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Chapter 1

“My name is Chris, and I’m a bull.”

Sounds like the start of an Alcoholics Anonymous meeting, doesn’t it? Hi, Chris! Except instead of battling addiction, my deal involves satisfying the unique cravings of certain couples. Specifically, the kind where the man wants his woman to fuck someone else—sometimes while he watches.

I’ve been doing this for years, and to be honest, I still can’t wrap my head around why a guy—usually a husband—would willingly want his wife to sleep with another man just because it gets him off. But hey, there are plenty of men like that out there, and plenty of women who are happy to oblige. So, as long as everyone’s consenting and I get to enjoy myself in the process, I’m more than happy to provide the service.

But here’s the thing—I’m not your typical bull. You could say I’m a bull with a conscience. Now, don’t get me wrong—I’m not about to talk anyone out of their fantasies. I’m a guy, after all, and I’m not turning down a good fuck just because their dynamic isn’t my cup of tea. But that conscience comes from my past, and a lesson learned the hard way.

No, I wasn’t forced into some unwilling cuckold scheme by my wife. She just straight-up cheated on me. So, I kicked her ass to the curb where she belonged. Lucky for me, my parents had convinced me to sign a prenup before the wedding, so her betrayal didn’t cost me more than a broken heart. I’ll get into the details later, but let’s just say it shaped how I approach this... profession.

I still feel the sting of that cheating cunt ripping my heart out and grinding it under her heel. The memory’s burned into my brain—her pleading with me afterward, tears streaming down her face, begging me to forgive her. But there was no coming back from what I’d seen. That image is seared into my mind like a brand.

I’d gotten home early that day, eager to surprise her. The house was quiet—too quiet. At first, I thought she wasn’t home, but then I heard it. A muffled groan, followed by a sound I didn’t want to recognize. My heart started pounding as I walked down the hallway toward our bedroom. The door was ajar, and there they were.

She was on her knees in front of him, his hands tangled in her hair as she worked her mouth over his cock. I remember freezing in the doorway, torn between disbelief and rage. It felt like time stopped, every second stretching out painfully as the reality of what I was seeing hit me.

When they noticed me, it was chaos. She gasped, pulling back, her lips still glistening, while he scrambled to cover himself. It was then I noticed, through my haze of anger, just how pitifully small he was. Honestly, I couldn’t help but laugh. I guess he was so shocked—or maybe just naturally a coward—that he barely managed to stammer an apology before grabbing his clothes and bolting past me like his life depended on it.

She tried to explain, to justify it somehow, but I wasn’t hearing any of it. Her excuses only fueled my anger. I kicked her out of my life that day, and I never looked back. Thankfully, the prenup my parents had insisted on saved me from losing more than just my pride and trust.

That experience shaped me, though—it left scars that never quite healed. And it’s also the reason I approach my work as a bull the way I do. I won’t be the cause of pain in someone else’s relationship. If both people are on board, if this is something they genuinely want, I’m all in. But the moment I sense deceit, hesitation, or anything that could lead to suffering, I tell them to move on. I know too well how betrayal cuts deep, and I won’t be part of that.

You see, that’s one of the reasons I think I’m pretty damn good at being a bull. It’s not just about the sex—it’s about understanding people, their needs, and what drives them. Maybe it’s the farmer in me. I’ve spent my whole life working the land alongside my father, learning patience, discipline, and the value of hard work. The farm has been in our family for generations, and someday, it’ll be mine. That’s always been the plan. My father made sure I knew the responsibility that comes with it. It’s why he and my mom pushed me to sign a prenup before I got married. They wanted to protect the farm—our legacy—from anyone who might try to take a piece of it. As much as I hated the idea back then, I can’t deny now how wise they were. My father is the best man I know, and if I can live up to even half the standard he’s set, I’ll consider myself lucky.

I’m not going to lie—I know I’m a good-looking guy. Not in a polished, model-on-a-billboard way, but rugged. Calloused hands, strong shoulders, a sharp jawline. The kind of look that makes women take a second glance, whether I’m in jeans or a pair of overalls, covered in dirt after a long day in the fields. It’s not something I rely on or flaunt, but I’d be lying if I said it didn’t feel good to catch a woman’s gaze lingering a little too long, her cheeks flushing when she realizes I’ve noticed. And yeah, I know what they’re thinking about when they see me—wondering what’s under the fabric, how it all lines up with the image in their head.

If they knew, they might get more than just a little curious. I’ve been fortunate in the "equipment" department. I’m not one to brag unnecessarily, but yeah, I’ve measured it—seven inches long and just over six inches around. And let me tell you, that’s more than enough to turn some fantasies into reality. I’ve seen the look on women’s faces when they first get their hands—or mouths—on me. That mix of surprise and anticipation, like they’re unwrapping a gift they didn’t think they’d ever get.

It’s a point of pride, sure, but I’m not delusional. I know size isn’t everything. In most cases, it’s not the inches that matter; it’s what a guy does with what he’s got. Some women are size queens, sure—if you don’t measure up to their standards, there’s not much you can do to change their mind. But for most, the real magic is in how you use it. And let’s be honest, that goes beyond just the physical. It takes effort, knowledge, and a willingness to listen. A smaller guy can make a woman happier than a well-endowed one if he pays attention and puts in the work. It’s about connection—learning what she likes, what she needs, and then giving it to her in ways that blow her mind. That’s why communication is everything. If a couple can’t talk about what they want, they’ll never figure out how to make it happen. It’s a lesson I’ve carried into every part of my life, including my work as a bull.

And yeah, I’ll admit it—there’s some satisfaction in knowing that the pencil-dicked asshole my ex was screwing could never have satisfied her like I did. She threw away everything we had for someone who couldn’t even come close to measuring up, literally or figuratively. That bitter irony still stings, but it also drives me. It’s a reminder of what I’ve lost—and what I’ll never let myself become.

So, how did all this lead to me becoming a bull? Well, this part of the story is how it all began. After I kicked my cheating wife out, the divorce proceedings were surprisingly simple, thanks to the prenup. Still, "simple" doesn’t mean "drama-free."

She couldn’t seem to let go. At first, it was constant calls—pleading voicemails that always ended in tears, begging me to forgive her. When I changed my number, she switched to emails, flooding my inbox with long, rambling messages about how she’d made the biggest mistake of her life. I thought cutting off all digital contact would solve the problem, but she took things further. She started showing up unannounced, finding excuses to drive out to the farm. One time, she showed up with a box of my old things she’d "forgotten" to give me, as if I needed a random assortment of shirts and books she’d conveniently remembered after weeks of silence. It was exhausting.

The last straw came on a crisp autumn afternoon. I’d been out in the fields all morning and had just come back to the house for lunch when I saw her car parked at the end of the driveway. She was sitting on the hood, clutching a photo album. She called out as I approached, her voice cracking, saying she wanted to remind me of the “good times” we’d had together. I told her to leave, but instead, she opened the album and started flipping through the pages, shouting out memories like they’d somehow undo the damage she’d caused. I was standing on the porch, arms crossed, trying to stay calm, when my parents pulled into the driveway.

The look on my father’s face when he saw her there—it was somewhere between pity and frustration. He got out of the car, glanced at me, and said, "Enough’s enough, son. You need to put a stop to this for good." That was the moment I knew he was right. It wasn’t just inconvenient anymore—it was a disruption to my life, my work, and my peace of mind.

The restraining order was his idea, and like always, his wisdom proved invaluable. It wasn’t easy for me to admit I needed that kind of protection from someone I’d once loved, but it was necessary. Once it was in place, she stopped showing up, stopped calling, and stopped emailing—for good. I finally had the space to breathe, to focus on moving forward.

My wife and I had been best friends with a couple named Daniel and Chloe. Like me, they were farmers, living just about a mile up the road from my place. In farming country, friendships like that run deep. It wasn’t just about having someone to share a meal with or talk shop—it was about having each other’s backs, no matter what.

We did everything together—went to the same church, grabbed dinner at the same hole-in-the-wall restaurants, and spent countless evenings on one porch or the other, talking about life and watching the sunset over the fields. Our friendship extended to the farm work, too. If I finished my harvest before Daniel did, I’d pull my machines over to his fields to help him out. When I had hay down and the forecast called for rain, Daniel would show up with his baler before I even asked. It wasn’t just neighborly—it was mutual respect, the kind of bond you only build through hard work and shared experiences. Over time, that respect grew into a deep friendship, the kind you don’t take for granted.

But when my wife decided to be a cheating whore (can you tell I’m still not her biggest fan?), everything changed. That betrayal didn’t just rip apart my marriage—it put a strain on my friendship with Daniel and Chloe, at least at first.

To be fair, it wasn’t their fault. If anything, they were the ones who got me through the worst of it. They were there for me when I couldn’t get through a day without feeling like the walls were caving in. Daniel would invite me over to help with some meaningless project just to keep my mind busy, and Chloe always made sure there was an extra plate at the table when she knew I hadn’t eaten much more than coffee and resentment. They never made me feel pitied—just supported, like they were determined to pull me through the storm no matter how much I wanted to wallow in it.

But it wasn’t the same as before. The easy rhythm we’d had as two couples was gone. Instead of laughing over dinner or swapping stories about the crazy things our spouses had done, I felt like the odd one out. A third wheel, no matter how much they tried to make me feel included. It wasn’t their fault, and I tried not to let it show, but the dynamic had changed. There was a part of me that resented what I’d lost, even as I appreciated what they were doing to help me pick up the pieces.

If they felt differently about me after the divorce, they never let it show. In fact, I almost got the sense that they were being a little friendlier now that the slut was out of the picture. It wasn’t anything overt—just small things, like the way Chloe would insist I stay for dessert when I stopped by for dinner, or how Daniel always had a cold beer waiting for me after a long day of work. Their kindness felt intentional, like they were making an extra effort to remind me I wasn’t alone, even when I felt like I was.

At the time, I really appreciated it. Losing my marriage had shaken me, not just because of the betrayal but because of how much it changed everything about my life. That closeness with Daniel and Chloe became a kind of anchor. They didn’t just tolerate my presence—they welcomed it, opening themselves up in ways they hadn’t before. It felt comforting, safe, like a quiet assurance that I still had people in my corner.

Looking back, I wonder if they could sense how much I needed it—the extra invitation, the small gestures, the unspoken understanding that I was grieving more than just a relationship. Whatever their reasons, it meant the world to me. In a time when I felt like I’d lost so much, they made sure I still had something to hold on to.


Chapter 2 


One day, Daniel and I were standing out in the field together. We’d just finished working a section of his ground, the sun sinking low on the horizon, painting the sky in shades of gold and amber. We were leaning against one of the tractors, taking a moment to catch our breath before heading back to our respective farms. The quiet between us was easy, the kind that only comes with years of friendship.

Out of nowhere, Daniel broke the silence. “Chris,” he said, his voice unusually serious, “we’re best friends, aren’t we?”

The question caught me off guard. Daniel wasn’t the type to get sentimental, so I turned to him, studying his expression. There was something in his eyes—hesitation, maybe even a flicker of nervousness. “Yeah,” I said slowly. “Of course we are.”

He nodded, but instead of relaxing, his shoulders seemed to tense up even more. “Good. I… I have something I need to ask you. It’s a little weird, and I don’t want it to mess things up between us. Our friendship is the most important thing.”

That intrigued me. Daniel wasn’t the kind of guy who got flustered easily, and now he was stumbling over his words like a kid confessing to stealing candy. “Daniel,” I said, trying to ease his obvious discomfort, “I’m pretty sure there’s not much you could ask that would mess up our friendship.”

He gave me a quick smile, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “I hope you’re right,” he said, his voice quieter now. “But this… it’s not easy to talk about.” He hesitated, rubbing the back of his neck, before finally meeting my gaze. “You know Chloe and I love each other, right? I mean, there’s nothing in this world that could change that.”

“Yeah, I know,” I said, unsure where he was going with this. “You two are solid.”

He nodded, his gaze dropping to the ground. “We are. But there’s something I’ve been… thinking about. A lot. And it’s driving me crazy. It’s like this craving I can’t shake, and it turns me on so much I can’t think straight.”

That wasn’t what I expected to hear, and I shifted uncomfortably. This was starting to feel personal—too personal—but I’d promised him I’d listen, so I forced myself to stay calm. “A craving?” I asked cautiously. “What kind of craving?”

He exhaled sharply, as if bracing himself for what he was about to say. “It’s hard to explain,” he admitted. “And I don’t want you to think less of me. But… I’ve got this fantasy. I’ve had it for years. I want to see Chloe… with another man.”

The words hung in the air between us, heavier than I’d expected. I stared at him, trying to process what I’d just heard. At first, I thought I’d misheard him. “You… what?” I asked, my voice a mix of shock and disbelief.

Daniel didn’t flinch. “I want to see my wife make love to another man,” he said quietly, as if saying it any louder might break the world around us.

Now I was reeling. He wanted to see her with someone else? The same thing I’d walked in on with my cheating bitch of a wife? The same thing that had nearly destroyed me? How could any man in his right mind want that? I struggled to wrap my head around it. All I could think about was the betrayal I’d felt, the rage and heartbreak that still lingered even now. And here Daniel was, telling me he wanted it—on purpose. It didn’t make sense.

"Daniel, are you nuts?" I blurted, unable to hold back. "I just kicked my wife out for that exact same thing! Believe me, that was the absolute last thing I ever wanted to see. And now you’re sitting here telling me that you want your wife to fuck another man? That just doesn’t make any damn sense!"

Daniel winced at my reaction but held his ground. “I get it, Chris. Believe me, I know how it sounds. And I know what you went through—it’s the last thing I want to dredge up for you. But it’s different with Chloe and me. We’ve talked about this… a lot. Over the course of years, actually. This isn’t something I came up with overnight.”

His tone was calm, steady, like he’d rehearsed this conversation in his head a hundred times before finally saying the words out loud. But I couldn’t wrap my head around it. “Daniel, how could it ever be different? You’re asking for something that nearly tore my life apart.”

“I know,” he admitted, nodding slowly. “I can’t explain it fully, but I can try. When I first started noticing how much I liked seeing other guys look at Chloe—really look at her—it surprised me too. It was little things at first: the way men would stare when we went out, the way their eyes would linger on her legs or the curve of her hips. Instead of getting angry or jealous, it… I don’t know, it turned me on. The idea that they wanted her, even though they couldn’t have her, made me feel proud in a strange way.”

I stared at him, still struggling to process what I was hearing. He forged ahead.

“It took me a long time to understand it myself, and even longer to work up the courage to tell her. When I finally did, Chloe couldn’t believe it either. At first, she thought I didn’t love her anymore, like I was trying to push her into someone else’s arms because I didn’t want her. Then she thought I was testing her—that if she admitted even the slightest bit of interest, I’d turn around and accuse her of not loving me. It was rough, Chris. I’m not gonna lie.”

I crossed my arms, waiting for him to continue. He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “It took years, man. Years of conversations, of me explaining and reassuring her that this wasn’t about wanting her less—it was about wanting her in a way I didn’t even fully understand myself. I love her more than anything. That’s what makes this whole thing so hard to explain. It’s not about me stepping aside or giving up my place in her life—it’s about seeing her experience the most intense pleasure possible, even if it’s with someone else. And afterward…”

He hesitated, his voice dropping, as if he was afraid to say the next part out loud. “Afterward, the idea of going back to her, reclaiming her, knowing she’s still mine—that’s what drives me crazy. That’s the part that turns me on the most. It’s… I can’t explain it any better than that.”

I raised an eyebrow, still trying to process his words. “You’re serious about this, aren’t you?” I asked finally, my voice quieter now, but no less incredulous. “How long have you been thinking about this?”

Daniel looked at me and said, "I don't know -- a long time, I can tell you that. There's no real easy way to just come out to your wife and tell her you want her to get fucked by another man. It took years of edging around the subject before I finally felt I could share it with her. 

"Chris," Daniel began, his tone careful, almost cautious, "I know Ellie…” He winced, catching himself. “I mean, your ex-wife—sorry, I know you don’t like saying her name—cheated on you. And I know what I’m describing sounds like the same thing. But it’s not.”

I raised an eyebrow, waiting for him to continue. He was trying hard to explain himself, but so far, I wasn’t buying it.

“This isn’t betrayal,” he pressed on, his voice firm now. “Even though another man would be fucking my wife, it would be with my permission. Hell, hopefully, I’ll be there when it happens.”

That stopped me in my tracks. He actually wanted to watch? My stomach tightened, but I forced myself to let him keep going.

“The difference,” he said, leaning forward slightly, “is that Chloe and I are in this together. We’ve talked about it. A lot. I’ve convinced her to give it a try, and we’ve agreed—if it’s not good for either of us, we won’t ever do it again.”

I stared at him, stunned. I couldn’t understand how he could say this so calmly, like he was describing a new crop rotation instead of the idea of another man screwing his wife. My silence must have unnerved him because he shifted his weight and kept talking.

“Who knows?” he added, his voice softening. “Maybe when it’s actually happening, I’ll realize it’s not what I wanted. Maybe I’ll have second thoughts. Or maybe Chloe will feel so guilty about being with someone else that she won’t be able to go through with it.”

He paused, his eyes flicking to mine, gauging my reaction. I could feel the weight of his words pressing on me, but I didn’t say anything. Not yet.

“I’m not blind to the risks, Chris,” he said, his voice quieter now. “I’ve thought about all of it. The doubts. The fears. The chance that she might enjoy it so much she won’t want me anymore.” He exhaled sharply, almost like he was releasing the tension building up in his chest. “But deep down, I believe in what we have. Our love is strong enough to handle this.”

The sincerity in his voice was impossible to ignore. He wasn’t just trying to justify some half-baked fantasy—this was something he’d agonized over, something he’d wrestled with for a long time.

I shook my head, still struggling to process it. “Daniel,” I said finally, my voice low, “you’re telling me that you’re willing to risk all of that? Just for some… fantasy?”

He held my gaze, unwavering. “It’s not just some fantasy to me,” he said. “It’s something I can’t shake, no matter how much I try. And Chloe—she understands that now. She’s on board because she knows how much this means to me.”

I ran a hand over my face, trying to make sense of what he was saying. My mind kept flashing back to Ellie—how I’d walked in on her, how it had nearly destroyed me. How could he not see the parallels? How could he not realize what he was risking?

“Look,” Daniel added, his voice quieter now, almost pleading, “I know this is hard for you to hear. But this is something I’ve thought about for years. It’s not a passing whim, Chris. It’s who I am.”

The air between us felt heavy, and for a moment, I didn’t know what to say. On one hand, I was still in shock. On the other, I couldn’t help but respect the guts it took for him to open up to me about something so deeply personal—so risky. He was laying his soul bare, trusting me not to judge him or blow up our friendship. And even though I didn’t understand it, I couldn’t ignore the vulnerability in his words.

"Daniel, I’ll be honest with you, I don't really understand it, but listen, who am I to question it? At the end of the day it’s your life and it’s your marriage, so if you and Chloe want to do something like this, then I say go for it. I don’t really know why you’re asking me thought, I mean you don’t need me to tell me that, and you know I’m not the judgemental type. Listen, if it's something you guys want to do, then go for it. Fuck man, there’s some lucky guy out there that doesn’t even know it yet, but he’s going to get the chance to fuck your beautiful wife! " 

I wasn’t lying to Daniel when I said Chloe was beautiful. Not in a flashy, supermodel way—no, her beauty was more understated, something that revealed itself the longer you looked at her. She was short, maybe 5’1” at most, and curvy in a way that drew your eyes to her hips and waist. She had this natural softness about her that made her seem approachable, comfortable. But her proportions were a bit unexpected. Despite her fuller figure, her breasts were small, almost delicate, as if nature had decided to break the rules with her.

There was something about that contrast, though, that made her undeniably attractive. Maybe it was the way she carried herself—confident and unbothered, never trying to hide her body or apologize for it. When she walked, there was a sway to her hips that felt effortless, unintentional, and entirely captivating. Her curves were accentuated by her everyday farm clothes—form-fitting jeans that clung just right and snug T-shirts that didn’t leave much to the imagination.

And those nipples—God, those nipples. She rarely wore a bra when she was on the farm, and it was impossible not to notice the way they pressed against the fabric of her shirts. They seemed to have a life of their own, perking up at the slightest chill or the brush of a breeze. There was something raw and natural about it, something that drew my eyes no matter how hard I tried to look away.

My ex-wife, Ellie—well, she’d caught me looking at Chloe more than once. It wasn’t like I was trying to be obvious about it, but she had a way of noticing where my gaze landed. I could practically hear the venom in her voice when she’d say something like, “Not much to squeeze there, huh? You’d think with those hips, she’d have something up top to match.”

Ellie had always been the opposite of Chloe—taller, with a more traditionally "hourglass" figure. She loved showing off her body, flaunting her larger breasts in tight tops or low-cut dresses, as if her curves were a trophy she deserved constant recognition for. But even then, there was something about Chloe’s natural, effortless appeal that Ellie couldn’t compete with. It wasn’t just her looks—it was her warmth, her quiet confidence, and the way she never seemed to care what anyone else thought of her.

Chloe didn’t need to demand attention—it just came to her. And, as much as I hated to admit it, she’d had mine for longer than I cared to say.

Daniel looked at me, a small, almost nervous smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. “I was hoping you’d think that, Chris,” he said, his voice steady but carrying an undercurrent of tension. “You see, Chloe and I haven’t acted on this fantasy yet. It’s all been talk so far, but we’ve reached a point where we’re ready to take the next step. We’ve decided it’s time to try it.”

