 

"Oh my god," she said, staring wide-eyed down at my crotch, "it feels... so different from yours, David!" She blushed even more deeply now, and a new, subtle electric current seemed to be coursing through the air, and through my entire body. I felt the unmistakable stirrings of an erection. The expression on her face told me everything I needed to know — even if she hadn't been completely serious about the prize when she'd first proposed it, she was getting serious about it in a hurry now. In her hesitation, I could sense her thinking about what she'd do next.

After a few awkward seconds of silence, she looked up at me nervously, and asked, "Can I see it?" 

Jessica and I looked over at David, sitting meekly to the side of us. I saw that he, too, was staring at the rapidly expanding bulge in my bathing suit, with his mouth slightly agape. He hesitated, then gave a halting, tentative nod. 

I knew were about to cross into new territory. 

Jessica looked back down towards my groin and slowly reached out with both her hands. She touched my stomach with the tips of her fingers, tracing swirling lines down my firm abs, and finally slipping her fingers into my waistband. I noticed her nipples, now erect and insistently straining against the lycra of her swimsuit, and felt her hands trembling slightly. Then, slowly and gently, she pulled down my swim trunks.

My semi-hard cock sprung free. Jessica giggled like an adolescent, blushed deeply again, and stared at my dick. 

"Holy shit! It's so... I don't think I've ever seen one quite so... I just don't know if I'm going to be able to do anything with that thing!" she laughed. Now, in truth, I don't exactly have a porn star cock. It's only maybe half an inch longer than the average, but where it really does stand out is in its girth. It's a solid inch and a half or so above average in circumference. That hasn't gone unnoticed by my partners through the years... 

"David, do you see this?!? Come over here!" demanded Jessica. 

David meekly came over to us, and Jessica yanked down the bottom of his gi. To my surprise, David was semi-hard himself. Honestly, David's dick wasn't THAT pathetic. It was maybe a little bit shorter than average, and definitely was narrower than average, but it wasn't freakishly small. It did not, however, show up as being impressive next to mine, and all three of us knew it. David's thin, pasty thighs trembled in...what? Was it fear? Anger? Arousal? By that point, I didn't care.

Jessica sneered a bit, and quietly noted, "clearly, nothing about my husband's dick prepared me for one like this." She motioned for David to sit back down, and he wordlessly complied.

Jessica turned her attention back to me, and looked deeply into my eyes. She gave me a shy, mischievous little grin. Without breaking eye contact, she reached up and sensuously slid the straps of her swimsuit down off her shoulders, slowly revealing her breasts, and leaving the top of her suit bunched up around her waist I hated to stop gazing into those soft blue eyes of hers, but I couldn't resist looking at her chest. I was rewarded with the sight of two perfect, perky little B-cups, with tiny dark aureola and pointy nipples projecting outwards. It was obvious she was very, very aroused. I was, too.

She knelt down in front of me, then reached out with her right hand and gently cradled the shaft of my cock in her palm. She stared at my dick almost worshipfully, and held it almost like she was afraid to break it. I thought I felt her hand trembling slightly, or maybe it was just the feeling of every vein in my thick cock pulsing with desire. Her eyes had a dream-like look in them.

"I've never had a big, fat cock like this," she whispered.

While still cradling my manhood in her palm, Jessica slowly turned her head and looked over at David. He sat perched on the edge of one of the deck chairs, naked, and with his thin little dick fully, insistently erect. I noticed his mouth open slightly, his eyes wide in a mixture of fear, shame and desire. He hesitated for perhaps a second, but shyly nodded assent to his wife.

Jessica turned back towards me, her eyes fixated on my engorged cock. She moved her head forward slowly, and gently brought her lips to where they just touched the head of my penis. I felt her warm breath on me, and a tingling sensation shot through my groin and spread outward all over my body. She softly kissed it, as if she were kissing a baby. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her husband squirming in his seat.

Then, as if she'd suddenly found the resolve within herself to press onward, Jessica shifted her right hand to holding my cock with a firm overhand grip on the shaft, and I felt her lips blossoming while taking the head of my cock into her warm, wet mouth. My knees nearly buckled, and I gasped involuntarily. The sensation of the tip of my cock resting in that warm, moist mouth was incredible. I felt the head of my prick pulsing as it rested on Jessica's tongue, as she swirled her tongue around, caressing it. Knowing that her husband sat nearby, helplessly watching as his wife took my dick in her mouth gave the moment a new, special charge.

Jessica pulled her head back, and my now rock-hard penis stood straight in front of her face. The last few inches of my cock were shiny with her saliva and my precum. She kept her right hand wrapped around it, and stared at my dick with a far-off, lustful look in her eyes. I noticed that her left hand was now caressing her pussy through her bathing suit.

"Fuck, I want to suck on this fat cock. I want to feel it fill my mouth with cum," she said, duskily.

She began jacking me off at the same tempo she was using on her pussy, and then opened her mouth wide and took the head of my dick back into her mouth. She again swirled her tongue over the tip a few times, then slowly relaxed her jaw and started sliding more of me into her mouth. Breathing shortly and quickly through her nose, her lips moved further and further up the shaft, and I felt the head of my cock continue down her throat. She gagged slightly, but continued on, undeterred. I could only imagine what David was thinking, watching the spectacle of his wife worshipping my thick cock with her mouth.

Jessica got as much of me in her mouth as she could handle, then kept her head steady, furiously worked my shaft with her right hand, and massaged her mound through her bathing suit with her left. Then, she started to moan around my dick and bob her head back and forth, sending shivers through my body. 



As much as I wanted this moment to last forever, I knew I couldn't hold out for long. I felt my balls tighten, and it felt like my dick was swelling even more. The moist cavern of Jessica's throat, the swirling delight of her tongue, her husky moans, and the ministrations of her right hand were pushing me rapidly towards the edge.

Based on our previous late-night conversations, I knew Jessica never let David cum in her mouth. I assumed she wouldn't let me. And so, once I knew that I was about to burst, "I groaned, "Jess, stop! I'm about to cum..." 

She didn't stop.

She gave no indication of even slowing down

I looked down at her, thinking that she somehow hadn't heard me. She glanced upward, and in her eyes, I knew for a fact she'd heard me, and that what was about to happen was exactly what she wanted. In her eyes, I saw a woman confident in her power — confident that she was in charge, and that her sexuality and her body didn't belong to David, or to me, or to any other man. She was a strong, sexual woman — a queen - and she was in complete control. She knew what she wanted, and I was not one to deny her. Honestly, I don't know if I could have denied her at that moment, even if I'd tried.