I didn’t say anything, waiting for him to go on. I could see the gears turning in his head as he searched for the right words.

“The thing is,” he continued, “we both know that, at least for this first time, it has to be as safe as possible. We don’t want to just jump into this with some random stranger. This is too important to us for that. We need someone we trust, someone we know won’t go spreading our little secret to the world.”

He paused, and for a moment, I thought he was done. But then his gaze met mine, more intense now. “Most importantly,” he said, his voice firm, “I need to know that whoever this first man is, it’s someone who won’t hurt Chloe in any way. If she doesn’t feel the same pleasure I hope to feel from this, we’re not going to do it again. This isn’t just about me, Chris—it’s about her.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out. My mind was spinning, trying to piece together what he was leading up to.

Daniel hesitated, his expression softening. Then, with a deep breath, he dropped the bombshell.

“Chris, we’ve talked this over, and we want the first man to be you.”

The words hit me like a freight train. For a moment, I just stared at him, sure I must have misheard. But the look on his face told me I hadn’t. He was dead serious.

My heart started pounding, a mix of shock, disbelief, and something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. This wasn’t just an out-there request—it was a line I’d never imagined crossing. And yet, as I stood there processing his words, I could feel the weight of the trust he was placing in me. He wasn’t just asking for a favor—he was opening the door to something deeply personal, something that could change everything.

I did not see that coming. For a moment, I wasn’t even sure my brain could process the words he’d just said. Had Daniel really told me he wanted me to fuck his wife, Chloe? Was this some kind of elaborate joke, or worse, a twisted test? Maybe he was fishing to see if I’d betray my loyalty, trying to catch me admitting I had the hots for her. I took a few steps back, needing space to wrap my head around what I’d just heard.

Don’t get me wrong—Chloe was hot. I wasn’t blind to that. Anyone who got to be with her was a lucky bastard, no doubt about it. But me? I never imagined I’d be in that equation. I adored Chloe, but in the way you love your best friends. She and Daniel were like family to me, especially after the way they stood by me when my ex-wife decided to screw around with that sleazebag. They’d been my rock when my world crumbled, and now Daniel was suggesting something I couldn’t fathom.

Sure, I’d noticed Chloe’s body, appreciated it even—how could I not? The way her nipples teased through her top when she skipped the bra didn’t go unnoticed. But I’d never let those thoughts wander further. Back then, I was committed to my wife and had no reason to fantasize about Chloe or anyone else. And even if I had, crossing that line with Daniel’s wife? That was something I wouldn’t have dared to entertain. Best friends didn’t do that to each other. Not in my world.

I turned back to Daniel, his expression unreadable but steady. “So, let me get this straight. You’re saying you want me to fuck Chloe? And you’re telling me that both of you are okay with this?”

He met my gaze without hesitation, his tone calm and unwavering. “Yes.”

"And when I fuck her, you want to be there? Watching as we do this?"

"Yes," he said, without hesitation. "If possible. I know it might feel too weird—maybe for both you and her—but my ultimate fantasy is to watch my sexy wife take another man's cock, one that’s bigger than mine, if you know what I mean. To see her pussy stretched wide, her body responding to someone else, knowing she’s giving in completely..." His voice softened, but the hunger behind it was impossible to miss.

I wasn’t about to whip my cock out for a comparison right then and there, but I was fairly certain I could meet his expectations in that department. Still, this was a hell of a lot to take in. It wasn’t like I was in some position of sexual confidence right now. I hadn’t been with a woman in six months—not since my wife decided to trade me in for some dirtbag. Sure, I’d been taking care of myself in the meantime, but that wasn’t the same as the warmth, the softness, the raw intimacy of a pussy wrapped tight around me. My ex might have been a cheating whore, but I couldn’t deny she was incredible in bed. And while I was glad to have her out of my life, there were times I missed the way we used to fuck.

Daniel must have sensed I was still struggling to wrap my head around all this because he leaned in slightly, his tone turning almost conspiratorial. "Look, Chris—you don’t have to decide anything right now. Take some time, think about it. In fact, do me a favor. Go home and do a little research. Check out ‘cuckold’ and ‘hotwife’ on Wikipedia. You’ll see I’m not some kind of freak—this is a real thing, more common than you’d think. And if you’re curious, plug those terms into a porn site. A lot of what you’ll find is about humiliation, and I’m not into that side of it, but you’ll get the general idea."

I could feel Daniel’s eyes fixed on me, his anticipation almost tangible as he waited for my response. Hell, I was just as anxious, unsure of what would come out of my own mouth. After a few seconds of wrestling with the chaos in my head, I finally looked over at him. "Okay—I’ll do some research. I’m not going to say ‘no’ yet, but I need time to figure this out. And please, let Chloe know that my hesitation has nothing to do with her not being desirable. She’s a beautiful woman. It’s just... I’ve never thought about her that way before."

Daniel’s expression softened, his nod one of appreciation. "I get that, Chris. Thank you for saying it. And don’t worry—I’ll make sure Chloe knows. But, just so you’re prepared, I have a feeling that after I tell her about this conversation, she’s going to want to call you herself to talk it through. Would that be okay?"

"Yeah," I said, exhaling a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. "I think it would probably be for the best if we talked about it together. It’s not that I don’t trust you, Daniel. I just want to be sure that if I did decide to go through with this, Chloe’s completely on board. You get that, right?"

Daniel smiled, nodding again. "Of course, I understand. In fact, if I went home right now and told her about this, I wouldn’t be surprised if she wanted to drive over here and talk to you in person. I’d give her my blessing to do that—she’s a big part of this, after all. But…" He paused, his grin turning slightly sheepish, "I’ll be honest, the moment I walk through that door and tell her we had this talk, the first thing I’m going to do is fuck her brains out. I’m trying to keep it together here, but just the idea of this actually happening is driving me insane."

"Okay, Daniel—if she wants to talk in person, that’s fine. Just have her give me a call before she comes over. I need to take a shower first, and from the sound of it, you’ve got your own immediate plans for her."

Daniel’s grin spread wide across his face, the kind of unrestrained joy that was hard to ignore. "Thanks, buddy. I know this was a weird thing to bring up, and I really appreciate you sticking with me so far. Are we still good?"

I met his gaze, my own smile small but genuine. "I told you that whatever you had to say probably wouldn’t cost us our friendship. I had no idea what I was in for, but yeah—we’re still good."

Relief washed over his face. "I’m so glad to hear that. Now, I need to fire up this big tractor and get back home. My wife is in for the fucking of her life! See you later, friend!"

I watched as Daniel climbed into the cab of his massive John Deere, the engine roaring to life before he headed down the dirt road toward his place. As I walked toward my own tractor, I couldn’t help but replay his words in my head, painting an unbidden picture of him and Chloe in the throes of passion. And then, uncomfortably but undeniably, my mind shifted to an image of her with me, with Daniel watching from the corner of the room.

For the first time, I felt a flicker of excitement at the possibility. If they were both truly into this, what reason did I have to object? It wasn’t like I’d been swimming in options lately. Six months without so much as a casual hookup had left me starved for touch, for warmth, for connection. And I couldn’t deny the way Chloe’s small, perky tits and those pointy nipples always seemed to draw my eyes when she strolled around the farms.

I parked my tractor in the yard and headed straight for the shower, eager to scrub the day’s dirt off. But as the warm water cascaded over my skin, my thoughts drifted back to Daniel and Chloe. If they weren’t already tangled up in each other, they probably were by now. The mental image of Daniel pounding into his wife, her body writhing beneath him, was vivid enough. But it was the thought of her underneath me, of Daniel watching as I stretched her open, that made my cock twitch.

The fantasy took on a life of its own, growing sharper with every stroke of my hand. I pictured her soft moans turning into desperate cries as she whispered things like, “Oh my god, it’s so fucking big,” and “I’ve never felt anything like this in my pussy.” The thought of hearing her say those words, of seeing her melt into the pleasure I gave her, pushed me closer to the edge.

My breath hitched, my hand quickening its pace, until I exploded, the orgasm crashing over me with a force I hadn’t felt in months. My cum splattered against the shower wall, hot and sticky, as the lingering image of Chloe’s naked body burned in my mind. It was, without a doubt, one of the best orgasms I’d had since my ex-wife betrayed me. And considering how often I’d had to take matters into my own hands since that lying, cheating whore left, that was saying something.

I finished washing, carefully rinsing the shower wall clean of my cum, and stepped out into the cooler air of the bathroom. The act felt almost symbolic, as if I were washing away some of the hesitation that had lingered since Daniel’s proposal. After drying off, I threw on a clean pair of jeans and a t-shirt, keeping it casual. My stomach grumbled, so I fixed myself a light supper—just a sandwich and a few chips—and parked myself in front of the TV. The news droned on, but I barely heard a word of it. My mind was elsewhere, replaying the conversation with Daniel and imagining Chloe’s reaction when she found out.

About fifteen minutes after I’d finished eating, my phone buzzed on the coffee table. The screen lit up with a text from Chloe: Hey, would it be okay if I came down to talk?

My heart kicked up a notch. I stared at the message for a moment, my thumb hovering over the keyboard before I typed back: I’d love to see you.

Her reply was almost immediate. Be there in 5.

I barely had time to tidy up the living room before I heard the crunch of gravel in the yard. I glanced out the window just in time to see her car pull up, the headlights briefly illuminating the porch. My pulse quickened as I moved to the door, opening it just as she stepped onto the top step.

“Hey, Chloe,” I said, my voice steady despite the rush of nerves coursing through me.

“Hi, Chris,” she replied, her voice warm but tinged with something I couldn’t quite place.

I stepped aside to let her in, pulling her into a quick hug as she entered. Her body was soft and warm against mine, and I kissed her lightly on the cheek, an instinctive gesture that felt more intimate than I’d intended.

As she stepped back, I noticed her face was flushed, her cheeks rosy and her lips slightly parted as if she’d been holding her breath. My stomach tightened. Was she nervous? Or had my kiss caused that reaction? The thought sent a faint thrill through me, though I quickly pushed it aside.

“Come on in,” I said, motioning toward the living room.

She nodded and slipped off her jacket, revealing a snug-fitting sweater that clung to her curves in all the right places. Her jeans hugged her hips, and for a moment, I had to remind myself not to stare. I closed the door behind her, my mind racing as I followed her into the room.

She looked at me with a knowing smile, her cheeks still flushed and her lips curving slightly. “I know what you’re thinking,” she said softly, her voice carrying a teasing edge. “And no, it wasn’t your kiss.”

Her words caught me off guard, but before I could respond, she leaned forward slightly, her hands resting on her thighs as her eyes locked on mine. “Daniel told you what he was going to do to me after he talked to you, didn’t he?”

I nodded slowly, unsure of where she was going with this. My throat felt dry, and my pulse quickened as her gaze held me in place.

“Well,” she continued, her cheeks darkening as if she was replaying every moment in her mind, “he wasn’t lying. He did everything he said he would—and it was amazing.”

She exhaled a soft laugh, shaking her head in disbelief. “I’ve never seen him so hard, so... fired up in my life. He fucked me in ways I didn’t even know he could. It was like he couldn’t get enough of me.”

Her words painted vivid pictures in my mind, ones I tried to push aside, but they clung stubbornly. I shifted slightly in my seat, unable to ignore the growing tension in the air.

Chloe’s voice lowered, her tone more intimate now. “At one point, he even wanted to fuck me in the ass.” Her lips curved into a mischievous smile as her eyes darted away for a moment before returning to mine. “But I had to shut that down. He was so wound up, I was afraid he’d hurt me if he tried.”

She let out a soft sigh, leaning back slightly. The confidence in her voice was undeniable, but her body language spoke of lingering excitement, as though the memory itself still had a hold on her.

“And when he told me to come see you,” she added, her voice almost a whisper, “he said I could put my panties back on... but he didn’t let me clean up first.” Her smile deepened, a flicker of something wicked in her eyes. “It was like he wanted to mark me as his before I walked through your door.”

Her words settled in the room, the atmosphere thick with tension. I could feel my chest tighten, a strange mix of intrigue and unease coursing through me. She wasn’t embellishing—every word she spoke came with an authenticity that made it impossible to doubt her.

I cleared my throat, breaking the silence that followed. If we were going to talk about this, I couldn’t dance around it. She was here to discuss me fucking her, and it wasn’t a subject I could ease into.

“So, Chloe,” I began, keeping my voice steady, “tell me what you think about all this.”

Her eyes softened slightly, the intensity giving way to something warmer. I continued, “I need you to know that I don’t want anything to come between the relationship I have with you and Daniel. You two were my rock during my divorce. I need friends like you, and I don’t want to jeopardize that.”

Chloe led me into the living room, her movements calm but deliberate, as if she were trying to ease the tension in the air. She gestured for me to sit, and I took the seat across from her, the couch sinking under her weight as she settled in.

“Believe me, Chris,” she said, her voice soft but steady, “I don’t want that to happen either. I know Daniel took a real chance telling you about our fantasy. He wasn’t sure how you’d react, but he seemed... pretty happy about the possibility of this happening when he got home, as I’ve already told you.”

“So it would seem,” I replied, my tone even, though the conversation had my nerves on edge. “But what about this thing where you and I… well, you know, have sex?”

I leaned forward, clasping my hands together, the weight of the question settling between us. “How does that make you feel? Please don’t think for a second that I don’t find you beautiful, because I do, Chloe. It’s just... it never entered my mind that we would even remotely end up talking about having sex, let alone doing it. It’s not because you aren’t attractive—you are, very much so. But we’re friends—close friends—and that’s where I always thought our relationship needed to stay.”

Chloe nodded slowly, her gaze steady as she listened. “I understand that, Chris,” she said after a moment, her voice softening. “And I value that relationship too. But... I have a little secret to tell you.”

Her cheeks flushed slightly as she shifted in her seat, her lips curving into a small, mischievous smile. “You know that Ellie and I were close, right? We shared a lot of things with each other. Well…” She paused, her eyes flicking away for a moment before locking back onto mine. “She told me about you.”

The words hung in the air, my stomach tightening as I tried to process what she might mean.

“She told me about how big you are,” Chloe said, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper, her smile widening just enough to make my pulse quicken. “Seven inches, and nice and thick. And I have to tell you... it made me drool.”

My mind went blank for a moment, a mix of shock and disbelief crashing over me. Shit. That douchebag whore of a wife. My teeth clenched involuntarily as a surge of anger flared in my chest. Why the hell was she telling her friends about my package?

Chloe laughed, a warm, teasing sound that broke through my internal rant. “She was very... descriptive,” she said, her cheeks still pink but her smile unapologetic. “And let’s just say, if she was exaggerating, I doubt it was by much.”

Chloe’s voice softened, but her words didn’t lose their intensity. “After I came to the realization that Daniel really wanted me to fuck someone else—and that he suggested you—I couldn’t stop thinking about it,” she admitted, her gaze briefly dropping to her hands before meeting mine again.

“I remembered what Ellie had told me,” she continued, her cheeks flushing deeper, “and I started to imagine what it would feel like… what it would be like to have something that big inside me.” She hesitated, taking a steadying breath, as though even speaking the words out loud made her pulse quicken.

“At first, I got wet and flushed just thinking about it,” she said, her voice dropping slightly, a mix of embarrassment and arousal. “Daniel noticed right away. He didn’t say anything at first, but it was obvious he could see my reaction. Then, when the guilt hit me—hard—he must’ve seen that too. He leaned in and whispered to me, ‘I hope Chris is bigger than me, so you can really be satisfied at least once.’”

Her cheeks burned redder as she paused, her eyes searching mine as if to gauge my reaction.

“Chris, I need you to understand something,” she said firmly, her voice clear despite the delicate subject. “I have never not been satisfied with Daniel. He’s an amazing lover, and tonight... well, tonight he really showed me what he’s capable of.”

She shifted slightly, leaning back as she spoke. “When he got home after talking to you, he pulled me into the bedroom. I could see something had shifted in him. He looked… different. More intense.”

Her lips curved into a small, almost shy smile. “He didn’t waste any time. He went down on me like he never had before—so focused, like he was determined to make me cum harder than I ever had in my life. And, God, he did. I came so hard I thought I might black out.”

She paused, a faint tremor in her voice as she relived the moment. “And then, before I could even catch my breath, he bent me over the edge of the bed and fucked me. Hard. Like... I’ve never felt him so wild, so relentless. He didn’t stop until I came again. I couldn’t believe how insatiable he was.”

Her voice lowered slightly, taking on a conspiratorial tone. “But the whole time, he kept whispering things. About you. About how he hoped you’d be bigger than him. About how much he wanted me to feel what it was like to take something that thick and fill me completely.”

I swallowed hard, her words painting vivid images in my mind that I couldn’t unsee.

Chloe leaned forward slightly, her expression earnest but tinged with nervous energy. “He’s always been fantastic for me, Chris, and I love him with everything I have. But if I’m being honest... well, Daniel isn’t exactly thick. He’s on the slimmer side, you know? It’s not something that’s ever been an issue for me—I mean, he knows how to use what he’s got—but when he brought this up, he kept saying he wanted me to feel more. To know what it’s like to be truly stretched and filled.”

She gave a soft, self-conscious laugh, her cheeks still flushed. “I would never leave him for something like that. But knowing that he loves me enough to want this for me… it makes me love him even more. It takes so much trust to share a fantasy like this, and I don’t take that lightly.”

Her voice softened further as she added, “If this is where we end up—if I do end up with other men—it’s not because Daniel isn’t enough. It’s because he wants me to have more. And I think that’s... beautiful.”

“Chris,” Chloe began, her voice soft but unwavering, her gaze fixed on mine, “you are the perfect first candidate.”

I raised an eyebrow, unsure of what to say, but she didn’t leave room for me to respond.

“You already love me as a friend, and I love you too,” she continued, her words carrying a quiet sincerity that made my chest tighten. “Daniel knows he doesn’t have to worry about you stealing me away from him. That’s important—to both of us.”

She leaned forward slightly, her eyes holding mine with a rare intensity. “And, well... I know you’re packing more hardware than Daniel.” A faint blush crept up her cheeks, but her expression remained earnest.

I swallowed hard, unsure how to process the bluntness of her words. My mind was already swimming, but she pressed on, her voice growing softer, almost a whisper. “I’d love to experience what Ellie used to describe… about being so full that it was almost unbearable. She made it sound so incredible, like nothing else could compare.”

My stomach tightened at the thought, unbidden images flashing through my mind despite my best efforts to keep them at bay.

Then Chloe let out a breathy, almost incredulous laugh, shaking her head. “Why she sucked that little dick on that other guy, I’ll never know.”

Her words hung in the air, the mixture of humor and raw honesty making it impossible to look away.

She reached down, her hand grazing the front of my shorts, and ran her fingers slowly across the length of my cock. By this time, I was fully loaded and ready to go, the fabric doing little to hide just how hard I was. Her touch was tentative at first, almost testing, but the moment she felt the size of me, she gasped—a sharp, breathy sound that made my pulse quicken.

“Daniel told me I should try to feel just how big it was,” she said, her voice low, almost conspiratorial, as if sharing a secret she shouldn’t. “But he was very clear that I couldn’t do anything more. Not yet. Not until we all sit down and plan this out.”

Her fingers lingered, tracing the shape of me through the thin material. Her touch sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I couldn’t help the way my hips shifted slightly toward her hand.

Her eyes flicked up to mine, wide and shimmering with a mix of excitement and nerves. “It’s even bigger than I imagined,” she murmured, her lips parting slightly as she took a deep, shaky breath. “Chris—would you do this for Daniel and me? We’re ready. We can handle it, if you can. Would you fuck me with that big cock of yours… while Daniel watched?”

Her words sent a pulse of heat straight to my groin, and I was hooked. Completely and utterly hooked. My hands moved almost on instinct, gently guiding hers back to my swollen package, pressing her palm against the full length of me.

“Chloe,” I said, my voice thick with arousal, “I need you to know something.” I paused, letting the moment stretch as her hand stayed on me, the heat of her touch burning through the fabric. “I jacked off in the shower earlier, picturing you and Daniel fucking after he got home.”

Her breath hitched, her hand stilling for a moment as my words registered.

“Then I started picturing you and me,” I continued, my voice steady despite the pounding in my chest. “I imagined you riding me, your body taking all of me, and Daniel watching every second of it. That’s what pushed me over the edge. I blew my load with that image in my mind.”

Her lips parted in a soft gasp, and her cheeks flushed a deeper red. Her fingers curled slightly against me, as though testing the truth of my confession.

“I know Daniel’s ready for this,” I said, holding her gaze. “If you’re ready, then so am I.”

Chloe leaned in, her lips brushing against my cheek in a light, teasing kiss as her hand slid away from the front of my shorts. “Thank you, Chris,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly with excitement. “I know Daniel is going to be so pleased. And judging by the feel of things... I’m going to be pleased too.”

She pulled back, her eyes sparkling as she smiled. “I promise you’ll hear from us soon so we can plan how this is going to happen. But for now…” She trailed off, her expression turning playful. “I’d better get back to my husband. I have a feeling I’m going to get lucky again tonight.”

Before I could respond, she leaned in again, this time pressing her lips softly against mine. The kiss was brief but electric, her mouth warm and inviting, leaving me frozen as she pulled away.

When she stepped back, her smile held a seductive innocence, as if she knew exactly what was going to happen but didn’t want to be too forward. She turned without another word and walked out the door, her hips swaying slightly as she disappeared into the night.

I stood there for a long moment, the taste of her still lingering on my lips, my body buzzing with anticipation.