Jessica closed her eyes and increased the pace of her jacking, sucking, swirling and rubbing. Her body started shaking mightily as she brought herself to orgasm with her hand, and her mouth tightened around my cock. I closed my eyes, giving myself over completely to the explosion of sensation consuming me. 

I let out a majestic, full-throated roar, and shot the first spurt of cum deep in her mouth. Jessica gagged slightly and pulled her mouth back a little so my dick wasn't quite so far in, but still held my cock firmly in as jets of semen pulsed through my shaft and into her warm, moist and willing mouth. Over and over again, I felt my cum spurting into her throat. Even after I felt like all of it was spent, I felt my body contracting, trying to send more. It seemed like I was being consumed by a hot, wet fire that Jessica was sucking out of me.

At last, the warm waves of my orgasm subsided. I looked down, panting, and Jessica still held my swiftly-softening dick in her mouth. Finally, she pulled back, and huge stream of her spit and my semen slithered out of her mouth, streamed down her chin, and splattered on her chest. She gulped and swallowed some of what remained in her mouth, and spit the rest out. She and I were both panting post-orgasmically. 

Once Jessica caught her breath, she turned toward David so he had a full view of her and could take in the sight of his wife's chin and chest covered in thick, gooey streams of my sperm.

"Fuck, that was amazing," she said. Jessica stood up in front of me, cum cascading down her chin. She grabbed the swimsuit gathered at her waist, pulled it lower, and gracefully stepped out of it. For the first time, I saw her downy, neatly trimmed blond pussy. The lips of her labia were pink and swollen, as was the hood of her clit. Her sex looked compellingly moist and inviting.

Jess crumpled her swimsuit, already partially damp in the crotch from her juices, and slowly, sensuously used it to wipe my cum off her chin and her chest. Staring straight at him, she strode up to the chair where David sat, stunned. The cum and pussy-juice soaked swimsuit was crumpled up in her right hand. Jess bent over at the waist, affording me a delicious view of her curvy ass and hips. Jessica ran her fingers through David's hair, and whispered to him. I thought she was going to kiss him, but to David's apparent surprise (and my own, too) she brought her swimsuit up and smeared it all over David's face. David winced, squinted and sputtered as Jessica painted his face with the sticky, fragrant remnants of Jessica's and my lust. He looked up at her in shocked, shamed silence, his face smeared with the residue of the semen I'd just deposited into his wife's mouth.

Jess straightened up over him, giggled, and said "Let's take this inside, boys..."

TO BE CONTINUED


Becoming Jessica and David's Bull Ch. 02

AUTHOR'S NOTE: Chapter 1 of this story can be found with my other stories under my author profile, and I strongly recommend you read that first to get to know the characters and background. Although the heart of this chapter involves watching and being watched, please be aware that it also contains unrepentant cuckolding and elements of humiliation, and it does contain males coming into contact with other males' fluids. If those things bother you, don't bother with this story...

(continued)

"Let's take this to the bedroom," Jess announced, taking my hand in hers.

The three of us made our way into Jessica and David's room. The mid-morning sunlight through the half-opened blinds bathed the room in a soft, warm glow that echoed my own post-orgasmic feelings. Had the day ended at that moment, I would have felt I'd lived enough pleasure for ten lifetimes.

But Jessica wanted more. And she was more than able and willing to take me and David along with her for the ride. Here - in their own marital bedroom. 

With a nod, Jessica showed me that she wanted me to sit in a large stuffed armchair to the side of their king-sized bed. Almost grateful for a respite from the intense physical and emotional passion we'd already shared, I sat down.

"I want you to watch this," she told me.

Jessica sat on the edge of the bed, facing me from a few feet away. She looked deeply into my eyes, and then slowly leaned back, never breaking eye contact, propped up on her elbows so she could keep me fixed in her lustful gaze. Her piercing blue eyes seemed to be seeing with probing intensity into all of my desires. Her nipples - insistently, beautifully erect - looked infinitely, deliciously suckable.

Slowly, she parted her smooth, milky thighs and finally rewarded me with the sight of her inviting mons. The swollen folds of her vagina were more prominent than I'd ever imagined, pink and wet and rising out of a close-cropped, downy "V" of blonde pubic hair. The petite bud of her clit poked out from under its hood, mutely testifying to her arousal. I'd never seen a woman so very exposed and so very, very willing. My gaze lingered on her ripe pussy.

"Taste me David," she demanded of her husband. "Get me good and wet..."

David came over, knelt on the carpet between his wife's legs, and buried his face in her mound. Jessica lay back, raised her knees up to her chest, and opened her legs as wide as she could. As much as I regretted losing sight of her sex, I have to admit it was a turn-on to watch how Jessica's body reacted to David's oral efforts as he buried his face in her crotch. Her legs shook slightly as David ran his fingers over the back of her thighs, and she closed her eyes and arched her back as tiny spasms of pleasure appeared to course through her entire body. I could hear the sounds of David's tongue lapping away at Jessica's pussy, until she grabbed him by the hair and thrust her hips forward, practically enveloping his head between her thighs. 

Now, I am not a naive person. I've had my share of sexual experiences, and of course, I've seen plenty of porn on the internet. But this was my very first time actually being in a room watching someone else have sex in front of me. The feeling was almost too intense to endure. I found myself transfixed by how their bodies writhed together, and how Jessica knew exactly what she wanted from David orally, and that he knew exactly how to deliver it. At that moment, I was their cheering section — watching them in their mutually-satisfying bliss. Whatever my thoughts of the terms of their arrangement, it definitely seemed to satisfy THEM. I was silently cheering them on as David slobbered over Jessica's vagina, and Jessica's body shook with the power of her repeated orgasms.

"Yes! "Yes! That's it! I'm going to have to be so wet to take that fat cock!" she shouted. 

Jessica's words brought me back into awareness that I had a role yet to play. I knew then that I would soon be getting to bury my dick in her magnificent pussy. I felt the renewed stirrings of an imminent hard-on.

David's groans, muffled by Jessica's thighs, showed he was enjoying pleasing his wife. Jessica was clearly enjoying the primal charge of feeling desired, attractive - worthy of being fought over. And I was helping a couple live out their fantasies, while getting my power, strength and masculinity affirmed in a very, very carnal way by the most alluring woman I'd ever known. I no longer felt merely aroused — I felt deeply fully, alive — invited and welcomed into this most private, personal show of marital lust.

I'd thought we'd known each other for years. We'd shared experiences and stories. I knew their favorite movies, books and concerts. But here, in their bedroom, watching them engaged in the most intimate activity people could share, I felt like I was seeing them — REALLY seeing them — for the very first time. Jessica was no longer just the earnest, attractive and bookish girl I thought I knew — she was a yearning, lusting woman, confident in her sexuality. 

David's bravado, which I'd seen only as arrogance, had really been desperation. He knew his wife was a wildcat, and I believe he wanted me to see the lengths to which he'd go to satisfy her. The power he had was the power to serve her and cater to her every desire. It was willing, loving submission to Jessica.

I knew, too, that even while I was only sitting in a chair in their bedroom, enjoying this show, I was not merely a passive participant. My very presence, my act of observing David and Jessica at their most exposed and most vulnerable, was adding a flourish of excitement to their relationship. The act of being observed, of having their desire and their arrangement so raw and open to another person - was driving their efforts and intensifying their feelings. I was like a mirror reflecting their passion back at them, or a magnifying glass enhancing and enlarging every lick, every suck, every kiss of Jess's sopping puss. Through my eyes, they were seeing their own ecstasy. It was thrilling for all three of us.

I could no longer ignore my physical arousal — my dick was again engorged and erect. Somehow, Jessica must have sensed it, because she propped herself back up on her elbows, and stared at me over her husband's head as it remained firmly planted on her groin. I knew from her eyes that she was ready for a show, too. I was happy to oblige.

"Stroke that big fucking dick. Get it good and hard for me. I need to feel it moving inside me soon," she said.

I reached down with my left hand and gently cradled my swollen balls in my palm. I grabbed the base of my cock firmly in my right hand, and slowly began stroking myself. Jessica clearly loved the sight of my erection and the knowledge that it was her desirability, her sexuality, the raw, unfiltered sharing of herself and her marriage that was now driving me almost insane with animal lust. She knew I was a strong, powerful man, but that I was also powerless to resist the force of her beauty and the appeal of her sex. Feeling pinned to the chair by her unblinking gaze, I furiously masturbated for her. With every stroke, I felt my cock pulse in anticipation. 

Abruptly, Jessica reached between her legs and pulled David's face off of her pussy by the hair on his head. David rested his head against her inner thigh, panting vigorously, his face slick and shiny with his wife's juices. Jessica stood up, her legs shaking and her knees buckling slightly, and gestured for me to lie down on the bed. David knelt, out of breath, at her feet. Jessica still clutched a fistful of his hair. She leaned over and kissed him on the forehead.

I climbed onto the bed, sliding over the huge spot where Jessica and David had soaked the sheets with their mingled sweat, saliva, and vaginal juices. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Jessica maneuver David into the chair I'd just left. She stood over him, partially blocking him from my sight, and presented me with the most glorious view of her delicious, ample ass. I wanted to grab ahold of it, to run my fingers over that delectable spot where her hips curved away from her waist. I desperately wanted her. But for now, I merely lay back to watch.

Jessica straddled David. I saw his hands cup the generous cheeks of her behind and try to pull her towards him. I could imagine how much he wanted to be inside her, because I wanted the same thing. He insistently pulled her towards him, but Jessica's hands were firmly placed on his shoulders, and she resisted. They seemed to struggle together for a few seconds, until Jess firmly grabbed David's arms, forced his hands off her buttocks, and moved his hands to his lap. At first, I couldn't tell exactly what was happening, but I could see David's shoulders heaving rhythmically. From the way Jessica's smooth white back and her ass barely moved, it seemed David hadn't managed to get inside her, nor did her body seem to be responding to his frantic ministrations. 

"That's it, David... get yourself off now. I'm going to need all that hot cum," Jessica said, softly.

I then realized what was going on. Although Jessica straddled him, leaving David tantalizingly close to the prize he wanted, she was denying him what he so eagerly sought. Denying him the chance to penetrate her, Jessica was making him pleasure himself. His thin little dick must have been aching with desire as he furiously jacked himself off. 

"I know you want to fuck me," Jess said firmly, "but I also know you want to see him bury that thick cock in me. You love it, don't you? Watching a big stiff dick filling me up and making me cum? You know it's going stretch my pussy, right? It's going to feel so good when I take it. You're going to get to see him fuck the shit out of me. I need your cum to help make it happen."

"Yes, yes, I want to watch you fuck. I want to see a big fat dick in you," David exclaimed.

Jessica reached down into his lap, and cupped both of her hands over the swollen little head of David's prick. 

Soon, I saw David's whole body tensing up and then spasming underneath Jessica, as his high-pitched, straining moans rang out. Within a few seconds, I saw the tension drain out of his legs and shoulders. He sighed loudly.

Jessica stood up and turned towards the bed and me. Her hands were cupped together in front of her, and I could see strings of her husband's cum all over them. The bedroom was filled with the dull, musky scent of warm sperm and sweat.

It was David's turn to watch.

Jessica moved towards me, and before I had a chance to protest or react, she enveloped my erection in both of her hot. slimy hands. I recoiled a little bit in shock at this new, unexpected sensation of another man's cum on me. I'd never felt anything like it, nor had I ever imagined that I would. It felt deliciously, intoxicatingly wrong to me, and I loved it. Jessica slowly, lovingly slid her fingers over me as she smeared the warm, sticky mess of her husband's semen all over my cock and balls. She was using her husband's cum to lubricate my penis.

David sat silently in his chair, watching with wide-eyed amazement as his wife's fingers explored my groin. Jess alternated between boldly palming my manhood and gently brushing it with her fingertips. David saw Jessica coat my penis with his cum, knowing that the slick shaft would soon be buried deep inside his wife. He seemed to be savoring the sight of what his wife was doing to me. The sight of my cock - shiny with his semen in the half-light of his own bedroom - stood as a monument to Jessica's undeniable, irresistible sexual power. 

I've often thought that people were a bit like some paintings — it's only by standing back from them a little ways that you can see the full picture. I knew that by watching Jessica like this, taking another lover, David would finally know and understand her better. He'd see the whole, full picture of Jessica — not just a wife, but an independent, fully sexual being. After all, within each of us —just beneath our veneer of sophistication, civilization and morals — is an animalistic core that sometimes wants nothing more than to fuck and be fucked. It was David's gift that morning to see that truth about his wife on full display. His pretty, intellectual wife loved to fuck.

"Now that we're both good and lubed up, let's see if I can take that fat dick," Jessica announced. 

She placed her hands on my shoulders, and had me lie flat on my back. She swung her legs over mine, and I grabbed her firmly around her waist. 