A few minutes later, my phone buzzed. It was Daniel. His text was simple: Dinner at our place Friday night—and maybe more. Let me know if you’re in.

I read the message twice, a grin spreading across my face. Friday was only two days away, but it already felt like an eternity.


Chapter 3 


As the two days dragged on, I found myself wrestling with a tangle of conflicting emotions. The whole situation felt surreal, almost impossible to grasp. I was still struggling to wrap my head around the fact that Daniel, my best friend, actually wanted me to fuck his wife—and not just fuck her, but do it with him sitting there, watching every moment.

The thought alone was so far outside my comfort zone, especially given my past. My mind kept circling back to the pain of betrayal, the gut-wrenching moment I caught my ex—the nasty, lying cum slut—cheating on me. That memory still lingered like a bruise that hadn’t quite healed. And yet, here was Daniel, openly inviting me to do something that, for most people, would shatter a marriage. He didn’t just want it; he craved it.

And the more I thought about it, the more I realized how much he must have trusted me. If he wasn’t absolutely serious about this, he wouldn’t have risked our long-standing friendship by bringing it up. That wasn’t the kind of thing you casually throw out there. I knew it had to take everything he had to approach me, knowing full well that I might reject him outright—or worse, that it could create a permanent rift between us.

Then there was Chloe. She wasn’t just Daniel’s wife; she was my best friend too. I liked Chloe—no, I loved her. Not romantically, but in that deep, unshakable way you love someone who’s been by your side through the worst of times. She and Daniel had been my rock when my world fell apart, the steady hands that helped piece me back together after my ex shattered everything.

But now, I was going to cross a line I’d never thought I’d even approach. I was going to fuck her.

The last time I’d slept with someone I didn’t have romantic feelings for was back in high school—a couple of conquest fucks that felt hollow even then. This was different. This wasn’t some casual hookup or a one-night stand with a stranger. This was Chloe, someone I cared about deeply, and I couldn’t quite reconcile the two realities. How could I separate my love for her as a friend from the raw, physical act of fucking her? And how would it feel to have that connection stripped of romance, replaced with something primal and unfiltered?

It was, without question, the most surreal part of the entire thing.

By the second day, my mind was spinning in circles, trying to find some kind of logic, some way to rationalize what was about to happen. And then it hit me: I was overthinking it.

Daniel wanted this. Not just casually, but with every fiber of his being. He wanted to watch another man—me—fuck his wife. Chloe wanted this too, not just to please Daniel but because she wanted to feel something she’d never experienced before. She wanted to know what it was like to take a bigger cock than her husband could give her.

And me? I wanted it because Chloe was a beautiful, sexy woman. Because it had been far too long since I’d felt the warmth and softness of a woman’s body wrapped around mine. Because the last time I’d had sex was before the stupid, skanky cunt who betrayed me walked out of my life.

If their reasons were valid, why shouldn’t mine be too?

By the time I went to bed that night, I’d made peace with it—or at least, I’d convinced myself I had. I wasn’t going to let my overthinking get in the way of something that we all wanted, something that felt inevitable now.

And as I drifted off to sleep, the anticipation started to simmer, building slowly but surely as I let myself imagine what was waiting for me on Friday night.

That was the mindset I carried with me when Friday evening finally rolled around. I pulled into their driveway at six sharp, my stomach a knot of nerves and anticipation. Chloe greeted me at the door with her usual warmth, her smile easy and inviting, though her flushed cheeks and slightly hurried movements betrayed the tension simmering beneath.

Dinner smelled amazing—roasted chicken, buttery potatoes, and fresh greens—but despite Chloe’s effort to create a cozy, normal atmosphere, the air between the three of us was anything but. As we sat at the table, passing dishes and making small talk, the weight of what we were about to do hung over us like a heavy cloud.

Finally, as the silence stretched too long, I put down my fork and leaned back in my chair. “Look, guys,” I said, breaking the tension, “this isn’t like us. This has already started to cloud the way we usually hang out together, and I hate that. I know this is a huge step for all of us, but I don’t want it to interfere with what we already have.”

Daniel looked at me, his jaw tightening slightly as he listened, and Chloe folded her hands on the table, her gaze flicking between us.

“How about this,” I continued, looking directly at Daniel. “What is your biggest apprehension going into this? Let’s put it out there.”

Daniel shifted in his chair, clearing his throat as his eyes dropped to his plate. For a moment, I thought he might brush the question off, but then he looked up, meeting my gaze head-on.

“I’m afraid,” he said slowly, his voice steady but low, “that you’ll be better than me. That you’ll satisfy Chloe in a way I can’t... and that she won’t want me anymore.”

His honesty hit like a punch to the gut, and for a moment, none of us spoke. The words hung heavy in the air, raw and vulnerable.

But Chloe was already shaking her head, her expression a mix of exasperation and tenderness. “Daniel,” she said softly, reaching across the table to touch his hand, “you have nothing to worry about. You know how much I love you. What we have is so much more than just sex. Nothing is going to change that.”

Daniel nodded but didn’t look entirely convinced.

That’s when I decided to step in. “Daniel,” I said, leaning forward, “the love you two share is strong enough that she’s not going to come hunt me down after this and tell me she wants to spend the rest of her life with me. That’s not what this is about. And, look—I’ve done some reading on this fetish of yours. You need to realize something: a little angst—hell, maybe even a lot of angst—is part of the enjoyment for guys in your position.”

He looked up at me, his brow furrowing slightly as he considered my words.

“So,” I continued, my tone lighter, trying to break through his tension, “enjoy your angst. That’s part of the whole experience, right? Get the full effect out of this.”

Daniel gave a wry smile, his grip tightening slightly on his glass. “Oh, I intend to,” he said. “But I’ll sure be happier about it once it’s over this first time. I think then I’ll be able to really enjoy it.”

I nodded, letting his words settle, before turning my attention to Chloe. “What about you, Chloe? What are your apprehensions?”

She hesitated for a moment, her fingers tracing idle patterns on the tablecloth as she gathered her thoughts. When she looked up, her expression was open, but there was a vulnerability in her eyes that pulled me in.

“Probably the same as you,” she admitted. “That this will change our relationship. That what we have now will be... different, maybe even damaged.” Her voice softened, and she glanced at Daniel before continuing. “But I’m willing to take that chance. I know that having someone I trust, someone I love as a friend, makes this the best way to start.”

Her cheeks flushed slightly, and she shifted in her chair, fidgeting with the edge of her napkin. “I guess I’m also afraid I won’t be... good enough for you,” she said with a nervous laugh. “I mean, I’ve been with a few men, but I’m not exactly experienced, you know?”

The room went quiet for a beat, her words hanging in the air. I could tell she was being honest, but the way she avoided my gaze told me there was more behind her uncertainty. I didn’t want to laugh, knowing how genuine her concern was, but a soft chuckle slipped out before I could stop it.

“Chloe,” I said, shaking my head, “you’re a beautiful woman. You know that, right? Both Daniel and I know that.”

She smiled faintly, but the tension in her shoulders hadn’t quite eased.

“And listen,” I continued, leaning forward slightly, my tone lighter to break the weight of the moment. “Even if you weren’t—and you are—it’s been six months since I’ve done this. Six long months. So, trust me when I say, this is going to be great for me.”

Her laugh started soft but grew warmer, her shoulders finally relaxing as she leaned back in her chair. “Well, I guess that’s a relief,” she said, her tone playful now, though her eyes still held a flicker of hesitation.

“My concern,” I said, leaning forward and resting my arms on the table, “is that we get started on this, and then Daniel’s jealousy kicks in, and he’s going to want me to stop.” I glanced between them, holding their gaze to emphasize the seriousness of my point. “Daniel, if we go through with this, it’s only fair to Chloe and me that we see it through to the end. No stopping halfway, no second-guessing in the middle of it. If you can’t handle watching, I suggest you leave the room and let us finish. We can talk about everything afterward. Does that sound fair?”

Daniel nodded slowly, his expression thoughtful as he took in what I was saying. “I think I’ll be okay,” he said after a moment, his voice steady but tinged with excitement. “I’ve been picturing something like this in my mind for a long, long time. You can’t believe how thrilled I am that it’s finally about to happen.”

He paused, glancing at Chloe, who gave him a small, encouraging smile, before turning his attention back to me. “And knowing it’s you—it gives me a lot of relief. I know Chloe is safe with you. I trust you completely, Chris. That makes all the difference.”

I leaned back in my chair, shaking my head slightly as I tried to process his words. The trust he had in me was undeniable, but I still couldn’t quite wrap my head around the thrill he seemed to get from this. The idea of watching your wife with another man wasn’t just foreign to me—it was completely outside the realm of anything I’d ever considered. But for Daniel, this was clearly something he’d dreamed about, something he needed to experience.

And as much as I didn’t understand it, I respected it.

“Alright,” I said, my voice more resolute now. “If you’re sure, then I’ll do everything I can to make this work. For both of you.”

I glanced at Chloe, who was watching me intently, her cheeks still faintly flushed from the conversation. The way her lips curved in a soft, grateful smile sent a jolt of anticipation through me.

Ok, I wasn’t just doing this for Daniel. I couldn’t deny that part of me was looking forward to it, too. Chloe was stunning, and I was going to go out of my way to make sure she enjoyed every second of what was about to happen.

So where was the harm? There wasn’t any.

I let out a slow breath, feeling my own excitement start to build as the reality of what we were about to do settled over me. “I know I’m ready,” I said, my voice steady as I met their gazes.

Daniel grinned, his excitement practically radiating off him, and Chloe’s expression softened, her eyes filled with a mix of nerves and anticipation.

Before we could move, though, one last thought crossed my mind. I turned to Chloe with a grin. “Chloe, you have to promise me something. No matter what happens between us tonight, I’m pretty sure Daniel is going to want to ravage you when I’m done. So... no headaches after we finish, okay?”

The tension in the room broke as they both burst into laughter. It was the kind of shared humor that eased the weight of what we were about to do, grounding us all in the moment.

“Deal,” Chloe said, still smiling as she reached for Daniel’s hand. “I know exactly what I’ve got coming to me. Maybe he’ll even treat me like the bad girl I’m about to be.” Her tone was playful, but the flicker of heat in her eyes betrayed just how much she was looking forward to it.

With that, we headed back to their bedroom.

Daniel positioned himself in a chair facing the bed, his posture relaxed but his gaze steady, the anticipation written all over his face. Chloe turned to him, her voice soft but commanding. “Take off your clothes,” she said.

Without hesitation, he stood and began undressing. I tried not to focus on him, keeping my eyes on Chloe as she moved toward the bed. But when Daniel dropped his boxers, my eyes flicked his way for the briefest moment—and that’s when I saw it.

Soft, quite long, and noticeably skinny. I didn’t let my expression change, but internally, I couldn’t help the small chuckle that bubbled up. No wonder she’s looking for something bigger. The thought was almost automatic, and I quickly pushed it aside, knowing that any comparison would soon take care of itself.

Daniel seemed completely comfortable, sitting back down naked in his chair, his attention fully on Chloe. I shifted my focus back to her as she began unbuttoning her blouse, and the sight immediately erased all other thoughts from my mind.

I sat on the edge of the bed, my pulse quickening as I watched her work each button free. I already knew she wasn’t wearing a bra—her nipples had been teasing me all through dinner, pressing against the thin fabric of her top. I hadn’t even cared if Daniel noticed me staring—tonight, none of that mattered.

The last button came undone, and she paused for just a moment, holding the blouse closed as if savoring the anticipation. Then, with a deliberate movement, she opened it wide, exposing her bare chest. She slipped the blouse off her arms and let it fall to the floor between Daniel and me.

Her small, perky breasts were perfect, her nipples already taut and inviting. The sight sent a surge of heat through me, and I motioned her closer, my voice caught somewhere in my throat.

It was about to get real, and I couldn’t wait.

Chloe stepped forward, her eyes locking with mine as I reached out. My hands found her breasts, warm and soft under my palms, and I began to massage them, my thumbs brushing over her hard nipples. She let out a soft sigh, her body leaning into my touch, and I pulled her closer.

I latched onto her left nipple with my tongue, swirling it around before biting it gently. Her breath hitched, and I tugged on the sensitive bud with my teeth, teasing her. Her hands found my shoulders for balance, her fingers gripping me as I worked.

For a moment, I glanced up and caught her looking at Daniel. It wasn’t hesitation—it was a silent question, seeking his final permission.

Daniel met her gaze, nodding with a reassuring smile. “We’re good,” he said, his voice steady but low with arousal.

That was all the confirmation we needed.

As my tongue teased her left nipple, I reached around her body, my hands finding the curve of her ass. It was soft and full beneath my grip, not small by any means, and I couldn’t help but imagine what it would look like completely stripped bare. My mind raced ahead, already picturing the moment I’d press my lips to those luscious cheeks—perhaps even let my tongue explore the tight, untouched star hidden between them.

Chloe let out a soft moan, the sound low and throaty, and it sent a jolt of heat straight through me. It wasn’t just her reaction that fueled me—it was the fact that she wasn’t holding back. She wasn’t afraid to let Daniel know she was enjoying every second of my attention, and that made me want to give her even more.

I released her left nipple, the swollen bud glistening where my tongue had been, and shifted my focus to her right. As my lips closed around it, my hand slid down to knead the curve of her ass more firmly, pulling her closer against me.

Her scent, her taste, the way her body responded to my touch—it was intoxicating. And as I looked up briefly, catching a glimpse of Daniel’s rapt expression, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of confidence.

Chloe’s breasts were smaller than my ex-wife’s, I couldn’t deny that. My cheating cunt of an ex had been blessed with a larger chest, but as I took Chloe’s pert, perfect breast into my mouth, I realized that size didn’t matter here. Chloe’s body was something entirely different, something uniquely her, and it radiated femininity in a way I hadn’t fully appreciated before.

Seeing her topless like this, with her nipples standing proud and her skin flushed with arousal, was even better than I’d imagined in my private moments of curiosity. Her nipples were exquisite—like perfectly pointed bullets, firm and demanding attention. The deep red of them contrasted beautifully with the creamy skin of her breasts, drawing me in closer with every flick of my tongue.

Her areolas were small and delicate, perfectly proportioned to her smaller breasts. They added to her overall beauty, a reminder that every inch of her body was its own unique masterpiece. My lips lingered there, savoring her, as I let my other hand trail along her back, exploring the soft line of her spine.

Chloe’s soft moans turned into gasps as I bit down gently, tugging at her nipple just enough to make her squirm. Her fingers tangled in my hair, urging me closer, her breaths coming quicker as I lavished her with attention.

As I sucked and bit her right nipple, my hands worked their way down to her jeans. I fumbled briefly with the button and zipper before starting to tug them over her generous hips. Like a lot of women her age, she wore them tightly—almost too tightly—which made peeling them off more of a challenge than I’d anticipated.

Chloe let out a soft laugh, her hands reaching down to help me, and I was grateful for the assistance. If we did this again, I was going to have to figure out a better strategy for getting those pants off by myself.

Finally, they were off, pooling around her feet. She stepped out of them gracefully, standing there in nothing but her panties, her curves on full display. She moved back toward me, and my breath hitched as I reached up to hook my fingers into the waistband of her panties.

I pulled them down slowly, letting the moment stretch as I revealed more of her. But as the last piece of fabric slipped away, my breath caught in my throat.

There it was—a thick, bushy patch of dark hair covering her mound.

I blinked, momentarily stunned. It had been years since I’d seen anything like this. My ex had always been perfectly shaved, as smooth as silk, and I’d gotten used to that look. The only other time I’d encountered anything close was with a girl I dated briefly in college, who had a small, neatly trimmed landing strip.

But this? Chloe was completely untrimmed. Natural.

I couldn’t say I liked it. The sight was jarring, not quite what I’d expected. But even as I processed the shock, I reminded myself that this was Chloe—beautiful, sexy Chloe. A little hair wasn’t going to ruin anything.

Curious despite myself, I reached out and gave the thick patch of hair a gentle tug, the coarse texture unfamiliar against my fingertips. The motion caught her attention, and she looked down, her cheeks flushing slightly as her eyes met mine.

I decided to lean into my new role, to embrace the authority I’d been handed as her first bull. Standing up beside her, I leaned in close, my lips brushing the shell of her ear.

“Next time,” I murmured, my voice low and commanding, “I want this clean-shaven. Understood?”

Her breath hitched, and she nodded quickly, her cheeks burning a deeper red. The submissive gesture sent a thrill through me, a reminder that I was in control here.

But for now, I would make the most of what was in front of me.

“Now it’s time to undress me,” I said, my voice low and steady.

Chloe nodded, her expression shifting into one of determination, her nervousness melting into a growing confidence. She stepped forward and began with my shirt, unbuttoning it carefully, her fingers brushing against my chest with each undone button. When she finished, she slid it off my shoulders and down my arms, letting it drop to the floor on top of her own blouse, forming a pile between Daniel and me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I glanced at Daniel. He was still sitting in his chair, his hands resting on the armrests, but his excitement was unmistakable. I could tell he was holding himself back, determined not to interfere.

While I was momentarily distracted, Chloe gave me a gentle push, guiding me to sit on the edge of the bed. She knelt in front of me, her hands moving to my boots. One by one, she tugged them off, then peeled off my socks. Her movements were efficient but not rushed, as if savoring every step. When she was done, she reached up, took my hands, and stood me back up.

Her focus shifted to my jeans. She unfastened the button, slid down the zipper, and began tugging them off my hips. I helped by shifting my weight, and in a few moments, they pooled around my ankles. Now I stood before her in nothing but my underwear, and there was no hiding the fact that I was fully hard and ready.

Chloe’s eyes locked onto the bulge straining against the cotton fabric, and she licked her lips. The anticipation in her gaze was palpable, like a kid about to open the biggest package on Christmas morning.

I stood still, letting her take the lead, watching as she reached out tentatively to stroke my cock through the fabric. The contact sent a jolt through me, and my cock twitched in response. Chloe gasped, her hand jerking back slightly as if startled by the reaction.

The moment was electric, the unspoken exchange between her and my cock leaving a charged silence in the air. Slowly, her hand returned, this time more deliberate. She gripped the waistband of my underwear and began peeling it down inch by inch.

Her breathing quickened as more of me was revealed, her chest rising and falling with each slow pull of the fabric. The tension in the room was almost unbearable, every second stretching out as if time itself had slowed to a crawl.

Finally, with one last tug, the waistband dropped low enough for my cock to spring free, bouncing into full view. Chloe’s lips parted into a perfect “O” as she stared, her eyes wide with wonder and something I couldn’t quite place—nervousness, excitement, or maybe both.

Her gaze traveled along its length, taking in every inch as her breathing grew more uneven. I couldn’t help but smirk at her reaction. It was impossible to tell whether she was intimidated or eagerly anticipating what was to come, but one thing was clear: she hadn’t been exaggerating her curiosity.

This was it—the moment of truth. And judging by the heat in her eyes, we were about to find out exactly how much she could handle.

After stepping out of my underwear, I stood there for a moment, letting Chloe take it all in. Her wide eyes and parted lips said everything I needed to know, but I couldn’t resist pushing just a little.

“So,” I asked, my tone teasing but low, “are you impressed?”

Her reaction was immediate and far too obvious. She nodded eagerly, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as she struggled to find words. “Chris, it’s... it’s incredible,” she stammered, her voice breathless. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

The sheer awe in her voice sent a jolt of pride through me, but it was nothing compared to the fire in her eyes as she stared at my cock like it was the only thing in the world she wanted.

Out of the corner of my eye, I glanced at Daniel. His expression was one of absolute shock, his mouth slightly agape as he stared at me, then at Chloe, and finally back at me. For a moment, I thought he might say something, but he didn’t. Instead, my eyes dropped to his lap—and that’s when I noticed his now-hard cock.

It was long, almost the same length as mine, but it was painfully obvious where the difference lay. It looked half as thick as mine, at best. The contrast was striking, and for a fleeting moment, I almost felt sorry for him.

Chloe, on the other hand, needed no encouragement. Without waiting for direction, she dropped to her knees in front of me, her eyes never leaving my cock. She licked her lips again, her fingers brushing against my thighs as she positioned herself.

I’d always known Chloe liked giving head. She and my ex used to talk about it openly, swapping tips and stories like it was some kind of hobby they both loved. But what shocked me now was how easily she slid her lips around my cock.

She started with the tip, letting her tongue swirl around the sensitive head as she coated it with saliva. Then, with surprising ease, she took me deeper, inch by inch, until the first few inches of my cock were nestled between her lips.

Her eyes fluttered closed briefly, and I felt her moan vibrate against me. The way she sucked and licked was deliberate, confident, and far more skilled than I’d expected.

“Damn, Chloe,” I murmured, unable to stop the words from slipping out. “You’re... really good at this.”

She looked up at me then, her lips still wrapped around my cock, and the glint in her eyes was enough to make my knees weak. Without breaking eye contact, she took me deeper, working more of my length into her mouth with each bob of her head.

I reached down, brushing her hair back from her face, and marveled at the sight of her. It wasn’t just her enthusiasm that shocked me—it was her skill. She took me with a confidence and ease that felt almost instinctual, like she was built for this.

As she continued sucking, her hand wrapped around the base of my cock, stroking in time with her movements. She moaned softly, the vibrations adding another layer of sensation, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d ever shown this side of herself to Daniel.

I’ll have to ask her about that later, I thought, filing it away as her lips slid even further down my shaft. For now, I was content to let her work her magic.