The rigid, swollen head of my cock met the soft, puffy folds of Jessica's pussy. Her sex felt impossibly, soakingly wet. It was a tight fit, but the combined effect of Jessica's juices along with David's spit and his cum gave us more than enough lubrication to allow the first few inches of me to slide in, albeit with agonizing slowness. All three of us gasped — Jessica from being stretched and filled by my thick manhood, David from seeing his wife take my massive tool into her vagina, and me from the delicious, hot tightness I felt pulling me in. It felt like the walls of Jessica's cunt were hands grabbing me tightly and tugging on me.

With each intake of her breath, I felt Jessica relaxing and opening herself more, and I felt myself slide further in. It felt to me as if my cock was expanding, growing, and climbing inside of her, desperately trying to fill her up. I slowly slid my hands from her waist, down over the soft shelf of her hips, and cupped her ample ass cheeks in my hands. I pulled her ass down towards me and thrust my hips forward slightly, and suddenly felt her body almost seem to give way and accept the last inch or two of me. Our bellies met, and I could feel hers trembling and sweaty against my own. Her cunt gripped me so tightly and firmly that I didn't think my dick could ever come out of it. At that moment, I couldn't imagine ever wanting it to. 

Jess and I had both been looking down, watching as I entered her, but now we each looked up and our eyes met. Her bright, blue eyes and her smile displayed a real sense of achievement. She looked like she'd won a prize that she'd never expected and that she'd thought was far beyond her grasp. Her smile exuded pride at accommodating all of my dick. Her pubis was grinding into mine, bringing her clit in contact with my body. I felt her shuddering. Then our lips met, and we kissed for the first time. It was hot, slow, and sensuous. The tips of our searching tongues met and flickered against each other. The world around me momentarily dissolved into a soft, warm glow.

Eventually, we both looked over at David. He sat in the chair, transfixed by the tableau in front of him on his marital bed. His pale chest rose and fell as he still panted from the exertion of supplying us with his cum, while his thin white member shriveled and twitched, with a small amount of his semen still leaking from the little tip. Had he wanted to, he could have turned away. But he didn't. He couldn't. He was seeing the unabridged sexuality of his wife unfolding before him, and it was a powerful image. He had a look of wonder on his face as if he were seeing a monumental cathedral or a majestic mountain range for the first time. 

David moved his chair a little closer to the head of the bed so he could have a better view.

"Fuck, that is sexy," he gasped. "I love watching you ride a big cock."

Knowing that David, who'd been an annoying little rival of mine for years, was watching me fuck his wife on their marital bed was definitely enhancing my pleasure in that moment. I felt flushed with power and victory. Had I merely fucked his wife without him there, I don't think I would have enjoyed it half as much. David was seeing every moment of this. He could see the physical response his wife and I triggered in each other. He saw the superiority of my cock to his. He could smell and hear our sex. I felt like a god with David watching us. 

Jessica was bucking her hips, riding me, and gradually increasing the tempo. I became aware of the feeling of her rock-hard nipples brushing over the muscles of my chest with each thrust of her pelvis. I slowly slid my hands off her ass, over her hips, over her waist and her ribs, and brought them to her chest. Jessica placed her hands on my pecs and raised herself up so she was riding me upright, her twitching thighs wrapped tightly around me. Her soft, pointy little tits barely filled my palms, and her sharp little nips nestled between my fingers. I gave them passionate squeezes, and she threw back her head, closed her eyes, and moaned. Her nips seemed to harden and expand in response to my ministrations, and I couldn't resist the urge to suck on them.

I maneuvered our bodies and brought her right breast to my mouth. I flicked the tip of my tongue over her impossibly hard nipple for a few seconds, but then she roughly pressed her breast against my mouth, and I engulfed her teat and began sucking vigorously. It felt as if our bodies were straining to meld into one — her cunt engulfing and absorbing my dick, and my mouth consuming her tit. We were a writhing, sweaty tangle of softness and hardness mingling together.

"Suck me! Suck on my tits! Suck me hard!" Jessica demanded. I increased the suction of my mouth and latched on firmly, while my tongue swirled in circles around her nipples. I felt like I was almost inhaling or devouring each soft, supple little breast.

For many exquisite, satisfying minutes, we stayed locked in this position, as I alternated tits to suck on. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see David stroking himself to another erection. His narrow little dick stood at attention as he watched his wife riding me like an animal. She came over and over again on me.

Finally, I could no longer delay the inevitable. I roughly grabbed Jessica's broad and feminine ass as hard as I could and plunged my dick as deep as it could go, feeling my cock pulse and grow even larger inside her. Her pelvis shook fiercely and uncontrollably, and I felt my cum shoot into her. The soft, wet walls of her vagina clenched around me with each contraction as my semen squirted into her. I could feel my sperm crashing in waves against her cervix. With the last, satisfying spurt into her wet cavern, my whole body went limp and I fell back weakly on the bed. Jessica collapsed on my chest, spent. We panted in synch with each other, and our chests felt slippery with the sweat of our exertion. I felt my dick slowly shrinking inside of Jessica, until at last it slithered out of her drenched pussy.

With a giggle, Jessica rolled off and lay on her back next to me, her legs splayed and her little tits practically disappearing. Her face was flushed and wet with perspiration. She smiled drowsily and contentedly.

Honestly, I'd practically forgotten about David by that point, but suddenly there he was — hopping up on the bed and diving on top of Jessica. She laughed as if she were happily surprised, and instantly wrapped him up in her arms and legs. Her whole body seemed to be embracing him and inviting him in. 

I turned on my side to face them and saw David's thin erection pistoning in and out of Jessica's soaked cunt. Jess smiled and laughed as he frantically pumped away at her and swirled his hips around. Watching my rival/friend reduced to getting sloppy seconds from his wife made the post-orgasmic moment especially delicious for me. 

"I can barely feel your little dick now," she laughed, and pecked him on the lips while he insistently thrust into her.

"I'm glad it's in there, though, David. Now finish quickly..." she demanded.

After maybe ten seconds, David gave a thin, whiny groan and shuddered through another orgasm of his own, depositing a load of his cum in his wife's well-used pussy. Jessica giggled again, patronizingly patted him on the shoulder, and he rolled off her to the side opposite of me. Jessica lay between us, smiling regally.



For a long time, we lay together on the bed, silently panting. The room was humid from our exertion, and the sunlight through the blinds played upon our sweat-soaked and cum-spattered bodies as they cooled in the gentle breeze from a ceiling fan.

Eventually, with a sigh of utter contentment, Jessica sat up for a second and moved so that she lay on her back between me and David and with her head down towards our feet. She spread her legs, placing one over David and the other over me, and pulled us in so that the top of my head and David's nearly touched. Jessica had maneuvered us such that we were both lying down on our sides between her legs, and staring straight at her spread, exposed pussy, slick and shiny only inches from our faces.