Chloe found her rhythm quickly, her hand and mouth working in perfect coordination. She stroked down the length of my cock with her hand as she pulled back with her lips, then pushed forward again as her mouth took me in. The sensation was incredible—the wet heat of her mouth combined with the firm grip of her hand was enough to make my toes curl.

Either she’d been practicing on a toy, or she hadn’t been entirely honest about her experience with blow jobs when she first got with Daniel. Whatever the truth was, I couldn’t complain. She was damn good at it, and it was clear she was determined to make me feel every bit of it.

I looked down at her, mesmerized by the sight of her red lips sliding up and down my shaft, the way her saliva glistened on my cock. Her eyes were half-closed, focused entirely on the task in front of her, and her soft moans vibrated against me, sending shocks of pleasure up my spine.

I reached out and tapped lightly on her forehead, enough to get her attention without breaking her rhythm. Her eyes flicked up to mine, and I smirked. “I’m going to cum,” I said, my voice low and rough. “And I think your husband over there would like to see you swallow. Do you do that for him?”

I already knew the answer—Chloe wasn’t really a fan of swallowing. My ex and Chloe used to talk about it openly enough that I’d picked up on the fact that she only did it occasionally, and usually grudgingly. But tonight was different.

She pulled my cock from her mouth with a soft pop, glancing at me with a flushed face and swollen lips. “Not very often,” she managed to reply, her voice breathy, before sliding me back into her mouth and picking up the pace. Her hand tightened slightly around the base of my cock, her movements becoming faster and more deliberate, and I knew my time was running out.

“Fuck, Chloe,” I groaned, my hand tangling in her hair as she worked me over. My hips started to move involuntarily, thrusting gently into her mouth as the pleasure built to an almost unbearable peak.

Finally, I looked down at her, my voice sharp and commanding. “Here it comes—look at me while I fill your mouth!”

Her eyes locked on mine just as the first pulse of my orgasm hit, and I couldn’t stop the loud groan that escaped me. “Ahhhhhhh!” I gasped, my body trembling as shot after shot erupted from my cock, coating her tongue and filling her mouth with my cum.

The pleasure was so overwhelming that my eyes slammed shut for a moment, my head tipping back as the waves of my orgasm crashed over me. When I finally managed to open them again, I looked down just in time to see her swallow—once, then again—her throat moving as she took it all in.

“Show me it’s all gone,” I murmured, my voice still shaky as I caught my breath.

Chloe pulled back slightly, opening her mouth to reveal her tongue. There were faint remnants of my cum here and there, but the thick, heavy load I’d just unleashed was gone. The sight sent a final shiver of satisfaction through me.

“Good girl,” I muttered, brushing her hair back from her face as she grinned up at me. The glint in her eyes told me she wasn’t done yet—and neither was I.

I reached down and gently pulled Chloe to her feet, her cheeks still flushed and her lips glistening. Her breathing was heavy, her eyes bright with arousal and pride. “Baby, that was amazing,” I said, my voice still thick with satisfaction. “I haven’t had my cock sucked like that in way too long.”

Her lips curled into a shy but pleased smile, and I couldn’t help but let my fingers trail down her arm, savoring the warmth of her skin. The way she looked at me—like she was just as satisfied with her performance as I was—made the moment even sweeter.

I glanced over at Daniel, curious to see his reaction. He was still seated in the chair, but now his hand was wrapped firmly around his own cock, stroking it with slow, deliberate motions. His eyes flicked between me and Chloe, his expression a mix of awe and arousal.

“Are you still okay over there?” I asked, my tone light but teasing.

Daniel let out a breathy laugh, his grip tightening slightly as he met my gaze. “I’m more than okay,” he said, his voice low and rough. “Watching that... God, it was incredible. You two look... perfect together.”

His words carried a strange mix of admiration and longing, and for a moment, I wondered what was going through his mind as he sat there, watching his wife like this. But the way his hand moved on his cock and the fire in his eyes told me all I needed to know—he was completely into it.

Daniel nodded, confirming he was okay, but I noticed both he and Chloe seemed to assume we’d be taking a bit of a break. Fair enough—it wasn’t every day a guy shot a load like that and bounced right back. I could see the glint of pride in her eyes and the satisfied tension in his posture, so I played along for now.

“Why don’t we grab a beer?” Daniel suggested, his voice casual, though his eyes lingered on Chloe.

“Sounds good,” I said, feeling the slight coolness of the room now that the heat of the moment had passed.

We all made our way to the kitchen, Daniel leading the way. He grabbed three beers from the fridge, passing one to me and one to Chloe before cracking open his own. We stood in a loose circle, the tension still hanging in the air but tempered by the momentary pause.

Chloe turned to Daniel, her lips curving into a playful smile before she leaned in to kiss him. He accepted it at first, but I saw his body stiffen slightly as their lips connected. His eyes widened briefly, and I knew exactly why—he was tasting my cum still lingering in her mouth.

He started to pull back, but Chloe wasn’t having it. Her hand slid down his body, wrapping firmly around his cock. She began to stroke him slowly, her fingers sliding easily along his length. From where I stood, I couldn’t help but notice how effortlessly her fingers wrapped all the way around him.

She didn’t stop kissing him, holding him in place with the steady motion of her hand. Daniel’s initial hesitation gave way to a low groan, his body relaxing as Chloe continued to work him.

Finally, their kiss broke, and Chloe turned her head toward me. Her gaze drifted down my body, and her eyes widened slightly as she noticed something she clearly hadn’t expected.

“You’re already hard again?” she asked, her voice tinged with disbelief. Her hand froze on Daniel’s cock for a moment before letting go entirely as she walked over to me, her eyes glued to my now-throbbing erection.

“I didn’t know you could get hard again so fast,” she said, her tone half-amazed and half-playful. “That’s... incredible.”

I shrugged, smirking slightly. “I guess I forgot to mention it,” I said, letting my confidence show.

Her eyes flicked back to my cock, her head shaking slightly as though she still couldn’t believe it. “Seriously, that’s amazing,” she murmured, more to herself this time.

As she stopped in front of me, her fingers lightly brushing my chest, I leaned in slightly, lowering my voice. “You’ve shown me how good you are with your mouth,” I said, my tone teasing but firm. “Now tell me—do you fuck as good as you suck cock?”

Her cheeks flushed a deep red, and her lips parted slightly as she caught her breath. Before she could respond, Daniel’s voice cut through the air from behind her.

“Why don’t you fuck her,” he said, his tone steady and filled with anticipation, “and then you can tell me.”

Chloe glanced back at him, her smile shy but undeniably excited. Then she turned her attention back to me, her eyes bright with arousal.

I leaned closer, my lips brushing her ear as I whispered, “Are you ready for me to fuck you now?”

Her breath hitched, and she nodded, her voice trembling but sure. “Yes, Chris,” she whispered back. “But I’m nervous. It’s so big! Do you think I’m going to be able to take it?”

I smiled, brushing her hair back from her face as I met her gaze. “You’re going to take it,” I said, my voice firm but reassuring. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”

Chloe wrapped her hand around my cock, her grip firm but soft, her fingers unable to close fully around its girth. The contrast between her touch and what I’d seen with Daniel moments earlier was undeniable—she could easily wrap her fingers around him, but now, she seemed almost in awe of how much she was holding.

She gave me a sly smile, tugging gently as she guided me toward the bedroom. I followed, the surreal nature of the situation sinking in as we passed Daniel, who watched intently, his cock still in his hand.

When we reached the bed, she stopped and turned to me, her hand still firmly wrapped around my cock. “Lie down,” she said softly, her voice laced with both nerves and excitement.

I climbed onto their bed—how strange it felt to think of it that way—and lay on my back. The mattress was firm beneath me, the sheets cool against my skin, but all my attention was on Chloe. She climbed up after me, her body lithe and graceful as she moved.

She straddled my hips, her knees pressing into the mattress on either side of me, and crawled forward, her movement deliberate and teasing. My cock throbbed as it stood tall between us, a clear testament to how ready I was for this moment.

As she positioned herself above me, her gaze flicked to Daniel. I followed her eyes and saw him sitting back in the chair, his focus entirely on her. Chloe smiled softly, mouthing the words I love you.

Daniel nodded, his lips forming the same words back. The silent exchange seemed to steady her, and as if it were his permission, she turned back to me, her expression shifting to one of pure determination.

I reached for her hips, but before I could guide her, she took control, wrapping her fingers around my cock and positioning it at her entrance.

“Take hold of my cock,” I murmured, my voice low and encouraging, “and rub the head against your lips first. Lube it up—it’ll make the first penetration easier.”

She nodded and began to move her hand, sliding my cock up and down her soaked slit. The sensation sent a jolt of pleasure through me, the warmth and wetness of her pussy coating me with every pass. Even though I’d already had my first orgasm just minutes earlier, the tingling at the base of my balls was unmistakable. I could feel my body gearing up again, and I silently willed myself to hold out long enough to make this good for her.

When the head was glistening and slick, I looked up at her and smiled. “Okay, Chloe,” I said, my voice steady despite the heat coursing through me. “Take your time. Let’s put this cock where it belongs.”

She took a deep breath, steadying herself. Then, with deliberate care, she began to lower herself.

I watched, captivated, as the head of my cock disappeared between her silky lips. Her folds stretched wide around me, her body adjusting inch by inch. When the head was fully inside, she froze, her chest rising and falling as she let out a shaky exhale.

“Good,” I murmured, my hands resting lightly on her thighs. “Take your time.”

Chloe began to lower herself further, taking another inch, then another, before pausing again. Her head tipped back, her eyes closing as she stared at the ceiling, exhaling deeply. I could feel her trembling slightly, her inner walls gripping me tightly.

“You’re doing great,” I said softly, my tone both encouraging and teasing.

She opened her eyes and looked down at me, her cheeks flushed. “It’s... so big,” she whispered, her voice breathy.

“You’re handling it perfectly,” I assured her.

She nodded and began to move again, but at the halfway point, I stopped her with a gentle touch on her hips.

“Chloe, stop for a minute,” I said, my voice calm but firm. “Get used to what you’ve taken so far. Lift yourself up a little, then come back down. Do that a few times, and then go a little lower each time. You’ll stretch more easily that way.”

She bit her lip, nodding as she followed my instruction. Slowly, she lifted herself up, her pussy clinging tightly to my cock as she slid almost all the way off, then sank back down, taking me a little deeper than before.

The rhythm she found was mesmerizing, her body gradually adjusting to my size. Her cheeks flushed an even deeper red, and a soft moan escaped her lips as she pushed herself further. I could feel her inner walls stretching around me, her body accommodating more of me with each slow thrust.

“That’s it,” I said, my voice thick with arousal. “You’re doing so good, Chloe. Just keep going, little by little.”

Her breathing grew heavier, her moans more frequent as she took me deeper than I thought she’d manage so soon. Her pussy gripped me like a vice, and the heat of her body surrounding me sent a rush of pleasure through me that I could barely contain.

Finally, Chloe reached the bottom, her hips pressing flush against mine as my cock filled her completely. Her eyes lit up with a mix of pride and pleasure, and she grinned down at me, her breath coming in quick, shallow bursts.

“See? No problem,” I said with a smirk, my hands steadying her hips. “Now, let’s get busy.”

She didn’t need further encouragement. Chloe began to move, grinding up and down on my cock with increasing confidence. Her pussy was impossibly tight, gripping me like a vice with every motion. I could feel the head of my cock brushing against the top wall inside her with each deep thrust, and judging by the way her breath hitched every time she sank fully down, I knew she felt it too.

It was incredible—tighter than I’d expected, tighter than anything I’d felt in a long time. Much tighter than the cheating skank I used to call my wife.

As Chloe found her rhythm, her movements became smoother, more deliberate. Her moans filled the room, soft at first but growing louder with each roll of her hips.

When she had a good pace going, I ran my hands up her body, brushing over her thighs and waist, and said, “Lean over so I can grab your nipples while we fuck.”

Without hesitation, she leaned forward, bracing herself on my chest, and her small breasts swayed tantalizingly close to my hands. I reached up, capturing her nipples between my fingers, and gave them a firm tug.

The reaction was immediate. Chloe gasped sharply, her back arching as a shiver ran through her body. “Oh, fuck!” she moaned, her hips stuttering briefly before resuming their relentless grind.

I could tell this new angle was doing something extra for her. Her clit pressed firmly against my pubic bone each time she dropped down, and the combination was clearly driving her wild. Her breathing grew erratic, and her moans turned into high-pitched cries that echoed through the room.

“If you keep that up,” I said, my voice low and rough, “it won’t be long before you’re cumming all over my cock.”

As if on cue, her body started to tremble. Her cries turned into desperate, incoherent pleas, and then, suddenly, it hit.

She started cumming, and it was like nothing I’d ever seen—or heard—before. Chloe’s voice rose to a near-shout, her words tumbling out in a frenzied rhythm. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, OH FUCK, OH FUCK...”

Her hips bucked wildly against me, her movements erratic as she ground herself down harder. The cries only grew louder, escalating into an almost primal chorus of “FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME...”

And then, as her body stiffened and her head tipped back, she let out a scream that could’ve rattled the walls. “YESSSSSSSSSSSSS!” she howled, the sound reverberating through the room as her entire body convulsed.

That’s when I felt it—warmth flooding over my cock and soaking my midsection. Chloe’s orgasm wasn’t just powerful—it was explosive. Clear liquid gushed from her, soaking me and the bed beneath us.

“Holy shit,” I muttered, staring at her in awe as her body continued to twitch and spasm. Chloe was a squirter. I didn’t know if it was her first time or if Daniel had experienced this before, but one thing was certain—there was no denying what had just happened.

Chloe collapsed onto my chest, her breathing ragged and her body trembling as the aftershocks of her orgasm rippled through her. I stroked her back gently, my own chest rising and falling as I tried to process what I’d just witnessed.

“That,” I said finally, a smirk tugging at my lips, “was fucking amazing.”

As Chloe’s body convulsed on top of me, her voice rising in that primal scream, I glanced over at Daniel just in time to see him lose control. His hand was wrapped tightly around his cock, stroking with desperation as his own orgasm overtook him.

Thick streams of cum shot out, splattering across his stomach and chest as he leaned back in the chair. His eyes never left Chloe—completely fixated on her as she writhed on my cock, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her climax.

I had to give him credit—he held out longer than I’d expected. But hearing Chloe cum the way she did, screaming and moaning like she’d never been touched before, was clearly too much for him. His orgasm joined hers, and I couldn’t help but think how surreal this entire scene was—his wife cumming on my cock while he finished himself off just feet away.

As Chloe’s breathing began to slow, she leaned forward, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Oh my fucking god, Chris—that was the most incredible orgasm I’ve ever had.”

Her voice was shaky, her words dripping with satisfaction and disbelief. She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, her cheeks flushed and her lips swollen. “Did you cum yet?”

I shook my head, smirking slightly. “No,” I said, my voice low and rough. “Except in your mouth earlier. But we’re not done yet. Can you handle more?”

She bit her lip, her expression a mix of exhaustion and excitement. “I don’t know, Chris,” she admitted breathlessly, “but I’m ready to find out!”

That was all I needed to hear.

With a sudden burst of energy, I sat up, gripping her hips as I shifted my weight. Chloe let out a startled laugh as I spun us around, keeping her impaled on my cock the entire time. The bed creaked beneath us as I maneuvered her onto her back, her legs instinctively wrapping around my waist to keep me close.

Once I had her positioned beneath me, I stretched my legs out behind me, bracing myself on my knees. Her body arched against the bed, her breasts heaving as she looked up at me with wide, hungry eyes.

I didn’t waste any time. Gripping her hips firmly, I began thrusting into her tight pussy with steady, deliberate force. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through me, her warmth and wetness gripping me like a second skin.

Chloe’s head tipped back, her mouth falling open as she let out a string of moans and gasps. It didn’t take long for her to find her voice again, her cries escalating into the now-familiar “Fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME!” chorus.

The way her body responded was incredible. Her hips rose to meet mine with every thrust, her hands clutching at the sheets as her cries filled the room. I could feel her building again, her inner walls tightening around me, her entire body trembling as I drove her closer and closer to the edge.

I leaned down, my chest brushing against hers as I whispered into her ear, “You’re going to cum for me again, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” she gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders as she clung to me. “Chris, oh my god, yes—don’t stop, please don’t stop!”

Her voice was raw, her pleas desperate, and I had no intention of stopping. I could tell she was right on the brink, and I was determined to push her over.

I could feel it building—the unmistakable tightening at the base of my cock, my balls drawing up, ready to unleash my second load in less than half an hour. Chloe’s cries were rising again, her body trembling beneath me as she neared another explosive climax.

Just as the pressure became unbearable, I reached up with my right hand and wrapped it gently but firmly around her throat. Her eyes widened in surprise, her face flushing a deeper red as I held her there, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

The moment was electric—her moans turning to gasps, her body arching against mine, and just as the first pulse of my orgasm ripped through me, I released her throat. Chloe let out a blood-curdling scream that echoed through the room as her pussy clamped down on my cock, milking me as I pumped my cum deep inside her.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me. Everything was perfectly timed—her screams, my release, the way her walls convulsed around me like they were trying to pull every last drop from my cock.

I kept thrusting, grinding into her as my load drowned her pussy. Her head tossed back and forth on the pillow, her limbs flailing beneath me as the intensity overwhelmed her.

“Chris, stop!” she begged between gasps. “I can’t—I can’t take it anymore!”

Her words were a mix of desperation and ecstasy, and as much as I wanted to keep going, I knew we’d both reached our limits. My body trembled with exhaustion as I gave a few final thrusts, then collapsed onto her glistening, sweat-slicked body, careful not to crush her under my weight.

For a few moments, time seemed to stand still. The room was silent except for the sound of our ragged breathing. Chloe’s chest heaved beneath me, her heart pounding against mine, but slowly, her breathing began to steady.

As I caught my breath, I raised my head to kiss her. Her lips were soft and inviting, and she returned the kiss without hesitation, her fingers trailing lazily up my back.

I let my head drop to the pillow beside hers, brushing a stray strand of hair from her damp forehead. In a low, husky voice, I whispered into her ear, “Chloe, without a doubt, that was the best fuck I’ve ever had. You were amazing—so much better than my ex-whore of a wife. Daniel is a very, very lucky man. Thank you for this—it was incredible.”

Chloe turned her head to kiss my cheek, her lips lingering there for a moment. “No,” she said softly, her voice full of warmth. “Thank you for making our fantasy come true.”

Her hand trailed down my side, brushing over my still-trembling thigh. “I’m not sure if my first orgasm or my second with you was the best,” she added with a playful grin. “We may have to try again to see if we can do better.”

I laughed softly, brushing my nose against hers. “I think I’d like that.”

“But only if Daniel says so. I’m not going to fuck you behind his back. I love you both too much to pull that shit.”

She agreed, her eyes soft yet sparkling with mischief. “Daniel and I will have plenty to talk about after this,” she said. “But I’m sure we’ll want to do this again sometime—hopefully soon.”

I laughed and nodded. “You know he’s going apeshit over there, wondering what we’re talking about and when he’s going to get his turn to reclaim you.”

Her grin widened as she glanced toward him. “Oh, I know. But what you don’t know is that before he fucks me, he’s going to clean my pussy with his tongue. That includes whatever you left inside me.”

A jolt ran through me at her words, equal parts intrigue and amusement. I’d come across the idea in my research, aware that some cuckold husbands craved that particular act of devotion. Still, hearing Chloe state it so matter-of-factly gave it a new edge. My cock, softening now and glistening with a mix of her juices and my cum, slipped free from her pussy. As if on instinct, I reached for the pillow at the head of the bed, slipping it under her hips to tilt her just right. If Daniel was going to take on this role, I wanted to give him everything I could.

With a smirk, I climbed off the bed, my legs wobbly but my confidence steady. Daniel’s eyes were locked on Chloe, his expression a mix of longing, lust, and something harder to define. I couldn’t help but tease. “Thanks, Daniel—she’s amazing. Now, she’s all yours.”

He hesitated, his earlier eagerness suddenly faltering. His gaze flicked down to his soft cock, now hanging limp, and back to Chloe. The flush creeping up his neck was unmistakable. For a moment, it looked like he might back out.

Chloe tilted her head and studied him with a sly, knowing smile. “Come on, baby,” she purred softly, her tone both teasing and affectionate. “You know I need to cum, and looking at you right now…” Her eyes flicked pointedly to his cock. “It’s not like you’re going to be doing it with that.”

Her words were gentle, but the sting was undeniable. Daniel’s face burned, but the challenge in her tone and the expectant look in her eyes stirred something deeper. He swallowed hard, his jaw tightening as he moved to the bed.

As I reached for my clothes, I glanced over my shoulder to see him kneeling between her legs. His tongue was already out, delving into her pussy with an intensity that made Chloe gasp. I chuckled under my breath, shaking my head as I gathered the last of my belongings. By the time I reached the doorway, her moans were rising in pitch, filling the room.

I headed down the hallway, the cool night air outside beckoning me. Right before I reached the front door, a familiar, piercing scream echoed behind me. Chloe’s climax was unmistakable, and I didn’t doubt that Daniel’s tongue was working overtime to wring every ounce of pleasure from her. A satisfied grin spread across my face as I stepped into the evening chill, my clothes draped over one arm.

As I climbed into the cab of my truck, I sat for a moment, letting the events of the night replay in my mind. I had just fucked the wife of my best friend, a woman who was also one of my closest friends, with his full approval—and then left him to clean up every last drop. It was wild, unorthodox, and undeniably exhilarating.