Jessica showing herself this way to us was a potent display of her complete openness, an acknowledgement of her own power, and a gift to our penetrating gaze. It was beautiful, it was depraved, and it was everything I wanted.

I don't imagine that I'll ever again see anything as decorously erotic as Jessica's well-fucked cunt looked at that moment. I'd never imagined anyone could look both so powerful and so vulnerable at the same time. Her puss was a swollen pink mess. Her short blonde pubic hair was matted in places, the folds of her pussy lips were puffy and red, and streams of cum leaked copiously out of its folds. The musky scent of her danced in the air around us. 

Jessica brought her hands to her groin and languidly fondled herself. Her fingers explored and re-explored every wet crease of her labia, every last bit of her clit, and every drop of cum hiding within her vagina. David and I watched in wonder. At one glorious point, a beam of sunlight fell just right through the blinds and touched Jessica's hand, making her wedding ring glow through the thin sheen of our intermingled cum. David and I saw it all, just inches in front of our faces. 

We stayed like that for what seemed like hours, watching Jessica massage her pussy, until we all drifted off into the blissful, deep sleep of the satisfied.

TO BE CONTINUED


Becoming Jessica and David's Bull Ch. 03
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***

(continued)

I sat by myself at the bar of the restaurant on the hotel's 28th floor, nursing a gin and tonic. I felt strong and confident, wearing jeans and a tight t-shirt that accentuated my fit body. Through the windows, I could see the city lights blinking far below. The night felt alive with possibility. Feeling the first, tingling hints of an erection, I squirmed slightly in my seat.

Across the room, Jessica and David huddled close together at their table, lingering over the last bit of their meal. David, nerdy as always, wore a herringbone tweed sport coat. With his closely cropped salt and pepper beard and his pale complexion, he looked to all the world like the university literature professor that he was. 

Jessica, however, positively glowed and radiated sexiness. The candlelight gave her short, blonde hair a soft amber tone like honey, and the diamond pendant earrings I'd given her reflected the candlelight gloriously. She wore a simple, short black dress that hugged and accentuated her curves. Cut low, it exposed the the tops of her pert little breasts, which were held up high on her chest and enhanced by the black push-up bra I'd asked her to wear. The dress ended well above her knees, and as she sat with her legs crossed, everyone in the restaurant was afforded a spectacular view of her shapely, feminine legs. A sexy pair of black heels completed the ensemble perfectly. I knew that half the people in the room must have been thinking about fucking her. I knew I was.

I saw Jessica reach into her handbag and take out her phone. In a few moments, my phone buzzed as I received a text from her.

"I can't wait to feel your thick cock cumming in me."

I couldn't help but smile.

"Sexting me in front of your husband? You're such a bad girl...," I replied.

"He knows the drill," she answered a few seconds later. "And he did like watching you drill me that time at our house..."

I looked over at their table. David seemed to be looking down at the table shyly, while Jessica grinned and watched for my reaction. I turned back to my phone and sent her another text.

"Good, because my big dick is going to be filling your sweet little cunt all night long."

As she read my message, her mouth formed a pretty little "O" of surprise, and her eyes seemed to gleam with excitement. She showed my text to her husband. David's eyes grew wide, and he inhaled deeply. It looked like he was becoming even more pale than before. I saw Jessica typing furiously on her phone as she grinned mischievously.

"If I were wearing panties, they'd be soaked right now! LOL," was her reply.

It took all of my self control to keep from immediately walking across the room, grabbing Jessica and whisking her back to our room for the night's planned fun. But first, I had one more little surprise planned for my married friends. 

As I'd arranged in advance when I prepaid for dinner, a waiter appeared from the kitchen carrying a cake with several lighted candles on it. He maneuvered through the other tables, crowded with guests, and with a flourish set it down in front of David and Jessica. 

"Thank you for choosing to celebrate your anniversary with us," the waiter announced, loud enough to be heard over the murmured conversations in the room. He began to sing "Happy Anniversary," and the guests at the other tables gradually joined in. David blushed and stared at his plate. Jessica giggled wickedly, and stole glances over at me. The song ended, and the other guests politely applauded.

Now was the time.

I rose from my chair.

My heart pounded. My head felt light from the drinks, from the excitement, and from expectations for the night to come. The walk from the bar to David and Jessica's table felt like it was taking forever as I moved between tables of chattering guests. My eyes were fixed on Jessica — gorgeous, sexy Jessica. The thought of fucking her pulled me towards the table in an earnest, single-minded hunger.

At last, I stood towering over her, looked down at her, and stared greedily into her sparkling, intoxicating blue eyes. On the edge of my peripheral vision, I saw David make a motion as if to stand up to greet me. Without taking my eyes off of Jessica's, I raised my hand to signal him to stop, and firmly said "David, no need to get up."

I bent down closer to Jessica, and she arched her back and stretched up so that our lips met. We kissed passionately, and I felt her mouth open on mine. I thrust my tongue deeply into her mouth, and she met it with her own. Our lips locked together with our tongues dueling and caressing each other, meeting in a hot, slithery tangle. I placed my hands firmly on her bare arms, with the heels of each palm just brushing the sides of her firm little breasts. Slowly, we let our deep kiss trail off in intensity, until I was just gently flicking the end of her tongue with mine, fluttering over it as if I were stimulating a clit. At long last, we broke off our kiss. Jessica sighed. David sat nearby, wilting in humiliation.

All conversation had stopped at the nearby tables, and the guests stared at the three of us, stunned and slack-jawed. The tongue-sucking kiss Jessica and I had shared just moments after the public celebration of David and Jessica's anniversary surely had the onlookers questioning what the hell was happening. I figured the sight would prompt a few conversations amongst the other guests, and I found myself hoping that a few of those couples would get themselves off later that night fantasizing about us. We'd put on quite the little erotic show in front of all of them.

"Let's take this to the room," I announced firmly and loudly enough for the guests at nearby tables to hear. I offered my hand to Jessica, and she took it as she stood up. In turn, she offered her other hand to David. I led Jessica towards the bank of elevators just outside of the restaurant, and she dragged David along behind us. Jessica's warm, soft hand trembled lightly in mine as we walked. The three of us got into an elevator together. As the doors closed, I saw that every eye in the restaurant had followed us out the door. In the distance, the anniversary cake remained untouched on Jessica and David's table. I noticed that the candles on it were still lit.

For a few seconds we rode the elevator in silence.

"Holy fuck, that was hot," Jessica sputtered.

"I'm just getting started," I said.

David, too timid to look at me, weakly said "Now remember the terms of our agreement, and that you're going to honor our safe word and safe signal..."

He looked up — expectantly, questioningly, desperately, and still not directly at me.

"Oh, I remember all the rules and everything, and I'll honor them, David. But I want you to remember how much your wife loved taking my cock ball's deep last time," I interjected.

David cast down his eyes and whimpered quietly.

"And how much you loved watching it," I added.

David moaned meekly, and nodded. "I do remember. And I did love it," he admitted.

Feeling flushed with power now, I announced "I'll follow the rules, but we all agreed the three of us are going to push some boundaries tonight. You need to know that I'm up for wherever that goes."

Jessica turned to David, smiled, and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.

Jess turned back to me and grinned hungrily. "I sure hope so! We've been fantasizing about this for years, even before we were married. We're just thankful we've found someone who's so sexy, who we know so well, and who we can trust completely. David and I just might have a few surprises in store for you tonight, to thank you..."

I thought I saw beads of nervous sweat forming on David's forehead. 

I let go of Jessica's hand, and placed my hand on her back up by her shoulder blades. My fingertips brushed down her spine until I felt the zipper on the back of her dress. Slowly, I unzipped the first several inches, until the dress was just barely clinging to her and starting to fall away in places. I let go of the zipper, and slid my hands further down, caressing the small of her back with my fingers, before cupping her ample, feminine ass. I could tell she hadn't lied to me when she said she wasn't wearing panties. Jessica sighed and threw her head back as David started nuzzling her neck. He reached up under her dress with his right hand for a few moments, then brought his fingers to his lips, licked her juices off of them, and inhaled her scent. 

A chime sounded, and the elevator doors slid open. Jessica led the way out, and almost jogged down the hallway towards the suite we were sharing. David and I followed behind her, drinking in the spectacular view of Jessica's deliciously ripe hips and ass. Her dress was practically falling off of her, exposing her lacy black bra-encased tits. Had anyone been in the hall, they would have seen quite a sight as we rushed toward the room.

Jessica fumbled with the key card, laughing nervously and blushing. Her girlish excitability struck me as adorable. 

With maybe a little more aggression than I needed, I grabbed the key card out of her hands and inserted it in the door. The three of us nearly fell over each other getting into the room. The door clicked shut behind us. 

The lights were off throughout the suite, but I'd left the drapes open. The blinking lights of the city below us and the rising full moon bathed the room in a cool, almost bluish neon glow. The buzz of city life and traffic sounded softly through the hotel's thick windows, accompanied by the distant wail of sirens. The hum of the air conditioning, the far-off sounds of the city, the soft light from outside — it was all like a beautiful, warm and welcoming dream.

The three of us stood in the entryway. David stripped frantically, his shaking hands struggling to undo the buttons of his shirt and unzip his pants. I was naked in a flash, my thick, swelling member curving upwards proudly in front of me.

Jessica, not waiting to get undressed, kicked off her heels and started to move towards the bed. Consumed with lust, I grabbed her by the arm and pulled her back towards me in the entryway. With a little more force than I intended, I pushed her back against the wall, and aggressively pulled her dress down. Her eyes grew wider, and she stared at me with a look that seemed to be desire mixed with a twinge of fear. Clad only in her push-up bra, she trembled in front of me.

I felt every muscle in my body tensing and swelling. I felt like an angry, aroused animal — powerful and needing release.

With a low growl, I grabbed her wrists and pinned her arms against the wall up by her head. I leaned into her, holding her there, and stuck my tongue down her throat. I thrust my hips forward, sandwiching my swollen cock between our bodies, the tip reaching almost up to the underside of her petite, bra-encased breasts. Her body writhed against me, and she moaned deeply into my mouth. The soft skin of her abdomen felt amazing as I thrust my rock-hard dick against it.

After a couple of minutes of forceful kissing, I let go of her left wrist. Giving her no warning, I reached down and abruptly shoved two of my fingers into her cunt. Her sex was hot and wet. She brought her left hand down to my chest, ran her fingers through my chest hair, and gently caressed my swollen, twitching right pec and my nipple while I pumped my fingers in and out of her pussy.

I finally broke off our kiss.

"Get on your knees, Jess. I want to fuck that pretty little mouth," I ordered.

I stepped back a bit, giving her room. She took off her bra, revealing the small, succulent breasts that I'd loved worshipping during our last time together. I hadn't thought it possible, but her sharp little nipples seemed to be poking out even further from her body than before. It was all I could do to resist sucking on them now, but I craved the feeling of thrusting my dick down her throat even more than I wanted those luscious, rock-hard nipples in my mouth. 

"David, come over here —let's make this fantasy come true," Jessica hissed.

Honestly, I'd almost forgotten that David was in the room. I wondered what it must have felt like for him to watch me manhandling his wife in front of him. If his thin, pale little hard-on was any clue, he'd enjoyed it thoroughly.

Jessica and David kissed, and she took his hand. Together, the knelt down on the carpet in front of me. Ever so slowly, Jessica brought their linked hands up to my erection. She wrapped her hand firmly around the base of my cock, and David slowly, tentatively touched the swollen mushroom head with the tips of his fingers. I gasped involuntarily, and my dick gave a visible shudder.

I'd suspected this moment would come. In the weeks leading up to this meeting, during our lengthy and honest discussions about ground rules, my married friends had raised the possibility of some male-on-male contact. Still, there's all the difference in the world between merely discussing the possibility in the abstract, and actually having a man touching my dick. I'd told them very clearly that I was straight, but had acknowledged that in a threesome like we'd planned, there was likely to be some incidental contact, and that I was okay with it. Now, we'd left the theoretical in the past, and I faced the undeniable reality that a man was touching me. Gaining courage, David joined Jessica in wrapping his fingers around my dick and holding me tightly in his hand.

Honestly, it felt amazing. I noticed precum starting to ooze out of the tip of my cock, glistening in the soft moonlight. My heavy, low-hanging balls started swaying as Jessica and David started jacking me off. 

I watched Jessica and David cuddle up together on their knees in front of me, and kiss each other tenderly. Taking charge, Jessica pulled me forward, all the while still jacking me off, until the tip of my cock touched where her and David's mouths met. She brushed the head of my cock lightly against David's face, leaving a smear of my precum on his cheek.

Suddenly, she broke off her kiss with David, turned a little bit, and engulfed my swollen cock with her mouth. David released my dick from his grasp, reached down between his own knees, and began frantically jacking himself off. For her part, Jessica let go of my throbbing erection, reached around behind me, and grabbed my taut, muscular ass cheeks in both hands. She pulled me forward.