Turning the key in the ignition, I smiled to myself. I was a bull, and I loved it. I could hardly wait to see where this would go next.


Chapter 4

So that’s how I got my start as a bull. Of course, at the time, I didn’t realize this was the beginning of something more than just a friend helping friends. Then again, looking back, even thinking of it that way feels ridiculous. I mean, how could fucking another man’s wife—my best friend’s wife, no less—ever be considered “just helping friends”?

When I got home from Daniel and Chloe’s house, I went straight to bed, my mind still buzzing with everything that had happened. A shower crossed my mind, but I decided it could wait until morning. The cool evening air on the drive home had dried the mix of Chloe’s and my fluids on my skin, leaving behind a faint stickiness and the lingering scent of sex. I figured my sheets could handle it for one night.

I slept better than I had in months, maybe years. After all, it was my first fuck in six long months. And what a fuck it had been—raw, thrilling, and so damn erotic that my body still felt electric from it. Sure, she was my best friend’s wife, but she was also my best friend in her own right. It felt strange and somehow fitting all at once. As my eyelids grew heavy and the events of the night played on repeat in my mind, one thought stood out: I was definitely up for fucking her again.

When I woke up before dawn, I felt sharper and more energized than I had in ages, even though I would have loved to sleep in. Normally, Saturday mornings were my chance to recharge, but not today. A storm system promising heavy rain was forecast to roll in early next week, and I had one last section of land that needed working before it hit.

The first hints of dawn stretched across the eastern horizon as I stepped outside, dressed and ready for the day. The crisp morning air carried a faint chill, cutting through the remnants of last night’s warmth still clinging to my skin. I walked toward my tractor, its silhouette outlined against the rising light. The quiet hum of the morning and the rhythmic motions of preparing the machine—fueling it up, checking the tires, running my hands over its familiar surfaces—felt grounding, a sharp contrast to the wildness of the night before.

As the tractor roared to life, I climbed into the cab, settling into the seat with a deep breath. The scent of diesel filled the air, mingling with the earthy aroma of dew-soaked fields. My thoughts drifted back to Chloe and the way she’d felt beneath me, the sounds she’d made, the way Daniel had watched with hunger and pride. I shook my head with a wry smile, gripping the steering wheel. This was new territory for all of us, but deep down, I knew I wasn’t just helping friends anymore. I was stepping into something bigger, something I was ready to claim.

Once I got to the field, the work was minimal—just setting the GPS coordinates. After that, the tractor practically drove itself, leaving me alone with my thoughts. The events of the night before played out in my mind like a vivid movie I couldn’t turn off. It had only been a few days since Daniel first approached me with the idea, and even though we’d made it through the night without any major hiccups, I still couldn’t fully wrap my head around it.

How did a guy like Daniel—confident, steady, and fiercely protective of Chloe—find satisfaction in watching another man fuck her? Yet I’d seen it with my own eyes. That look in his face when I finished and stepped aside, the way he practically launched himself toward her, eager for his turn. It was unlike anything I’d ever seen from him before. There was no jealousy, no resentment—just raw, unfiltered need.

I had to admit, the sex was incredible—probably the best I’d ever had. But why? Was it because Chloe was so responsive to me, every sound and movement stoking my ego and driving me to give her more? Or was it the rush of being watched for the first time, the weight of Daniel’s gaze fueling me in ways I hadn’t expected? Maybe it was just the fact that I’d gone six months without sex, and my body had been desperate for release. Whatever the reason, it had been electric.

I needed to talk to them, and soon. It felt too big to let sit. First times had a way of leaving questions in their wake, and I was sure we all had things we needed to say—things we needed to know if we were going to do this again. And Chloe? She was ready. That much was obvious from the way she’d clung to me afterward, her words and body practically begging for more.

Daniel, though… he was harder to read. The last image I had of him was kneeling between Chloe’s legs, his mouth busy cleaning up every drop I’d left inside her. He’d looked satisfied, even… happy. But the memory of it still sent a shiver through me. Not in a bad way, but in a way that reminded me how far outside my comfort zone this all was. I never would’ve expected that from anyone, let alone my best friend. Yet Chloe had warned me. They must have talked about it beforehand, agreed on what was going to happen. Still, seeing it in action was something else entirely.

What worried me most wasn’t the act itself—it was the aftermath. What would this mean for our friendship? Could I ever see Chloe again as just one of my closest friends, or would the image of her writhing beneath me, screaming out as I fucked her tight, incredible pussy, forever take precedence? And what about Daniel? Would he still see me as the guy who had his back, or would I always be the man who’d been inside his wife?

I cared about both of them deeply, but I couldn’t deny how much I’d loved being with Chloe in that way. I loved being her friend—but now, I loved fucking her too.

And what about Daniel and me? One of my favorite parts of our friendship had always been the simplicity of it. After a long day of farming, we’d grab a couple of beers, kick back, and talk about life—farming, sports, or whatever was on our minds. It was easy, natural. But now, everything felt different. Now, when we sat down to talk, we’d both be carrying the knowledge that we had fucked his wife. Would that always hover over us? Would it find its way into our conversations, even unintentionally? Could we ever get back to the kind of friendship where that didn’t come up?

These questions—and so many others—kept swirling in my head, gnawing at me. I knew they wouldn’t stop until the three of us sat down together and talked it all out. With the tractor still handling the field on autopilot, I pulled my phone out of my pocket and scrolled to Daniel’s number. Taking a deep breath, I tapped the screen to call him.

“Hello?” His voice was bright, almost chipper.

“Good morning, Daniel. How are you doing this morning?”

“Great! Why wouldn’t I be? The real question is, how are you?”

I couldn’t help but smile. “I’m fine—actually, I’m great,” I admitted. “I was thinking… maybe the three of us should get together this evening. My place this time. I’ll cook some steaks.”

“Sounds great,” Daniel said without hesitation. “Shall we come over around six?”

“Six works perfectly. I’ll see you then.”

Just as I was about to hang up, Daniel’s voice cut in. “You’re not having second thoughts about last night, are you?”

His directness caught me off guard. I hesitated for a moment before answering. “Maybe not second thoughts, exactly. But I do think we need to talk about what happened. You have to admit—our friendship has taken a pretty unexpected turn.”

“Maybe,” Daniel replied, his tone calm and reassuring. “But maybe not as much as you think. I’m confident I can show you how this hasn’t changed things between us. We’ll talk tonight, and I want you to feel completely comfortable with this. I know I am.”

I shook my head, a mix of disbelief and cautious relief washing over me. Daniel sounded so sure of himself, so at ease with everything that had happened. Maybe he was right. Maybe this wouldn’t change us as much as I feared. But I wasn’t sure I could believe that just yet.

“Okay,” I said finally. “See you later.”

Hanging up, I stared out at the field stretching endlessly in front of me. The tractor hummed steadily beneath me, a constant reminder of the predictable rhythm of my work life. But my friendship with Daniel? That felt like uncharted territory now, a far cry from the easy camaraderie we’d always shared.

As much as I trusted Daniel, as much as I trusted Chloe, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we’d crossed into something that would inevitably leave its mark. Tonight’s dinner would tell me if I was right—or if Daniel’s confidence would prove stronger than my doubts.

By the time Daniel and Chloe arrived, a few minutes past six, the grill was already fired up and ready. The steaks were just starting to sizzle, filling the air with the mouthwatering scent of charred meat. We knew each other so well that I could anticipate their preferences without even asking—medium rare for Daniel, while Chloe liked hers closer to well-done. Me? I could eat a steak cooked to just about any level. Over the years, I’d honed my grilling skills with enough practice to take pride in what I put on the plate. Tonight, though, felt like more than just dinner with friends.

Chloe was the first to step out onto the patio, with Daniel following close behind. She caught me off guard by leaning in and planting a kiss square on my lips—definitely not our usual cheek-to-cheek greeting. My surprise must have shown because as I glanced at Daniel, he was grinning ear to ear. Before I could process it, Chloe leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear.

“Look, big boy,” she murmured with a mischievous edge, “where we’ve been, I don’t really think a kiss on the cheek is enough anymore.” She followed it up with a quick flick of her tongue against my earlobe.

I suppressed a grimace—ear-licking wasn’t exactly my thing—but filed it away as something to address later. This wasn’t the time to get into specifics.

Daniel clapped me on the back, his usual enthusiasm as steady as ever. “Smells great, Chris. I can’t wait to dig in!” He held up a couple of six-packs of hard lemonade—the brand he knew I liked best—and cracked one open, handing it to me without hesitation. It was a simple gesture, the kind of thing friends do all the time, but paired with Chloe’s unexpected kiss, it felt... coordinated. Like the two of them were cooking something up, though what exactly that might be, I wasn’t sure yet.

Chloe disappeared inside for a moment and returned with a glass of water, unsurprising given her usual aversion to alcohol. She slipped back outside and nestled herself next to Daniel, wrapping a casual arm around his waist. They stood close, just a few feet from me as I worked the grill. The patio was full of comfortable chairs, but it was clear they weren’t planning to sit. Their quiet presence, so near, felt deliberate, like they were waiting for me to say something.

The air carried a faint chill as the sun began to set, but I could feel the heat of their attention, both of them watching me, waiting. If we were going to have the conversation I’d been turning over in my head all day, this seemed as good a time as any. I decided to start with Chloe. She’d been more open with me last night, and I was curious how much she’d be willing to share now, with Daniel right beside her.

"So, Chloe," I said, a teasing grin tugging at the corner of my mouth as I flipped another steak. "It would seem you’re officially a hotwife now. How do you think last night went? From the sounds of it, you carried on pretty well without me once I left."

Her cheeks turned a deep shade of pink, and damn, I loved that about her. No matter how bold her words or actions, that blush always betrayed her. It wasn’t just her face, either—I noticed the way her nipples instantly hardened beneath the thin cotton of her blouse. Whether it was my words, the memory of last night, or both, the reaction was immediate, and it sent a flicker of heat through me.

"Are you kidding me?" she said, her voice brimming with a mix of excitement and pride. "To get fucked repeatedly by not one but two handsome, studly guys? I’m incredible!" She laughed, a little breathless, before leaning in slightly. "Of course," she added, her tone dipping, "there is one problem I hadn’t anticipated."

I froze for a moment, my grip tightening on the tongs in my hand. There it was—the fly in the ointment. I’d known this wasn’t going to be as simple as it seemed. Every new dynamic comes with a catch, and I figured we were about to find out what hers was. My chest tightened slightly, anticipation mixing with unease as I glanced her way, waiting for her to drop the bomb that might change everything.

"What’s the problem?" I asked, tilting my head and trying to read her expression. Her laugh was light, but there was something playful in her tone that told me I was about to hear something worth remembering.

She laughed, the sound bubbling out of her. “Well,” she started, pausing to brush a stray lock of hair from her face, “it seems my poor little pussy isn’t used to all that activity.”

Her eyes sparkled as she delivered the line, but there was an exaggerated wince that followed, making me smirk. I leaned on the grill tongs, waiting for her to continue.

“I’m more than a little sore today!” she admitted with a wry grin, glancing between Daniel and me as if daring us to comment. “I actually had to turn Daniel away this morning.”

“Really?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

Chloe nodded, her grin widening. “I just didn’t think I could take another pounding after everything I got yesterday!”

I looked at her, letting the image sink in for a moment, then turned my gaze to Daniel. He was standing there like he didn’t have a care in the world, his grin so smug it was almost comical. If the man was trying to channel pure satisfaction, he was nailing it.

“Daniel,” I said, shaking my head at him. “I can see you’re very torn up about this.”

He shrugged, spreading his hands in mock innocence. “What can I say? It was a hell of a night.”

I chuckled and turned back to Chloe, who was biting her lip like she had more to confess. I couldn’t resist. “So…” I drew the word out, watching her cheeks redden further. “When I left, he was busy assaulting your pussy with his tongue. What happened after that?”

Chloe’s laughter faltered, and her eyes darted to Daniel. Her body language was all tells—her fingers fidgeted with her glass of water, her lips curling into a sly smile that couldn’t hide her excitement. The patio felt suddenly smaller, the air thick with anticipation as I waited for her to spill the details. Daniel shifted slightly, his grin never fading, as though daring her to lay it all out.

“Well,” she began, her voice dropping slightly, “after you left…”

Chloe’s face softened as she started to speak, her expression taking on a dreamy, almost dazed quality. She swirled the water in her glass absently, her gaze drifting as though replaying the events in her mind.

“After he cleaned me,” she began, her voice dropping to a near-whisper, “he wouldn’t even let me get up to hug him. He needed to reclaim me right then and there. It was like… something snapped in him.”

She glanced at Daniel, her cheeks flushing as she continued. “And so he did—for about two hours.”

My eyebrows shot up. “Two hours?” I asked, leaning forward slightly, the grill momentarily forgotten.

Chloe nodded, her lips curving into a small, astonished smile. “Two hours. I mean, Daniel’s never been able to go like that before. Normally, after he cums, he needs at least an hour to recover—sometimes longer. But last night…” She hesitated, glancing at him again, as if still trying to reconcile what she’d experienced. “It was like watching a different man. He’d cum in me, and I’d think we were done, but then he’d get hard again so quickly, and we’d switch to a new position and go again.”

Daniel didn’t say anything, but his grin deepened, his posture relaxed as though savoring the memory. Chloe’s voice gained a little more confidence, the disbelief giving way to excitement as she kept talking.

“It was intense,” she said, her eyes locking onto mine. “Every time I thought I couldn’t take any more, he’d pull me into another position and push me further. It was like… like seeing something primal wake up in him.”

She paused, biting her lip, the dreamy expression giving way to a playful smirk. “Although, I have to admit, part of the soreness today isn’t just from him. Someone else got me warmed up first—and stretched me out farther than I’ve ever been stretched before.”

Her words were light, teasing, but her eyes flicked to my crotch with a deliberate glint. “Perhaps you know the guy? Tall, good-looking, and knows exactly how to use the massive cock he’s got?”

I felt my face heat as her words hung in the air, but I couldn’t stop the grin spreading across my face. Chloe’s confidence was something else, and the way she shifted between amazement and mischief was magnetic.

“Well,” I said, my voice low and amused, “I might know a guy like that.”

After finishing her teasing comment, Chloe reached over, her hand grazing along the crotch of my jeans. The deliberate pressure sent a jolt through me, and her touch didn’t stop until she found exactly what she was looking for. Her explanation of their activities last night, combined with her pointed compliment about me, had clearly worked its magic—I was already straining against the fabric, a noticeable bulge betraying my reaction.

Chloe’s lips curved into a smug smile as her fingers lingered just a moment longer, the casual intimacy of the gesture making my pulse quicken.

Daniel, still wearing that damn Cheshire Cat grin, glanced down at her hand, then back up at me. His calm demeanor didn’t waver, but his tone carried weight when he spoke. “The question is, how do you feel about last night?” he asked, his voice steady, almost gentle. “Be truthful—if you’re uncomfortable with any of this, you have to tell us. This has to work for all of us, not just Chloe and me.”

For the first time, his words cut through the haze of playful teasing. He wasn’t just asking for the sake of politeness; he meant it. There was a quiet sincerity in his voice, a reminder that what we’d done last night was uncharted territory for all of us.

I met his gaze and nodded, taking a breath to steady myself before answering. “Well,” I began, my voice firm but tinged with humor, “to tell you the truth, I loved it.”

Chloe’s hand stilled, her eyes sparkling as she tilted her head, waiting for me to continue.

“Of course,” I added with a smirk, “I knew going in that even if Chloe was the worst lover in the world, I was going to enjoy it. It had been so long for me, I was just glad to be back in the game.”

Chloe raised an eyebrow at me, pretending to be offended, but the curve of her lips betrayed her amusement.

“Did she tell you what I told her after we were done?” I asked, my gaze shifting back to Daniel.

Daniel’s smile seemed permanently etched onto his face, a mix of satisfaction and openness that made it clear he was fully embracing this new dynamic. “Of course,” he said, his tone steady but deliberate. “One of the things Chloe and I talked about before we started this was that there could be no secrets—none. If there were, we’d have to stop. Transparency is the only way this works.”

He paused, his gaze locking onto mine, as though to emphasize the importance of his next words. “Now, we can’t control you, and we’d never try. But we hope that you’ll be willing to share with us too. This only works if it’s all out in the open.”

I nodded, caught somewhere between admiration for his calm confidence and the weight of what he was saying. The balance they’d struck, the trust they had—it was impressive, if not a little intimidating.

Daniel shifted slightly, his grin taking on a new edge, playful but still laced with that same sincerity. “I will tell you this, though,” he added, glancing briefly at Chloe before his gaze settled back on me. “Last night, while I was reclaiming her, I gave her permission to think about fucking you while I was fucking her.”

My eyebrows shot up at that, but I stayed quiet, letting him continue.

“And I’m pretty damn sure she did,” he said, his grin widening as his voice dropped slightly, a mix of pride and disbelief threading through his words. “Because I don’t think I’ve ever given her a better orgasm from penetration alone than I did last night.”

Chloe’s cheeks flushed a deep pink again, her usual confidence momentarily faltering under the weight of my question. I decided to push her a little further, curious to see how she’d handle it. “So, Chloe,” I began, my tone laced with playful challenge, “if I had told you that Daniel was an incredible asshole for being willing to share you with me last night, you would’ve told him that?”

She raised an eyebrow at me, her smile slowly returning. “Yes,” she said firmly, meeting my gaze without hesitation. “We promised we would share everything with each other. I guess you’ll have to watch what you say—” her grin turned sly, “that is, if we do it again.”

Her words hung in the air, her tone deliberate as she left the door wide open for me to step through. And I wasn’t about to miss that opportunity. “I’d love that,” I said, letting the words roll off my tongue slowly. “What are your thoughts about that?”

Before Chloe could answer, Daniel spoke up, his voice calm but sure. “We’d like for it to happen again as well—in fact, we’d like it to happen many times, as long as our relationship stays the same. We’re all in, and it sounds like you are too.”

The certainty in his voice was steadying, but I couldn’t help feeling like we needed to clarify some boundaries—or lack thereof. I leaned against the grill, letting the heat waft up around me as I turned my attention back to Chloe. “I’m glad to hear that,” I said, nodding, “but there’s something I need to ask.”

Both of them looked at me, their expressions expectant.

“What happens between those times?” I asked, gesturing loosely to the space between us. “I was a little surprised when Chloe kissed me on the lips when she got here—not that I didn’t like it, because I definitely did—but that’s not how we related before last night.”

Chloe’s blush deepened, but she didn’t look away. I kept going, wanting to lay it all out. “I mean, I’ve obviously seen her completely naked now, and I’ve fucked her, but does that change everything? I mean can walk up to her now, in the middle of a casual setting like this, and just tell her to get her tits out and show me her nipples?”

The air between us felt charged, heavy with a mix of humor, tension, and unspoken possibilities. Chloe let out a soft laugh, glancing at Daniel as if to gauge his reaction before turning back to me. Daniel, for his part, didn’t flinch, his grin remaining firmly in place. Whatever I was stirring up, he seemed perfectly fine with it—or maybe even enjoying it.

“Well?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “What are the rules here?”

Chloe was the one to answer this time, her voice soft but confident. “Well, like you said, since you’ve seen me naked now, I wouldn’t have a problem with it.” Her lips curled into a small, knowing smile, and she took a half-step closer, her eyes locking onto mine. “I know you love my nipples, and honestly, I consider it a turn-on that they have such an effect on you. But the real question is—what are you comfortable with?”

Her gaze was steady, almost challenging, and I could feel the weight of her question pressing on me. The idea of having that kind of open access to her body—the freedom to look, touch, or tease whenever I wanted—was undeniably hot. My mind flashed with possibilities, brief but vivid, and I felt a flicker of heat in my chest.

But then reality settled in, grounding me. As tempting as the thought was, something about it didn’t sit right. It felt too… personal. Too much like what people in a relationship would do with each other, rather than the more defined arrangement I’d assumed we had.

I leaned back slightly, letting the cool evening air temper my thoughts before I answered. “You know,” I began, glancing between her and Daniel, “I’ve thought about that. And while the idea of looking or touching whenever I wanted is definitely appealing—” I paused, offering Chloe a small, teasing grin, “—I think it might blur the lines too much.”

Chloe tilted her head, listening intently, and Daniel remained quiet, his expression calm and curious.

“I mean, for our regular friendship,” I continued, “it might be better to keep things a little more defined. Maybe we limit kissing, touching, or anything sexy like that to the times we’ve already agreed we’re going to have sex. It just feels... cleaner that way.”

Chloe’s brow furrowed slightly, and I could see she was considering my words carefully. I decided to drive the point home. “If I were to walk over right now and start rubbing your nipples, as much as I’d enjoy it,” I said with a light laugh, “I think it would make things feel... off during our casual time together. Not because I don’t want to—believe me, I do—but because it feels like something that fits better in the moments we’re being more intentional about it. You know, during those ‘intense’ times.”

Chloe’s expression shifted subtly, her shoulders dipping slightly as if my response had disappointed her. It wasn’t overt, but the flicker of something like sadness in her eyes caught me off guard. I felt a pang of guilt and quickly added, “It’s not that I don’t want to—believe me, I could think of nothing better than to make a rule that anytime you’re here at my house, you have to be topless.” I gave her a playful grin, hoping to lighten the mood.

Her eyes brightened slightly, her lips twitching into a small smile. Encouraged, I pressed on. “But that’s not really part of our normal, casual relationship, is it? It probably shouldn’t be done. Plus,” I added, leaning in conspiratorially, “this way, it makes our times together even sexier and more fun, knowing that we wanted to touch each other between hookups but didn’t. It builds up the anticipation.”

Chloe nodded slowly, glancing at Daniel for his reaction. “I think that’s fair,” she said, her voice thoughtful. Then, turning back to me, she added, “If that’s where you’re comfortable, we need to honor that.”

But the teasing glint in her eye returned almost immediately. She leaned closer, her lips curving into a mischievous grin, and in a syrupy, mock-apologetic tone, she said, “Chris, I’m soooo sorry I touched your cock earlier—it won’t happen again!”

The exaggerated innocence in her voice sent a jolt of laughter through me. She was such a tease, and I loved every minute of it. “You’re impossible,” I said with a laugh, sticking my tongue out at her in mock frustration.

Chloe didn’t miss a beat, sticking her tongue out right back at me, her playful energy diffusing any lingering tension. For a moment, the three of us were just friends again, laughing and teasing each other, even as the undercurrent of something deeper buzzed beneath the surface.

Daniel cleared his throat, breaking the comfortable rhythm of our banter. His tone turned slightly more formal, though his smile remained easy. “So, the next item of business,” he said, leaning back slightly in his chair, “is trying to arrange another time. Chloe and I were wondering if Friday works for you.”

I thought for a moment, leaning on the counter as I flipped the steaks one last time. “I can’t think of anything I’ve got going on this weekend,” I replied. “Are we thinking about doing the same thing as yesterday? Me coming to your place and using your bedroom?”

By this time, the steaks were done, and we transitioned into the dining room. I pulled the baked potatoes out of the oven, the warm, earthy smell filling the air, and grabbed the salad I’d prepped earlier from the fridge. We moved to the table, the clinking of utensils and the quiet shuffle of plates filling the brief silence as we settled in to eat.

But my question still lingered, heavy and unanswered. I could feel it hovering between us, the charged energy thickening the air with anticipation.

Finally, Daniel took a long sip of his hard lemonade, setting the bottle down carefully before turning to me. His expression had shifted slightly, more thoughtful now, his earlier confidence tempered with a hint of hesitation. “We’ve been talking about this all day,” he began, his voice slower, deliberate. “We’d like to add a new twist to it, but given your preference to keep things casual between us, I’m not sure you’d be open to what we were going to ask.”

He glanced at Chloe, his discomfort obvious as he passed the baton to her. She caught his look and gave him a reassuring nod before turning to me. If there was one thing Chloe excelled at, it was cutting through awkward moments.

“What Daniel is trying to ask,” she said, her voice calm and measured but carrying that familiar playful edge, “is if this Friday night, instead of you coming to our house… I could come here instead.”

Her words landed softly but carried weight, the shift in dynamics immediately apparent. I paused, considering her request. It didn’t seem out of line, at least not at first glance.

“I don’t see a problem with that,” I said after a moment. “I guess we could make it work. I don’t have a chair in my bedroom for Daniel like you do, but I could find a way to set something up.”

Chloe shook her head, her lips curving into a small, enigmatic smile. “There’s no need for a chair for Daniel,” she said, her voice quieter now but no less steady. “He won’t be here.”

Well, that changes things, I thought as I stood by the dining table, leaning lightly against the edge. Not only would this be happening in my house, but Daniel wouldn’t even be there to watch. I’d always assumed that part of the thrill for him was being present, watching as his wife was shared and experiencing the intensity of it firsthand. Without him there, the dynamic felt... different.

I crossed my arms, my gaze shifting between them. “So,” I said slowly, carefully, “it would just be you and me, alone? Without Daniel? Do you really trust me that much—to be alone with you like that?”

Chloe met my eyes directly, her calm expression tinged with something softer, more vulnerable. “Yes,” she said without hesitation, her voice steady but warm. “That’s part of it. I do trust you—in fact, after Daniel, you’re the one man in the world I trust with anything.”

She paused, glancing toward her husband as if to prompt him. “But,” she added, turning back to me, “there’s more to it than just trust.”

Daniel shifted in his seat, his earlier confidence dimming slightly as he frowned in thought. Chloe leaned toward him, her voice gentle but firm. “Daniel, you really need to explain this,” she said. “He needs to know this was your idea.”

Daniel sighed softly, then looked up at me, his tone deliberate and measured. “You see,” he began, “part of the cuckold dynamic is the angst the husband feels during the process. It’s not just about watching—it’s about the tension, the jealousy, and the vulnerability. I think you might understand that, since we touched on it when we talked before last night.”

I nodded slightly, letting him know I remembered, though I hadn’t fully grasped its significance at the time.

“Well,” he continued, leaning forward slightly, “watching the two of you last night was incredible—truly. There were moments of pride, of excitement… but also tension. That tension, though? That’s part of what makes it so powerful for me.”

His voice dropped a fraction, his next words carrying a weight that filled the room. “There were a few moments that really hit me hard—like when I saw you plunge your cock into Chloe for the first time.” He stopped, glancing briefly at her before continuing. “I knew it would be different for her—probably better than anything I could give her. And... as much as it stings to admit, that turned out to be the case.”

Chloe’s cheeks flushed a soft pink, but she didn’t look away. Her hand rested lightly on the table, her body still, as if grounding herself in the moment. Daniel’s confession hung between us, raw and exposed, the air thick with the weight of his honesty.

Daniel’s frown eased, replaced by a small, thoughtful smile as he continued. “But here’s the thing,” he said, leaning back slightly. “Since I was right there, watching, I didn’t have to rely on my imagination. I could see exactly what was happening between you two—the way you moved together, the way Chloe responded to you. It was all laid out in front of me.”

His voice softened, taking on a contemplative edge. “By not being in the same house the next time you and Chloe are together, it’ll be different. I won’t have that direct connection to what’s happening. I’ll have to rely on my imagination instead, piecing it together from what I know, what I can guess, and what Chloe might tell me.”

Daniel paused, glancing at Chloe, who gave him an encouraging nod. The way her eyes flicked to me briefly, then back to him, suggested she understood exactly what he was feeling—and maybe shared some of that excitement herself.

“But that’s the thing,” Daniel said, his voice gaining a touch of excitement. “As intense as it was with Chloe after the two of you were done last night, I think the next time will be something else entirely. The buildup—the not knowing exactly what happened until she tells me, or until I feel it—” He broke off, shaking his head slightly as though the thought was overwhelming.

“I’m expecting,” he continued, his grin widening, “that when Chloe and I first get together again after she’s been with you, alone this time, it’ll be even more intense. The waiting, the wondering… it’s already got me excited just thinking about it!”

Daniel’s tone had shifted now, brimming with energy and anticipation. His openness, the way he wore his emotions so plainly, was disarming. I glanced at Chloe, whose small smile carried a knowing edge, her body language relaxed yet undeniably charged.

What a kinky guy—and he’s my best friend! I couldn’t help but laugh inwardly at the thought. “So,” I asked, tilting my head toward Daniel, “would I come and pick her up, bring her here, and then take her back to your house later when we’re done?”

Daniel nodded, but his expression shifted slightly, becoming more serious. “Yes,” he said, his tone measured. “But there’s more. I want her to spend the night here. She’d come back home in the morning.”

His words landed heavily, and for a moment, a deafening silence fell over the room. I could feel both of their eyes on me, watching intently as I processed what he’d just said. Spending the night with Chloe would be an entirely different dynamic—worlds away from fucking her in her bed with her husband watching. There would be no interruptions, no shared glances with Daniel, no immediate accountability to him. Just me and Chloe, with hours to do and say whatever we wanted.

Of course, Chloe had already pointed out that she would share everything with Daniel later, but somehow that felt less immediate, less present, than having him right there in the same room.

My mind spun as I considered it, and I couldn’t help but picture one of those classic scenes where an angel appears on one shoulder and a devil on the other. That’s exactly how it felt.

The angel, representing the part of me that was protective of our friendship, leaned in with caution. It’s been a long time since a woman spent an entire night with you, it reminded me. If Chloe does, it’s going to blur the lines. Can you really separate “friend Chloe” from “sex Chloe” after that? Are you willing to risk complicating things with Daniel?

Then the devil appeared, practically grinning with delight. Twelve hours alone with Chloe, it said, its voice dripping with temptation. No supervision, no interruptions. If you want to fuck her at eight, you can. At nine? Go for it. At ten? Why not again? Anything you want to do, all night long. This isn’t just an opportunity—it’s the opportunity.

Caught between the two voices, my gaze flicked back to Daniel, who was watching me with calm confidence. Then my eyes shifted to Chloe. She was waiting, too, her expression curious but patient, and my attention dropped to the subtle points of her nipples pressing against the fabric of her blouse. She wasn’t wearing a bra—again—and the sight sparked a vivid vision in my mind.

I pictured those nipples bare, hardening as my hands cupped her breasts. I imagined my tongue swirling over them, my teeth grazing the sensitive peaks, tugging gently while my fingers teased them until they stood out, begging for more attention. The thought sent a rush of heat through me, and I realized, with a resigned kind of amusement, that the devil was winning this debate.

"Okay," I said finally, the words hanging in the air for a moment. I exhaled, a mix of nerves and anticipation swirling inside me. "Let’s try it. Daniel, you either trust me and your wife completely, or your kink is clouding your best judgment. Either way, if this is what you both want, I’m not going to turn down a full night of mind-blowing sex."

Daniel’s grin widened, his confidence beaming, but Chloe’s reaction was far more telling. Her hand flew to her mouth, her eyes wide with a mix of surprise and excitement. For a second, she looked like she couldn’t quite believe I’d agreed. The energy between us shifted, thickening with the implications of what we were committing to.

I looked between them, weighing my own thoughts. If they were certain we could pull this off—if they truly believed we could keep this from complicating the friendships we already had—why should I worry? It wasn’t my wife who was about to be fucked all night by another man. And yet, I couldn’t shake the gravity of what they were asking.

But this wasn’t going to be as simple as last night. “If we’re going to do this,” I said, my tone firm, “we need to set some boundaries. Everyone needs to know exactly what this looks like, and we all have to agree on some rules.”

Daniel nodded, his grin softening as he leaned forward slightly. “I agree,” he said, his voice steady. But then he hesitated, glancing at Chloe before adding, “Although… I don’t want anything too restrictive.”

He rubbed the back of his neck, his grin turning almost sheepish. “Part of the thrill for me is the uncertainty. The tension, you know? I don’t want to lose that—it’s… part of what makes this so exciting.”

I studied him for a moment, trying to wrap my head around what he was saying. His openness caught me off guard, and while I didn’t entirely understand wanting to feel worry, it was clear it was important to him. “Alright,” I said finally, deciding to move things forward. “So Friday night, I’ll come to pick her up a little before eight. She’ll stay here until eight the next morning, when I’ll bring her back.”

Both of them nodded, but I could see Chloe was holding her breath slightly, waiting for the next part.

“During that time,” I continued, my eyes shifting between them, “we’re free to do anything we want with each other. No interruptions. Period.”

Chloe let out a quiet breath, and Daniel leaned back in his chair, his smile returning. “We can agree to that,” he said, his voice calm but brimming with anticipation.

I pressed on, needing to hammer this point home. “Daniel, when I say no interruptions, I mean no interruptions. No calling, no dropping by, no trying to check in. You’d need to let us have that time completely to ourselves.”

Daniel nodded slowly, but I could see a flicker of tension in his expression, as though he were already grappling with the idea of stepping back entirely. I softened my tone slightly, offering a compromise. “If you two agree that Chloe can message you during that time, I’m okay with that. And I imagine a couple of well-thought-out pictures might be fun for you,” I added with a smirk, trying to ease the tension.

The couple nodded again, affirming the rules we’d laid out so far. Their quiet confidence reassured me, but I had one final condition—a rule I knew was probably more for my own peace of mind than for theirs.

“After eight o’clock on Saturday morning,” I said, leaning back slightly, “there will be no contact between me and either of you until Monday morning at the earliest. We might see each other at church, and if we do, we can talk—but I doubt the conversation will involve my weekend fucking Chloe.”

Daniel raised an eyebrow at that, but he didn’t interrupt.

“This grace period,” I continued, “is for you two to work through anything you might need to process from the weekend. It also gives me the chance to reset and adjust back to my normal bachelor life. Agreed?”

Daniel glanced at Chloe, who gave him a subtle nod. He then turned back to me and spoke for both of them. “Agreed.”

We didn’t shake hands—it would have made the arrangement feel transactional, like some kind of sex-for-hire proposition. Instead, we trusted each other enough that our word was good. The unspoken understanding between us felt stronger than any handshake could convey.

As we moved to clear the table, another thought crossed my mind. I turned to Chloe, my tone playful. “Chloe, do you remember the homework I gave you last night? I told you that you needed to take care of something before I’d do something in return. Has that been handled yet?”

Her cheeks flushed slightly, but a mischievous smile spread across her face. “No,” she admitted, shaking her head. “But I still have time. I promise it’ll be just the way you like it by Friday at eight o’clock.”

She paused, her grin widening. “And I’m hoping that by about 8:05, we might even start with that!”

I smirked, glancing at Daniel. His expression shifted, a mix of curiosity and confusion flashing across his face. I could tell he wanted to know what I was talking about, but he wasn’t going to ask me directly. Instead, his gaze turned to Chloe, silently asking for clarification.

Chloe leaned toward him slightly, her lips forming silent words: shave… my… pussy.

The realization dawned on him in an instant, his expression clearing as he remembered our conversation from the beginning of last night’s activities. He blinked, his lips twitching as if to say something, but then he stayed quiet, choosing to let the moment pass.

With the dishes cleaned and put away, Daniel and Chloe said their goodbyes and headed home. For me, it was just another Saturday night alone, which had been my normal for the last six months.

But tonight, my thoughts weren’t on the quiet house around me. They were on what was coming—an entire night alone with Chloe, to do as I pleased. The thought alone sent a thrill through me. If she was anything like she’d been last night, I knew it was going to be unforgettable.

What intrigued me most was the difference I might see in her. How would she perform when her husband wasn’t there to watch? Would being away from him make her more uninhibited, or would it feel different in ways I couldn’t predict?

Either way, one thing was certain: I was going to be the one doing the fucking. And I was certain it was going to be one hell of a night.


Chapter 5

The week went by faster than I expected. As predicted, storms rolled in Sunday evening, drenching the fields and leaving the ground too muddy to do any real farming. Weeks like this weren’t unusual—they gave farmers a chance to catch up on repairs, clean up around the yard, and handle the little things that piled up during the busier seasons. It wasn’t exciting or glamorous, but it felt good to be productive in a different way.

These slower weeks were also great for lending a hand to friends. Daniel had mentioned that the roof on his shed needed replacing, so on Tuesday, I went down to help him out. It wasn’t a huge job—if we kept at it, we could probably finish by mid-afternoon.

The work was straightforward. Hammering nails into shingles, measuring cuts, lining everything up just right. But between the rhythmic thuds of the hammer, there was plenty of time to talk. Not about anything groundbreaking or profound, just regular stuff to help pass the hours—farming, sports, the weather.

At least, that’s how it started.

As we worked, the temptation to steer the conversation into deeper territory nagged at me. What was going on between the three of us wasn’t supposed to come up, not here. But curiosity got the better of me. I wanted to know more about Daniel’s mindset—how he could watch his wife with another man and not just be okay with it, but be excited by it. Maybe if I could understand it better, it would make this whole arrangement feel less… surreal.

I glanced over at him as he secured another row of shingles, his movements steady and methodical. His face was calm, focused, but there was an openness about him today, a willingness to engage that made me think this might be my chance.

“Uh… Daniel,” I began hesitantly, hammering a nail into place but keeping my tone casual, “can I ask you something about… our weekend activities? You know—Chloe and me?”

Daniel looked up from his work, his expression calm but curious. “Sure,” he said, leaning on the roof beam slightly. “I don’t have any problem with it. What do you want to know?”

I paused, carefully considering how to phrase my question. Even with everything that had happened, I still felt the need to tread lightly. Whatever “lines” might have existed between us before felt blurry now, but I didn’t want to cross any boundaries unintentionally.

“Well,” I started, lowering my hammer and glancing at him, “I guess the first question is: do you think this is going how you expected it to?”

Daniel paused mid-movement, the hammer in his hand hanging loosely as he thought about his response. Finally, he spoke, his voice thoughtful. “That’s kind of a hard question to answer, honestly,” he admitted. “This is the first time we’ve ever done anything like this, so I didn’t have much to compare it to.”

He straightened slightly, his expression softening. “But I can tell you this—a whole lot of thought went into this before anything happened. Years, even. It started as an idea I couldn’t shake, then something I started talking to Chloe about. Convincing her I wasn’t crazy and that I wasn’t trying to set her up to cheat so we could get divorced… that was a process.”

I raised an eyebrow at that, surprised by how much groundwork had gone into this. Daniel noticed and chuckled lightly. “Yeah, it took a while. Even after we both decided we wanted to do this, it was months before I worked up the courage to ask you to be the first. So, I guess I’d have to say it’s going well so far. We’ve had one experience, we’ve got another one scheduled… that’s progress, right?”

I nodded slowly, processing his answer. It made sense, but it also made me wonder just how far they were willing to take this. The thought stirred something in me—curiosity, excitement, maybe even a hint of unease.

“So,” I said after a moment, keeping my tone as neutral as I could, “do you think Chloe’s going to want to branch out with other guys at some point? And if she does… how do you go about making that happen?”

Daniel hammered in another nail, the rhythmic thud breaking the brief silence between us. As he leaned back slightly to wipe his brow, he glanced at me with a wry smile. “You know,” he said, his tone shifting slightly, “there’s an underground society of people with kinky needs in the city. They even have a website.”

I raised an eyebrow, surprised by the sudden turn in the conversation. “A website?” I echoed, setting my hammer down for a moment. “Like, a dating site or something?”

“Sort of,” Daniel replied, lining up another nail. “It’s for couples looking for… well, what we’re doing with you. And for people who are, you know—” He paused, a grin tugging at the corner of his mouth, “—bulls.”

I blinked, caught off guard by the casual way he dropped the term. “They advertise themselves?”

“Oh, yeah,” Daniel said, nodding as he hammered in the nail. “They post pictures, too. You can see exactly what kind of… equipment they’re packing before you reach out to them.”

I let out a low whistle, unsure whether to laugh or be shocked. “So, it’s like a classified ad for guys with big dicks?”

Daniel chuckled, shaking his head. “Pretty much,” he said. “Some of those guys even claim they’re bigger than you.”

I raised an eyebrow at that, leaning on the beam we were working on. “Bigger than me?” I asked, my tone skeptical but amused. “I’m not sure how many women could even handle that.”

“That’s what I thought,” Daniel said, his voice dropping slightly, a mix of amazement and disbelief. “But apparently, they do. I’ve read some of the stories on the site—it’s wild. There are women out there who actively seek out those kinds of experiences. I guess it’s like pushing their limits or something.”

He paused, glancing out at the yard again, his hammer resting on the beam. “It’s… interesting, though. Reading about it, seeing how some of these couples navigate things—it gave me ideas, I guess. Things I’d never considered before.”

His voice softened slightly, and I could tell he wasn’t just talking about the website anymore. He was talking about Chloe, about the journey they’d taken to get to this point.

“Is that how you got into this?” I asked, curious. “From reading about it online?”

Daniel smiled faintly, shaking his head. “No, not really,” he admitted. “But it made me realize we weren’t the only ones out there with these kinds of desires. It made it easier to talk to Chloe about it, knowing it wasn’t just some crazy idea in my head.”

Daniel sighed, hammering in another nail as he continued. “The problem with using something like that site is… Chloe’s not really looking for random fucks like that.” He paused, his tone softening. “She’s mentioned before that she’d do it, but only to please me. And honestly? That’s not what we’re in this for.”

He straightened slightly, setting the hammer down for a moment as he met my eyes. “If it doesn’t make Chloe comfortable, I’m not going to push her into doing it. That’s not what this is about for us.”

I nodded, appreciating his honesty. It was clear how much thought he put into balancing his desires with Chloe’s boundaries. The trust between them was palpable, and it gave me a better understanding of how they’d gotten this far.

“That’s why this has been so great with you so far,” Daniel said, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Obviously, she’s comfortable with you. You’ve made this easier for both of us.”

He paused, glancing at the yard for a moment, as if searching for the right words. “She’s been talking about this coming Friday all week,” he continued, his voice lighter now. “Not to raise my angst or get in my head—though she knows that’s part of it for me—but because last week was so good for her.”

That caught my attention. “She’s been talking about it all week?” I asked, leaning forward slightly.

“And that doesn’t bother you?” I asked, pausing mid-motion to glance over at him. “I mean, I guess you saw how good we were together, but it doesn’t bother you that she wants that again?”

Daniel stopped what he was doing, straightened up, and turned to face me fully. His expression was calm, but there was a quiet intensity in his eyes. “Why should it bother me?” he asked, his tone even but firm. “I know she loves me. I know it sounds strange, but she agreed to do this because she loves me.”

He let out a soft sigh, setting his hammer down and resting his hands on his hips. “She’s worked through the guilt of sleeping with another man,” he continued. “And honestly, I wouldn’t want her to do it if she didn’t enjoy it. Why would I not want her to be happy?”

I stayed quiet, letting him speak. There was something raw in his words, a vulnerability that felt almost jarring coming from someone as composed as Daniel.

“Look, Chris,” he said, his voice dropping slightly, “let’s be brutally honest here. You’re bigger than I am.” He said it plainly, without hesitation or bitterness. “I know that’s going to give her a different experience than what she has with me. And that’s okay.”