She must have practiced in the months since she'd first blown me, because now she showed no hesitance or inability to handle my girth. Jess's throat seemed to open to accommodate all of me, and it felt as if my cock was sliding all the way down into her, almost slithering down into her chest as if it were a living thing all of its own, seeking to burrow down into the deepest part of her. My scrotum brushed her chin, and my closely-trimmed pubic hair tickled her nose. My entire cock felt surrounded and swallowed up in the wet embrace of her mouth.

I was in heaven.

Slowly, she pulled her head back, sucking hard on my cock, and leaving my shaft glistening with saliva. At last, with an audible "pop," the swollen mushroom head of my cock emerged from between her lips.

"Kiss me, David, and taste his cock in my mouth," she demanded. David obliged, and they locked lips and engaged in a lengthy, sloppy kiss. I watched in awe. 

Eventually, Jessica turned away from David, and looked up at me with pleading eyes. "Now, fuck me in the mouth. I want to feel like a slut — YOUR slut. Fuck my mouth like I'm a whore," she pleaded.

She brought her mouth forward and pulled hard on my ass. Her mouth blossomed and welcomed my cock back in.

I put one hand on either side of Jessica's head, and gripped her short blonde hair tightly between my fingers. I began pumping my hips forward and backward, urged on by the firm grip she kept on my ass. David, still kneeling beside her, leaned forward and kissed and licked Jessica's face as her cheeks alternately hollowed and bloated while she sucked on my swollen member. Copious amounts of saliva shone on my shaft as it pistoned in and out of her mouth, and some of her spit dribbled down her chin. The suite was now full of the sounds of my panting and grunting, coupled with Jessica's mild gagging and a kind of wet, squelching sound as I fucked her mouth with increasing force and tempo. Every muscle in my body was taut and laboring as I jackhammered my dick down her throat. I marveled at how hard she could take it from me, but there was no safe word, no signal to stop, so I kept at it. It was animalistic and not at all delicate or pretty, the way I was fucking her face. 

David, meanwhile, shifted his position so he was underneath Jessica's face. With my thick, cum-filled balls slapping him in the cheek, he lapped up his wife's saliva as it drooled down her chin. I could only imagine the sensations he must have been experiencing, being an inch or two from my thick cock, and watching it plunge violently into his wife's mouth again and again. He saw, heard and smelled it all from an inch away, so close to us that when I would draw back preparatory to each thrust into his wife's mouth, I could feel David's hot breath on the my shaft. Whenever he'd groan, I would feel the vibration along the underside of my dick. I suppose that for David, part of the thrill was seeing his wife's sexual power — her ability to give and receive pleasure — in its full, unfiltered glory.

I could feel myself getting closer and closer to orgasm, and knew I had to stop soon or I'd blow a massive load down Jessica's throat. Of course I wanted that, but I also wanted more, and I was determined to have it all.

I forcefully pulled Jessica's head away from my crotch. All three of us were panting with exertion and arousal. David kept energetically jacking his thin, pale little prick.

Jessica grinned and looked up at me.

"Fuck, you were giving my mouth a pounding! I bet you didn't think I could take a dick in my mouth like that," she said, proudly.

"That was incredible. But it's your turn now, Jess," I panted. "I need to taste that cunt."

I helped her and David up off the floor, and led Jessica by the hand over to a large, overstuffed chaise lounge-type chair. I guided her down onto her back. David slid onto the chaise to Jessica's right, and lying on his side, there was just barely enough room to accommodate both of them.

"David, lift up her leg for me," I ordered. He dutifully looped his arm around Jessica's right leg, placed his elbow under her knee, and pinned her knee up by her chest. Jessica dangled her left leg off the other side of chaise, so that the swollen folds of her prominent pussy-lips were wide open to me. David leaned over and gently, lovingly suckled on the protruding nipple of Jessica's right breast. Jess and David both moaned softly. Jessica wrapped her left arm around David's shoulders, holding him close to her.

I paused for a moment to catch my breath and to enjoy the sight of this married couple, entwined in love in front of me. Seeing their intense passion provoked powerful emotions in me. Surely, their relationship wasn't for everyone, but they were genuinely happy with what they'd arranged. I felt truly honored to be their bull, to be welcomed to participate in this intimate, depraved tableau. And unquestionably, my humiliation of David and my role as sexual plaything for Jessica made me feel more powerful, more muscular, more masculine, and more alive than any victory I'd ever won on the playing field or at the office. I felt like a superhero.



Jessica's pussy was fully exposed to me between her splayed legs. I stared at her sex for a moment, taking in that vision of beauty. Maybe it was due to Jessica's intense level of arousal, but her pussy lips were more prominent and pronounced than any other woman's that I'd ever seen. The swollen, puffy flaps of her labia gleamed with her juices, and seemed to be beckoning me towards her.

Placing one hand firmly on each of her thighs, I knelt by the chaise and lowered myself down until my face was only inches away from her beautiful, sopping puss. Jessica's clit seemed almost as if it were throbbing and trembling, straining as if to escape it's hood. Her neat, closely trimmed pubic hair invited gentle caresses, and I obliged. I wondered how many times she had run her own fingers through it, dreaming of a moment like this when two men would be holding her and worshiping her as if she were a goddess.

My face drew closer and closer to Jessica's cunt. I knew she could feel my warm breath playing along her labia and dancing over her clit. The humid, intoxicating fragrance of her sex filled my nostrils. Jess reached down with one hand, ran her fingers gently through my hair, and then slowly but insistently brought my face forward onto her pussy.

I started slowly, laving her slot with the flat of my tongue, lapping at her pussy like a dog drinking water out of a bowl. Occasionally, I'd swirl my tongue in lazy circles over the folds of her labia, drinking in the sweet juices seeping out of her, and adding copious amounts of my own saliva to the mix. Once in awhile, I'd thrust the tip of my tongue inside her, parting the folds of her pussy lips and penetrating her almost as if my tongue were a cock. Eventually, David too reached down with one hand, placed it with Jessica's hand on the back of my head, and further pressed me into his wife's crotch. Jessica's body tensed as she thrust her mound against my face.

"David, he's tasting me! His mouth's all over my cunt! Oh God, that feels so good," Jessica gasped.

Resting my top lip on the hood, I insistently flicked the tip of my tongue over the little bud of Jessica's clit. With David licking her tits and me licking her clit, Jessica shuddered and moaned through a violent orgasm. I slithered my tongue over her pussy lips, drawing a last figure eight on her cunt, and then leaned back. David was nuzzling and kissing his wife's neck while they embraced on the chaise. Jessica's chest rose and fell as she panted, giving me a spectacular view of the impossibly long, swollen points of her nipples.