He paused, his gaze steady on mine, as if willing me to understand. “I don’t have a problem with that,” he continued. “Because while you might be bigger, that doesn’t necessarily mean you’re better. You just… reach places I can’t. And I’m happy she’s getting to experience that.”

"But at the end of the day, she loves me and chooses to spend her life with me. That’s the foundation we’ve built, and it’s what gives me the confidence to embrace this part of our relationship. As long as what we do feels right to both of us, I’m at peace with it. If she ever crossed a line—found someone on her own without telling me—then yes, that would be a problem. But we’ve talked about that. We’ve drawn that boundary together, and I trust her to honor it.

I’d like to see her with a complete stranger someday, to watch her let go of every inhibition, but only if it’s something she feels ready for. If she’s not comfortable, it won’t happen, and I wouldn’t want it any other way. She trusts me to protect her, to never push her into a situation that doesn’t feel safe or right. That trust is sacred, and I won’t let it falter."

"It could be that, for whatever reason, one of us decides this isn't something we want in our relationship anymore. If that day comes and we stop, we may never do anything like this again—and that would be fine, too. I’d be disappointed, sure, but not enough to push her into something she no longer wanted. This only works because we’re both fully in it together. Constant communication—like we’re having now—is the key to keeping everyone happy and grounded."

I must have been around him too long, because his words were starting to sound almost reasonable. For the first time, I found myself really considering his perspective. I could see the logic in what he was saying, even if I wasn’t anywhere close to being able to do what he was doing with Chloe and me. The sheer openness between them, the layers of trust they’d built through what must have been countless late-night conversations and unflinching honesty—it was undeniable. It was working for them, no matter how foreign it still felt to me.

"So, we’ve started with one evening, and now this weekend we’re expanding to an overnight. But what if I asked you about something bigger—like taking her to a convention or workshop with me sometime? Say, the annual state wheatgrowers' meeting. If she wanted to come along, what would you think about that?"

He didn’t hesitate. "I’d consider it, but we’d need to have some serious discussions first. My biggest concern would be running into someone who knows all of us and having to explain why the hell you and she were there together. For all the progress we’ve made in this sharing arrangement, I’m not exactly eager to have the public knowing the details of what we do."

He had a point, a damn good one. As intriguing as the idea was, I wasn’t entirely sure I could handle being alone with her for an entire week anyway. The thought had just slipped out, unfiltered, and I realized how premature it was to even bring it up. I still had to get through what was coming this Friday night—without getting too wrapped up in emotions—before I could even think about extended trips or what that might mean for all of us.

But there was one last thing I needed to say before we moved on. "Daniel," I said, leaning forward, locking eyes with him, "you realize that this Friday night, I’m going to fuck the hell out of your hotwife."

For a moment, his grin widened, slow and confident. He stood, placed a firm hand on my shoulder, and said, "Chris, my good friend, that’s exactly what I’m counting on."


Chapter 6

Friday at 7:50 p.m., I pulled up to Daniel and Chloe’s house, right on time to pick her up for the night. She met me at the door, looking fresh and radiant in her simple t-shirt and blue jean shorts that left just enough of her ass on display to make my mind wander. We stepped outside, and I led her to my truck, opening the passenger door and helping her in. I’d made a half-decent effort to clean up the inside, though I wasn’t sure if she noticed. Since Ellie—well, how about that, I called her by her name—had cheated on me, the car had gone to her in the divorce. That left me with the work truck. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to get Chloe from Daniel’s house to mine, and that was all that mattered tonight.

The short drive flew by, and at 7:55, we stepped into my house. The air inside felt heavier somehow, charged with anticipation. We could have jumped right in then and there, but we’d agreed: from 8:00 p.m. to 8:00 a.m., she was mine, and until then, the seconds dragged with an almost painful slowness. We stood watching the clock on her phone tick away, each passing moment building the tension between us.

When the numbers turned to 8:00, everything shifted.

We started with a kiss—deep, demanding, full of the hunger we’d both been holding back. Her body pressed against mine, and my hands instinctively reached for the hem of her t-shirt. Without asking, I pulled it over her head and tossed it aside, the cool air brushing against her bare skin. She didn’t flinch, didn’t hesitate. Instead, she tilted her head slightly, her eyes dark and inviting.

I stepped behind her, my hands finding their way to her breasts, cupping them firmly through the lacy fabric of her bra. The softness under my palms made my pulse quicken. "Hold still," I murmured, leaning in so my breath warmed her ear. "Let’s capture this moment."

Chloe took out her phone, and together, we posed. My hands on her breasts, her expression sultry, her lips slightly parted. She snapped a few pictures, and we picked the best one. The caption read: “We waited until 8:00 to start. But OMG, did we start!” She hit send, and while we waited for Daniel’s reply, I let my fingers wander, teasing her nipples through the fabric until they hardened under my touch.

Her breathing hitched, soft moans escaping as I worked her nipples with my thumbs. One hand slid up to her neck, stroking the delicate curve of it. I hadn’t asked if she liked the way I’d gripped her neck the last time, but she hadn’t stopped me then, and I figured she’d let me know if it was too much now. She didn’t. Instead, her moans deepened, and her body melted further into my touch.

I kissed her neck, brushing her hair aside to expose more of her skin. My lips trailed from the back of her neck to her collarbone, slow and deliberate. I tangled my fingers in her hair, gripping it tightly and pulling it back, tilting her head just enough to give me full access. My kisses grew more forceful, more insistent.

Then, I turned her to face me, her breasts now bare, her nipples taut and straining for attention. Her eyes locked on mine, a spark of need flickering in them that sent a jolt straight through me. The night had only just begun, and I could feel it—we were only getting started.

An idea came to me, one that I knew would push Daniel’s buttons even more. Just as I was about to share it with Chloe, her phone buzzed with a notification. She glanced at the screen, and we both saw Daniel’s response to the first picture: “That is HOT.” Simple, direct, but loaded with approval.

I turned to her, letting my hand brush along her bare arm. “I want to mark you as mine for the night,” I murmured, letting the words hang in the air.

Her eyes widened, a mixture of curiosity and excitement flashing across her face. “Mark me?” she whispered, leaning in, her voice low and breathless. “How are you going to do that?”

I brought my lips close to her ear, letting my breath tease her. “If you can handle a little pain,” I said, my voice a growl, “I’ll show you.”

Her body tensed in anticipation, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she tilted her head slightly, waiting. I leaned down, my mouth finding her right breast, just above her nipple. My lips parted, and I began to bite and suck at the tender flesh, alternating between sharp pressure and deep suction. Her reaction was immediate—a sharp intake of breath that turned into a deep, throaty moan, raw and unfiltered.

Her fingers dug into my shoulders as I worked, her body arching slightly into me, as if she couldn’t decide whether the sensation was too much or not enough. Her moans grew louder, filling the room, until finally, I pulled away, admiring my handiwork. A dark, red mark had blossomed on her skin, vivid and unmistakable, just two inches above her nipple.

She looked down at it, her breathing uneven, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Her eyes flicked back up to mine, filled with heat and something that looked like pride. I traced my finger lightly over the bruise, and she shivered at the touch.

“You’re marked now,” I said, my voice low, “and there’s no mistaking it.”

I kissed Chloe softly and murmured against her lips, "Sorry about that, but I know if you send him a picture of that, he’s going to go apeshit." Grinning, I grabbed her phone and aimed it at the mark I’d left on her skin. She cupped her breast with one hand, lifting it just enough to frame the bruise perfectly. The contrast of her delicate fingers against the vivid red mark was downright mesmerizing. As I snapped the picture, I realized how sexy that little claim of mine looked.

It struck me that I’d never done anything like this with Ellie. In hindsight, I should have spanked her firm little ass before everything went downhill—before I knew what she was really up to. But tonight wasn’t about her. It was about Chloe.

Chloe captioned the picture, “He marked me!” and hit send. The satisfaction in her voice was almost palpable as she handed me back the phone. Before she could settle into waiting for Daniel’s response, I took the phone from her again. “That’s enough for him for now,” I said, locking eyes with her. “Let’s make this just about you and me for a while.”

Her lips curved into a wicked smile, and she pulled me into a kiss, her fingers deftly unbuttoning my shirt as her body pressed against mine. When the shirt slid off my shoulders, she dropped to her knees in front of me, her hands moving to unfasten my pants. The anticipation in her touch sent a jolt of heat through me, and when she pulled my pants and boxers down, my cock was already hard, waiting.

She leaned forward, her lips parting, but I placed a hand on her shoulder to stop her. “Hold on,” I said, my tone low and teasing. “Before you do that, I seem to remember giving you an assignment for tonight. Did you do your homework?”

Chloe stood up, her grin practically lighting up the room. That mischievous sparkle in her eye told me everything I needed to know. She reached for the waistband of her shorts, unfastening it slowly, savoring the moment. As she slid them open, it was clear even before they were fully undone—at least some of her pubic hair was gone.

Then she pushed the shorts down to her knees, revealing everything at once: she wasn’t wearing panties, and she wasn’t wearing any pubic hair at all. Smooth, bare, and completely exposed.

Before she had a chance to step out of the shorts, I bent down and scooped her up, throwing her over my shoulder in one fluid motion. She squealed, the sound a mix of surprise and delight, as I used my free hand to grip her ass, kneading and teasing her soft skin. For no other reason than the sheer pleasure of it, I gave her right cheek a sharp smack, earning a breathy gasp from her. I didn’t stop there, delivering another smack to her left cheek and feeling the way her body tensed and then melted against me.

I carried her to the couch, her laughter filling the room, and gently tossed her onto her back. She landed with a soft bounce, her hair spilling around her like a halo. The flush on her cheeks and the spark in her eyes told me she was more than ready for whatever came next.

I grabbed her shorts, yanking them the rest of the way off and tossing them aside without ceremony. Before she had a chance to catch her breath or anticipate what was coming, I dropped down between her legs, my mouth descending on her exposed clit with rough, unrelenting precision.

She shrieked, her hands flying to my head as my tongue worked in firm, deliberate strokes, caressing the sensitive nub. I alternated between sucking her clit into my mouth and letting my teeth graze it, careful but bold enough to make her squirm and gasp. Her body arched beneath me, and as she writhed, I slid two fingers deep into her pussy, the slick heat drawing me in effortlessly.

The combination was overwhelming—my tongue teasing her, my mouth devouring her, and my fingers plunging into her soaked, trembling core. She didn’t stand a chance. Her cries rose higher, breaking into sharp, breathless moans as the tension built inside her. Barely thirty seconds passed before her body tensed and then shattered beneath me, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave.

I stayed where I was, letting her ride out every wave of pleasure, my fingers still gently moving inside her as her body quivered. When her breathing finally slowed, I climbed back up, capturing her mouth with mine in a deep, searing kiss. My tongue sought hers, tangling with it as she melted into me, her lips soft and eager.

When I pulled back, her eyes fluttered open, a playful smile spreading across her face. Her voice was teasing as she asked, “Biting me, bruising me, torturing my clit… What’s with all the rough stuff? Are you punishing me for something?”

“Not at all,” I replied with a grin, brushing a stray strand of hair from her flushed face. “But if you think you need to be punished, I’m sure we can arrange that.” My tone was playful, but the promise in my words was unmistakable. “I’m just giving you a little preview of the options on the table tonight. We’ve got twelve hours together—trust me, a little spice isn’t going to hurt anything. Oh, and by the way,” I added, letting my gaze linger as I trailed a finger along her thigh, “in case it wasn’t obvious, your pussy looks absolutely amazing.”

Her cheeks turned a deeper shade of pink, and she laughed softly, a mix of shyness and pride in her voice. “You better say something nice about it,” she teased, “because I endured the pain of my first waxing just for you!”

I grinned down at her and said, “I definitely appreciate it—in fact, by my count, I’ve got about eleven and a half hours left to show you just how much.” The words hung in the air for only a moment before I leaned in again, this time with renewed purpose.

Starting at the top of her clit, I dragged my tongue in a slow, deliberate stroke down the entire length of her slit, savoring the taste and the way her body reacted to every flick and caress. Her hips shifted beneath me, her breath catching as I reached the bottom of her pussy. But I wasn’t stopping there. Sliding my hands beneath the soft curve of her ass, I lifted her slightly, tilting her body just enough to expose her most hidden place.

I repeated the long, teasing lick, starting at her swollen clit and moving downward with purpose. This time, when I reached the base of her pussy, I didn’t stop until the tip of my tongue pressed firmly against the tight button of her asshole. She gasped, a sharp intake of breath that spurred me on. I swirled my tongue around the tight ring, wetting it thoroughly, preparing her for more.

Her body tensed under my grip, the involuntary clench of her muscles resisting my advance. But I was patient, persistent, letting my tongue press gently but insistently until I felt the tension give way. The tight ring softened, allowing me entry, and I pushed forward, my tongue slipping into the most intimate, secret part of her.

Her moans grew deeper, her hips instinctively pressing closer to me as I explored her, tasting her in a way that was raw and utterly primal. The moment was electric, every sensation heightened as her body surrendered completely to mine.

Seconds later, Chloe was writhing beneath me, her voice breaking with shock and disbelief. “Chris, what the fuck are you doing? Daniel has never done that before!” Her thighs clamped around my head as if to stop me, but I didn’t relent. The pressure of her legs only fueled me as I kept my relentless focus on her ass, driving my tongue deeper, tasting her in a way no one else had before.

Her resistance began to falter, her body betraying her as pleasure overtook hesitation. I felt her surrender in the way her muscles softened, the tension in her thighs easing. Her right hand slid down between us, fingers finding her clit, and she started rubbing herself with desperate, circular motions, adding another layer to her unraveling.

Sensing her complete submission, I intensified my efforts. I withdrew my tongue from her ass and moved it back to her clit, batting Chloe’s hand aside in the process. She let out a shaky gasp and immediately grabbed the back of my head, pulling me harder against her. Her hips bucked, pressing herself into me, her desire taking over completely.

With my right hand, I found her drenched pussy, sliding my index finger deep inside to coat it in her slickness. The heat of her walls gripped me, and as I pulled my finger out, I ran it deliberately over the tight ring of her asshole. She twitched under my touch but didn’t resist. After dipping my finger back into her pussy one last time for more lubrication, I carefully guided it to her ass and began to ease it inside.

Her reaction was instant—her moans turning to high-pitched cries as her body tensed and then melted under the dual sensations. My tongue flicked and sucked at her clit with unrelenting precision while my finger worked her ass, pushing deeper, twisting, and exploring. Chloe was losing herself completely.

Her breathing turned ragged, her voice rising in broken gasps and then a desperate scream as her body gave way to the overwhelming assault of pleasure. She gripped my head with surprising strength, mashing my mouth harder against her clit, her body shaking violently. Then it happened—her orgasm exploded in waves so powerful that she squirted, her release soaking both her body and my face. I pulled back for a moment, startled but captivated, watching as her hips surged up and down with each pulse of her climax.

Through it all, my cock was rock hard, aching for her. Without hesitation, I moved between her legs, positioning myself over her. As much as I wanted to thrust into her in one swift motion, I remembered how last week it had taken her time to adjust to my size. I forced myself to go slowly, guiding the head of my cock into her soaked entrance with deliberate care.

The look on her face as I penetrated her was incredible—a journey of expressions that shifted from satisfied to surprised to stretched in the span of seconds. Her body trembled as she accommodated me, the tight heat enveloping me more easily than before but still gripping me in a way that made my pulse race.

For a fleeting moment, a thought crossed my mind—was I stretching her out too much for Daniel? The irony wasn’t lost on me. Even in the heat of this moment, part of me was still a friend, still mindful of his place in her life. But that thought faded quickly as the rhythm of her hips urged me deeper, drawing me into the kind of pleasure that erased everything else.

However, there was no room for that concern now. The only thing on my mind was driving my cock as deep as it could go into Chloe’s pussy. Once I was fully inside her, I didn’t hesitate. I began to move, the tight heat of her body gripping me as I set a rhythm. Last week, I let her ride me, and I had no doubt we’d get to that again later, but right now, I was in control, and all she could do was hang on for the ride.

With each thrust, I picked up speed, the wet sounds of her arousal and our bodies colliding filling the room. I didn’t know if she’d fully recovered from her last orgasm—and honestly, I didn’t care. Daniel had sent her to me, and I’d already marked her earlier, claiming her in a way no one else had. Now, it was time to take it further, to fill her pussy with my seed and leave no doubt that she’d been mine tonight.

Faster and harder I drove into her, my focus entirely on the way her body clung to me, the way her cries filled the air. Chloe’s now-familiar song began, a mixture of breathless gasps, moans, and fragmented words. "Fuck me," she cried, her voice rising with every thrust. "Oh my god," she moaned, the words tumbling from her lips between gasps, with the occasional "shit" breaking through in a way that only spurred me on.

I could tell she was cumming again—the way her body clenched around me, the way her cries turned into sharp, high-pitched screams. But I wasn’t slowing down. The more she screamed, thrashed, and writhed beneath me, the harder I wanted to fuck her, to see how far I could push her. She was losing herself completely, and so was I.

And then it hit me—sudden and unstoppable. My orgasm surged through me, catching me off guard as my body stiffened. A guttural growl escaped my throat as I drove deep into her one last time, releasing the first of what I hoped would be many loads over the course of the night. My body jerked with each spasm, filling her with everything I had until I was spent. Slowly, I pulled out, my cock glistening with the mix of our desire.

The sight of her pussy, swollen and leaking with the evidence of what we’d just done, was too good to resist. I grabbed her phone, angling it to capture the creampie in all its messy, raw glory. The picture was perfect—her well-used pussy, glistening and dripping—and I showed it to her with a grin. She just shook her head, though there was a hint of amusement in her eyes. We sent the photo to Daniel without a caption, letting the image speak for itself. If he hadn’t gotten himself off by now, this picture would surely push him over the edge.

After sending the photo, Chloe looked up at me, her voice tired but tinged with satisfaction. “Chris, we’re going to have to slow down if we want to make it through the rest of the night. You’ve already worn me out, and we’ve only been at it for an hour!”

I couldn’t help but smile at her. “You’re right,” I said, leaning down to kiss her forehead. “But I couldn’t help myself. Remembering how good it was last week, and seeing you waxed your pussy just for me... I was completely overcome with lust for you. I couldn’t get to you fast enough.”

I brushed a strand of hair from her face and added, “How about we slow it down a little? Let’s hop in the shower together, and after that, we can fix something to eat and plan the rest of the night.”

“That sounds wonderful, Chris. A perfect start to the rest of the evening!”

And that’s exactly what we did. We spent almost twenty minutes in the shower, letting the warm water wash away the intensity of the past hour while reconnecting in a quieter, more intimate way. We took turns lathering each other, my hands exploring every inch of her body as hers roamed over mine. There was something deeply relaxing about it, though the playful moments couldn’t be ignored—fingers teasing, hands lingering a little too long on the most sensitive spots. Pussies, tits, cocks, asses—every part of us was fair game, and we weren’t shy about taking advantage.

She practically melted when I washed her hair, closing her eyes and leaning into my touch. I wasn’t sure if Daniel had ever done something so simple yet tender for her, but I made a mental note to ask him later. Her soft sighs of contentment as I worked my fingers through her hair told me it was a new experience she appreciated. After rinsing her hair clean, we massaged each other’s backs, my hands lingering on her sexy little breasts more than was strictly necessary—not that she minded.

When we finally stepped out, I found her a robe that wasn’t ridiculously oversized, though it still hung loose enough to leave a tantalizing glimpse of her bare thighs. I settled for a pair of cotton boxers, comfortable but leaving nothing to the imagination.

We raided the kitchen and managed to put together a couple of killer sandwiches. Sitting down at the table together, it felt like a strange but welcome return to normalcy after everything that had already happened. We ate, talked, and simply enjoyed the moment.

As we finished the first bites, I decided to dive into something a little deeper. “I know you’ve promised to tell Daniel everything that happens between us, and that’s part of the deal, so I’m fine with it,” I said, my tone easy but curious. “But I’ve got a couple of questions anyway. How do you feel about all of this—about Daniel wanting to share you and actually making it happen now?”

She set her sandwich down carefully before answering, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of openness and reflection. “I think I’m getting used to it now,” she began, her voice steady but thoughtful. “Tonight was so much easier to get started than it was last week. I don’t know if you noticed, but I was a nervous wreck back then. I kept glancing over at Daniel, constantly checking to make sure he was still okay with what we were doing. Every time I looked, he reassured me with a nod or a smile, but it didn’t stop the nerves.”

She paused, a small, almost shy smile tugging at her lips. “The last time I looked was right before I… sat down on your cock for the first time. I was terrified but also excited. I told him I loved him, and he said it back to me. That’s when it finally hit me—what we were doing wasn’t just okay with him; he wanted this for us. For me.”

Her cheeks flushed as her gaze dropped for a moment, then lifted again. “Of course, after that, my focus shifted entirely to you and your… huge cock.” She let out a soft laugh, the memory clearly vivid. “It took everything I had to relax enough to let it slide all the way in that first time. But once I wrapped my head around the fact that he was truly fine with it, something shifted. I could let go, stop worrying, and just let myself feel everything you were doing to me.”

She exhaled, the corners of her mouth quirking upward into a playful grin. “It was intense. And it still is tonight.”

“Do you think it’s easier tonight because he’s not here watching?” I asked, watching her carefully.

She looked thoughtful, her expression softening as she considered it. “Maybe,” she admitted, “but I think it’s also easier because that awkward first time is behind us. We’ve already crossed that line, and now we know we’re sexually compatible. That helps a lot. And… I’ve finally cleared the idea from my mind that what we’re doing is cheating on Daniel. That was a huge hurdle for me to get past.”