My dick was rock hard, and I was craving release. My whole body felt tense, like a tightly coiled spring.

I stood up, grabbed Jessica, and positioned her on the chaise on all fours so I could take her doggy-style. David slid around and got into a 69 position beneath her. David's wan little dick twitched near Jessica's face, and I wondered for a second if he'd get to experience the kind of oral magic his wife had earlier afforded me. Jessica seemed to have other plans. She grabbed it with one hand, holding it firmly. I got the sense that from now on, her mouth would be mine, and mine alone.

David wasted no time in wrapping his arms around Jessica's waist and burying his face in his wife's crotch. 

I moved to the end of the chaise behind Jessica, my cock throbbing and aching in front of me. I paused for a moment, gazing at Jessica's magnificent ass. For years, I'd worshiped it from a distance, fantasizing that some day I'd take her from behind like this. I wanted to savor this moment, now that the day had arrived. She was so nicely round, shapely, and feminine. She didn't have a small, tight butt like a model's, but rather a thick, womanly, curvy bottom. She wasn't what would qualify as a BBW, but she was no waif, either. She looked so soft, so inviting. I wanted to capture that moment forever in my memories, but I could no longer resist my primal urge to mount her, plunge my cock into her sex, and fill her with my hot cum.

I moved close to her, and put one hand on each side of the gorgeous span of her broad hips. They felt soft, warm and inviting to my touch. My thick, engorged cock found it's way towards her pussy, and brushed against David's forehead as he eagerly licked her.

"Put my fat dick into your wife, David," I ordered.

David moved his face away from Jessica's vagina, and lay the back of his head on the chaise. I felt him panting against the underside of my cock as it hovered near his wife's pussy. Then, I felt the tip of his tongue brush against my shaft. It felt rougher than his wife's tongue, and distinctly yet indescribably masculine. It felt strange but amazing, in a deliciously different kind of way. David caressed my cock and my low-hanging balls with his tongue, lubing and readying me to fuck his wife. The bristles of his short beard occasionally tickled me. I was startled, but ready to burst with arousal. It was more than merely the physical sensations — it was the knowledge that another man - a rival, even - was worshipping my cock and readying me to fuck his own wife. I felt like the Alpha of all Alphas. I felt my whole body, and even my engorged cock, seem to grow larger. Tidal waves of adrenaline and testosterone seemed to course through every inch of my body.

After what seemed like an excruciatingly long wait, David took the large mushroom head of my dick in his mouth, and he covered it in his warm spit. He pulled back his head, gasping for air, and my hard-on sprung free from his mouth. I felt him guide my manhood to the slick folds of his wife's pussy using only his face, and I slowly slid myself inside of her.

My cock was so hard and so swollen, my thrust so deep into Jessica's welcoming softness, that I felt as if the head of my cock must have been reaching all the way up through her abdomen and into her chest. I began pounding away at her from behind. Her fleshy ass rippled with each thrust. My hands were full of her ass cheeks, as I gripped them tightly in my fingers and held on for dear life.

Beneath us, I knew David was licking his wife's clit as my cock plunged in and out of her, my sweaty balls sliding back and forth over his face. Jessica's body shook with pleasure as she rocked back and forth and our bodies slapped together. I caressed her trembling hips, then slid my hands up to firmly grab Jessica's waist. I held her tightly against me as I rammed my cock over and over into her, as deeply as I could possibly go. It was aggressive, animalistic rutting. I felt every muscle in my body straining to bury my dick into Jessica over and over again.

Finally, Jessica started to jack off her husband. She moved her upper body a little bit to the side so I could see. Jessica's hand covered nearly all of David's little prick, which quickly oozed precum. In less than a minute, I heard David moaning underneath Jessica's and my groin, and a thin, watery spurt of cum shot out of the tip of his dick. Several others followed in quick succession, as David's body spasmed beneath us. David had an impressive amount of cum. His chest and abdomen must have been covered in the sticky residue of his own semen. While keeping her hips and ass elevated to accept my thrusts, Jessica lay the upper part of her body down onto her husband, smearing her own torso and her husband's with his ejaculate.

Again and again, I thrust into Jessica's spectacular upraised pelvis. Her pussy was so wet and hot that despite my girth, I was sliding in and out of her with ease. 

I finally felt the tingling, fiery start of an orgasm, and with all the strength I could muster, I rammed my hips forward as I firmly held her in place by her waist. I felt as if cum were exploding out of the head of my cock as I pumped jet after jet of sperm into the deepest depths of Jessica's cunt. 

"Fuck, David! He's cumming so fucking deep in me!" she screamed. Her hips trembled violently as a final, toe-curling orgasm rolled through her body.

We remained in that position for awhile, panting. I gently caressed the white globes of Jessica's upraised ass as my dick slowly shriveled. Finally, my limp tool slipped out from between her pussy lips. I saw a huge wad of my cum leak out of Jessica's puss, and land on David's face. David licked his lips, and I watched from above as he latched back onto his wife's cunt and eagerly sucked my cum out of her. A large, last drop of cum formed on the tip of my dick. David must have seen it, because he briefly removed his mouth from his wife's cunt, and licked the drop off cum of the end of my cock, before returning to the work of eating Jessica out.

The room was full of the pungent scent of sweat and sex as we gradually caught our breath. On legs weak from exertion, eventually we stood up and came together in a cozy, warm, and cum-smeared three-way embrace. 

I was almost too spent to speak, Jessica seemed exultant and energized.

"That was every bit as amazing as I imagined," Jessica enthused, "and that's exactly the kind of thick, manly cock I need!" David silently nodded, grinning sheepishly.

Together, the three of us made our way to the luxurious and expansive marble bathroom of the suite, and stepped into the enormous shower. There was more than enough room for the three of us. The hot water of the shower both stung and refreshed us as it splashed against our skin and and played over our bodies. I stood between David and Jessica, basking in my post-orgasmic glow. To my left, David soaped up and lathered my soft, thick dick and balls with his hands, cleaning the residue of sex off of me as I rested my arm on his shoulders. My right arm was thrown around Jessica. She and I exchanged slow, deep kisses, as I held her close.

Things had gone well, and I felt supremely satisfied. But even as I thought things couldn't ever possibly match the peak of that evening, I wondered what the future had in store for us. The possibilities seemed endless. Was this the start of an ongoing threeway relationship? How far would David's bi-curiosity go? Would Jessica be open to joining me without David, or better yet, with just me and a girlfriend? Could I ever own Jessica's ass like I owned her pussy and mouth?

I brushed those thoughts aside. The future would come, but I had the now — this moment — this night. 

New adventures could wait until tomorrow.