I nodded, understanding her struggle. It mirrored some of my own. Even now, I still wrestled with the fact that Daniel genuinely wanted this. Encouraged it, even. “Daniel mentioned that you weren’t really into hooking up with strangers or random guys yet,” I said cautiously. “Do you think you could ever see yourself being open to something like that?”

Her response was immediate, her head shaking firmly. “I don’t know, Chris. That’s something that honestly scares me. Doing this with you is one thing—I feel safe with you. Loved, even. Hooking up with someone just to fuck doesn’t give me that feeling. It’s… empty. And I know Daniel won’t push me into anything I don’t want to do, but I still worry about disappointing him.”

She paused, her lips pressing into a thin line as she searched for the right words. “Doesn’t that sound strange? The idea that I might disappoint him because I won’t fuck random strangers and hookups?” Her laugh was soft but tinged with uncertainty, a nervous edge in her voice that hinted at the weight of her emotions.

I laughed—it did sound odd, but I understood where she was coming from. “Chloe, you have to remember that this is a partnership. Daniel knows that if you’re not comfortable, he’s not going to be disappointed in you. Not even a little. But,” I added with a playful smirk, leaning in slightly, “I tell you what—I’m willing to make a sacrifice for the two of you. If it comes down to it, I’ll keep on fucking you as much as you need. It’ll be tough, a real hardship, but I’m willing to make that sacrifice for you.”

She rolled her eyes, laughing as she playfully punched my arm. “Look at you—being all noble and shit! What a guy!” The grin on her face softened into something warmer as she tilted her head, studying me for a moment. “But seriously, what about you? How is all of this working in your world?”

“To tell you the truth, I’m still processing all of this,” I admitted, leaning back slightly as I met her gaze. “You’re incredible—truly. I mean that sincerely. Tonight just proved to me that it wasn’t only the thrill of the first time last week that made it so good. It’s you. What we have together just works. And honestly, after six months of taking care of my own needs, any sex would have been a step up. But this? Incredible sex with someone like you? That’s not just a step up—it’s a damn leap.”

Her expression softened, but I could see a spark of something in her eyes. She tilted her head slightly, clearly mulling something over. “How about if you could have it more often?” she asked, her tone teasing but edged with curiosity. “Is once a week enough?”

I chuckled softly, shaking my head. “I’m not really in a position to complain, am I? It’s kind of a strange thing to think about, but right now, the frequency of my sex life is completely in your and Daniel’s hands. I mean, it’s not exactly my place to ask for more time with you—it feels like such a privilege to have what I already get.”

Chloe tilted her head, her brow furrowing slightly as she considered my words. “Yeah,” she said thoughtfully, “that doesn’t sound great for you. It’s not very balanced, is it?”

She paused for a moment before her face lit up with an idea. “What if we could set things up so you could have more sex—not just with me, but with other women too? Doing the same thing you’re doing for Daniel and me. Would you be interested?”

I blinked, caught off guard by her suggestion. “You mean… other couples?”

She nodded, leaning in slightly as her voice took on a conspiratorial tone. “There’s a whole society of people in the city who are into this. Couples looking for exactly what Daniel and I found in you. You’d be providing a service, just like you are for us. And along the way, you’d be getting plenty of no-strings-attached fucks. What do you think?”

I leaned back in my chair, letting Chloe’s suggestion sink in. To do this with other wives? To branch out and offer myself to this underground community she and Daniel had talked about? The idea was bold, maybe even a little overwhelming, but I couldn’t deny it was intriguing. Over the past couple of weeks, I’d been learning to separate sex from romantic intimacy, proving to myself that Chloe and I could enjoy each other physically without me feeling the need to fall for her emotionally. It had been one of my biggest fears going into this, but it seemed like it wasn’t going to be an issue after all.

“How would I even start something like this?” I asked, my curiosity getting the better of me. “I wouldn’t even know where to begin.”

Chloe stood up from her chair, her robe slipping off her shoulders and pooling on the floor. She didn’t say a word, just reached out her hand as if expecting me to stand and follow. I didn’t hesitate. I watched her walk through the kitchen and down the hall toward my office, her curvy ass swaying with each step, the soft jiggle drawing my eyes like a magnet.

When she entered the room, she turned on the light and walked straight to my computer. Before sitting down, she reached for the waistband of my boxers and tugged them off in one smooth motion, leaving me bare. With a small, playful smile, she gestured for me to sit down.

I took the chair, and the moment I was settled, she climbed onto my lap, her warm, naked body pressing against mine. As she started up the computer, I felt my cock stir beneath her, responding instinctively to her presence. The heat of her skin, the subtle movement of her hips—it was impossible to ignore.

It wasn’t long before my cock was pressing firmly against her thighs, making its presence known. She didn’t seem to notice at first, focused on the screen in front of her, so I flexed my groin muscles, making it jump a few times. Finally, her attention shifted, and she glanced down with a sly smile, her body shifting just enough to tease me further.

“Really?” she said, her tone a mix of exasperation and amusement. “We’re trying to kick off your bull career, and all you can think about is fucking?”

Sheepishly, I grinned. “Well… isn’t that what this is all about?”

Chloe rolled her eyes, but the playful smirk tugging at her lips betrayed her amusement. Without another word, she got up off my lap, standing in front of me as she motioned for me to scoot down in the chair. I adjusted, sliding lower until my ass was near the edge and my cock stood straight up, hard and ready.

She stepped closer, her eyes locked on mine as she positioned herself over me. Slowly, deliberately, she lowered herself, her warm, wet pussy stretching to take me in inch by inch. Her breath hitched as she slid down, and when her hips finally met mine, she let out a deep, throaty groan. “Fuck,” she murmured, her voice heavy with both frustration and pleasure. “I always forget just how big that thing is until I get it back in my pussy.”

Her words sent a jolt through me, and my hands instinctively found her hips, holding her in place as she adjusted to the fullness. She turned her attention back to the computer, punching keys on the keyboard as if she weren’t sitting completely impaled on my cock. But she didn’t stay still for long.

Chloe began to move—not in the usual up-and-down rhythm, but with subtle, deliberate shifts of her hips that sent waves of sensation coursing through me. Her pussy tightened and stretched around me, clinging to every inch of my cock as she swayed and twisted, her movements slow and teasing. She wasn’t thrusting, but the effect was phenomenal.

The slick heat of her body surrounded me, and the way she moved created a sensation that was almost like a wet, squishy blowjob—one without the worry of teeth. Every shift, every squeeze, pushed me closer to the edge, her control over her body nothing short of mesmerizing. She smirked as she glanced back at me, clearly aware of the effect she was having.

Finally, Chloe navigated to the homepage of "Local Underground." The screen was simple but functional, with links to various topics lined up along the left-hand side. She scrolled down until she found one labeled Bulls and clicked on it. The page that loaded was a series of classified ads, each one a personal pitch from men offering their services. She clicked on one at random, and an ad popped up detailing a man’s offer as a bull.

His description was straightforward—physical attributes, personality highlights, and contact information. And then, at the bottom, there were three pictures of his cock, proudly displayed for potential couples to review.

Chloe’s motions on my lap changed, her pace quickening now that the content on the monitor no longer demanded her focus. Her hips rolled and pressed against me, drawing soft, involuntary groans from my lips as she spoke. “That’s all there is to it. There are tons of ads like this. Daniel and I have browsed through them more than once, but nothing’s ever appealed to me enough to reach out. This is how it works, though—you put up an ad, and couples will come to you.”

It sounded almost too simple. I didn’t consider myself particularly tech-savvy, but from what I was seeing, I felt confident I could manage to get an ad posted. Still, it felt like I could use a little guidance from someone more experienced.

“Do you think you and Daniel could help me?” I asked, my hands gripping her hips as she continued her teasing rhythm. “You’ve been looking at this sort of thing a lot longer than I have. Maybe I could use all that time you’ve spent considering it and turn it into something useful for me.”

She glanced over her shoulder, her lips curving into a sly smile as her movements slowed just slightly. “Why don’t we call Daniel right now and ask?”

I stared at her, incredulous. “Right now? While my cock is literally inside you?” Then it hit me, and I smirked. “Wait a minute—he’s going to lose it when he finds out what we’re doing right now, isn’t he?”

Chloe grinned mischievously as she picked up her phone. With a quick swipe, she dialed Daniel, her body still moving subtly on top of me. When he answered, her voice was sweet, almost teasing. “Guess what we’re doing right now, dear?”

There was a pause, and then Daniel’s voice came through, tinged with curiosity. “Fucking?”

“Correct! You got it on the first guess!” she said with a laugh, her tone triumphant.

Apparently, Daniel wasn’t entirely convinced. “No, you’re not—you’re just saying that,” he challenged, a hint of skepticism in his voice.

Chloe raised an eyebrow, clearly delighted by the opportunity to prove him wrong. “What? Are you doubting us? Okay, Chris—Daniel doesn’t believe that your cock is in my pussy. I think he needs some convincing. Got any ideas?”

I had an idea, and I intended to put it into action. “Stand up,” I said, my voice low but firm. “Bend over and lean your hands on the desk.”

Without hesitation, Chloe obeyed, bracing herself against the computer desk as I stood behind her, my cock still buried deep inside her. Slowly, deliberately, I began to slide in and out of her, each movement measured and intentional. Her body responded immediately, a low moan escaping her lips, the sound rich with pleasure. This was the slowest we’d ever fucked, but it didn’t matter—she was just as vocal, her sounds filling the room.

“Hear that, Daniel?” she said breathlessly, holding the phone to her ear. “He’s fucking me slow and long.”

Daniel’s voice came through the line, skeptical. “Gonna take more than that before I believe it.”

I smirked. If that’s what he needed, I was ready to deliver. Pulling out completely, I let the head of my cock rest against her wet, swollen lips for a moment. Then, without warning, I drove back into her with a single, forceful thrust, burying myself to the hilt.

“Oh FUCK, oh my god, SHIT!” Chloe’s scream was immediate, her body arching as I began to hammer into her with relentless force. Each thrust was hard and deep, shaking her frame without knocking her off her balance. Her cries grew louder, spilling from her lips in a chaotic stream of curses and desperate pleas.

“Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit—OH SHIT, CHRIS! FUCK ME! FUCK ME! FUCK ME FUUUUUUUUUU...”

Her scream cut through the room, raw and primal, and her body gave way as her orgasm overtook her. A jet of squirt sprayed onto the floor between her feet as her knees buckled, her legs trembling under the intensity. Her arms barely held her up, and I moved quickly, pulling out and gripping her waist to steady her before she could collapse.

She was panting hard, her breaths coming in rapid, uneven bursts, her chest heaving as she tried to recover. I held her there, my hands firm on her waist, watching as the aftershocks of her release rippled through her body.

I sat back in my office chair, pulling Chloe onto my lap. Her body was still trembling slightly, her head resting against my shoulder as she caught her breath. I reached for the phone, gently taking it from her hand.

“Daniel,” I said, bringing the phone to my ear. “You still there?”

His voice came through, slightly breathless but unmistakably excited. “Holy shit, that was hot! Is she okay?”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “She’s fine,” I assured him, wrapping an arm around Chloe’s waist. “But she’s gonna need a couple of minutes to collect herself.”

Daniel chuckled in response, the sound warm and full of amusement. “Well, I’m doing great—except for the fact that I’ve got a load of cum all over myself. I wasn’t expecting your call, and I didn’t have anything ready to shoot into!”

That gave me a mental image I really didn’t need. “Daniel, we called because I need your help with something,” I said, keeping my tone casual even though anticipation thrummed under the surface. “What would you think about coming up here in the morning to pick Chloe up? You’d have some time to… take care of business, and after that, maybe you could help me with a little computer project.”

Daniel’s laugh was low, knowing. “Take care of business, huh? Yeah, I can do that. As long as you’re cool with me getting my shot at Chloe before we dive into your tech troubles.”

“More than cool,” I said smoothly, leaning into the easy confidence I wanted him to hear. “While you’re busy with her, I’ll whip up breakfast. It’ll be waiting for you when you’re done.”

There was a pause, and then Daniel let out a sharp chuckle. “Damn, you really know how to sweeten the deal. Alright, I’ll see you right at 8:00.”

“Perfect,” I said, adding a teasing edge to my voice. “But not a minute earlier, alright? She’s mine until then. And who knows—I might leave you a little something extra to start your morning right.”

Daniel laughed again, the sound crackling through the phone. “I’ll hold you to that. See you in the morning.”

I ended the call just as Chloe stirred beside me, her voice ragged but tinged with exasperated humor. “Jesus, Chris—weren’t we supposed to slow down for a while? I felt like I was under siege back there.”

I grinned, unrepentant. “Sorry about that,” I said, brushing a hand through my hair. “I had to put on a show for the doubter on the line. You handled it like a champ.” I paused, letting my gaze drift over her flushed face. “But I’m not done yet. I didn’t cum. How about we take this to the bedroom? Get comfortable, take our time, and find a little passion to close out the night.”

Her annoyance faded, replaced by a familiar, soft hunger in her eyes. She gave a small, rueful smile. “You’re impossible, you know that?”

I took her hand and led her toward the bedroom, my pulse quickening with every step. Tonight, I’d savor her completely, but tomorrow… Tomorrow was the start of something bigger. There were women out there, married women, who wanted me to fuck them. And it was time to answer the call.


Chapter 7

Once we reached the bedroom, Chloe and I eased into each other’s arms, letting the night take its natural course. For the first time, there was no urgency, no frenetic rush to sate our desires. Instead, we took our time, exploring each other with a tenderness that felt unexpectedly intimate. We shifted positions often, silently agreeing to slow down whenever one of us neared the edge, savoring every moment instead of chasing the finish line.

As we moved together, we talked—quiet, meaningful conversations that wove seamlessly into the rhythm of our bodies. Talking while fucking had been one of the things I’d cherished most with Ellie, before everything fell apart. Back then, it had been a way to connect on a level that went beyond words, a way to blend the physical and emotional into something that felt almost sacred. Now, with Chloe, I could feel echoes of that same connection building. It was both exhilarating and terrifying.

This was one of my worries about crossing the line with a friend like Chloe. I had been trying to learn how to separate sex from emotional intimacy, to compartmentalize what I felt in the moment. But as we lay tangled together, exchanging soft words and slow thrusts, it was hard to ignore how incredible it felt. There was something so raw, so unguarded about this kind of closeness.

When the moment finally came, we timed it perfectly—our bodies shuddering together, our moans merging as we fell into the release. Afterward, we lay entwined, hugging and kissing in a way that felt far too tender, far too meaningful for a relationship meant to be purely physical. As sleep claimed us, I couldn’t shake the thought: this might become a problem.

Morning came with the pale light of dawn creeping through the curtains, soft and golden. We both stirred at the same time, knowing full well what the day held. Daniel would be here at 8:00, and we had a plan—a bold, filthy plan that would kick off the morning in unforgettable fashion. The idea was for him to walk in just as I was cumming deep into Chloe’s pussy, to see me take her fully before stepping aside and letting him reclaim her however he wanted.

It was a thrilling, kinky setup, and one that had us both buzzing with anticipation. Once Daniel took over, I’d head to the kitchen to make breakfast for all of us—a strange but oddly fitting way to reset the dynamic. Over eggs and coffee, we’d shift gears, with Daniel and Chloe helping me figure out how to officially step into my role as a bull. They knew the lifestyle far better than I did, and I planned to soak up every bit of advice they were willing to share.

This was just the beginning, and I could feel it in every nerve of my body. Something new was unfolding, and I was ready to embrace it.

Chloe rolled over beside me, her warm, soft body pressing against mine as her hand slipped down to grasp my soft cock. The lazy confidence in her touch sent a jolt of anticipation through me, and I knew it wouldn’t take much to have me standing firm for her again. We kissed each other good morning, slow and unhurried, the kind of kiss that spoke of comfort and familiarity but still carried a spark of desire.

After six months of waking up alone, it felt incredible to have her here, her body curled against mine, her skin warm and smooth beneath my hands. Her fingers slid over my cock with teasing strokes, coaxing it to life. I dipped my head to capture one of her nipples in my mouth, savoring the soft gasp that escaped her lips as I sucked and flicked my tongue against her. My hand found her other breast, my fingers pinching lightly at her nipple, and the moan that followed sent a surge of heat through me.

Her body arched closer, the sensual rhythm of her hand quickening slightly as my cock swelled against her palm. The way her hips shifted subtly, pressing into me, made it clear that we were in for some early-morning fun.

I glanced at the alarm clock—7:15. We had 45 minutes until Daniel was set to arrive. The plan had been to hold out until 8:00, to let him walk in at just the right moment, but the way Chloe’s body moved against mine was making that feel like an impossible ask. Her strokes were too good, her quiet little sounds too enticing, and I wasn’t about to make her stop just for the sake of timing.

Apparently, she couldn’t wait either. Chloe released my cock from her grip, her eyes alight with a mix of desire and mischief. Without a word, she pulled back the covers, shifting herself on top of me with a confidence that made my heart race. I reluctantly let go of her nipples, the temptation to keep them in my mouth lingering, but I knew what was coming—and it was going to be worth it.

She straddled me, her thighs framing my hips as she positioned herself over my cock. The swollen lips of her pussy parted against me, slick and eager. It reminded me of our first time last weekend, how she’d hesitated, taking her time to adjust to my size. But now, this was the fourth time we’d been together in as many days, and she was getting used to me. This time, there was no pause, no cautious easing. Chloe sank down in one smooth motion, her pussy taking me to the hilt until her ass rested against my hips.

Even though she moved with such confidence, the sharp gasp that escaped her lips told me I was still plenty to handle. The sound sent a jolt through me, a primal satisfaction at knowing I could fill her so completely.

This time, I decided to let her take the lead. I lay back, my hands resting lightly on her thighs, and let her set the pace. Slowly, she began to ride me, her hips rolling in a steady rhythm as she lifted herself up and down, her movements deliberate and sensual. Her breasts, just full enough to sway with every rise and fall, caught my eye. The way her nipples jiggled ever so slightly each time she hit bottom made my hands itch to reach out and hold them, but I resisted. Watching her take charge, completely in control, was a pleasure in itself.

My hands slid along her thighs, feeling the taut muscles flex and release with her movements. Chloe’s focus was singular, her lips parted as she lost herself in the rhythm, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

Then she did something that left me stunned. Without breaking her rhythm, she shifted her weight, keeping me fully buried inside her, and turned herself around. Now she faced away from me, riding me in reverse cowgirl. The new view was breathtaking.

From this angle, I could see the way her pussy stretched around my cock every time she lifted her hips. Her slick walls clung to me, glistening in the soft morning light. Above, her round ass bounced with each motion, the perfect curve of her cheeks framing the tight, tempting little star of her asshole. It peeked at me with every rise and fall, drawing my attention like a magnet.

I couldn’t resist any longer. Reaching out, I grabbed her ass, one cheek in each hand, spreading them apart to take in the sight. Her tight little rim stayed firmly closed, forming a delicate crown that had my pulse hammering in my ears. I’d never had a woman let me fuck her there before, and I hadn’t brought it up with Chloe, but the idea burned through me now. Watching her like this, so open and exposed, I couldn’t stop imagining what it would feel like, what it would take to claim her in a way no one else had.

For now, though, I was content to lie there and enjoy every second of the show, my hands gripping her hips as she rode me with slow, relentless intent.

Without a word, Chloe decided to take things into her own hands, her playful streak lighting up the moment. She sank fully onto my cock, taking me to the hilt, then sat up as straight as she could, her back arching gracefully. Slowly, she leaned backward, her body stretching in a way that made her look utterly divine. I felt the difference immediately—deeper, tighter, more intense.

Her breath hitched, and then she let out a sharp, surprised “Oh!” that turned into a lingering moan. She froze for a moment, caught in whatever new sensation she’d discovered, her expression a mix of shock and pleasure. Watching her reaction, I couldn’t resist experimenting. I clenched my ass and thrust upward, driving into her just a little harder.

The result was immediate—and loud. “Shit!” she cried, her voice ringing out as her body jerked in response. She quickly sat upright, her eyes blazing as she turned to glare at me. Her expression was equal parts warning and amusement, but I couldn’t help myself—I burst out laughing at her reaction.

That earned me a quick slap on the inside of my thigh, her hand landing with a sharp sting that made me jump. “Behave,” she said, though the smile tugging at the corners of her lips betrayed her.

Chloe wasn’t done playing. She leaned forward this time, folding herself completely over me until she could grab hold of my ankles. The position sent a jolt of pressure through my cock, the snug walls of her pussy squeezing me with every tiny shift. She began to move again, rocking her hips back and forth with increasing urgency.

The change in angle pressed me hard against the bottom of her pussy, the added friction creating a delicious, almost overwhelming tension. Chloe clearly loved it—her movements grew faster, her breathing heavier, as if she couldn’t get enough of the sensation. Her moans deepened, turning into breathy gasps with every thrust.

For me, the pressure edged toward discomfort, but I wasn’t about to say anything. The sight of her, the feel of her, was worth it, and the intensity had the side effect of delaying my orgasm—a small blessing given the timing we were aiming for.

We had a plan, after all: to keep this going until the exact moment Daniel burst into the room. The thought of him walking in on us, seeing me buried deep inside her, only added to the thrill. As Chloe rode me with a determined rhythm, I gripped her hips, grounding myself in the moment and savoring every second of her wild, uninhibited energy.

From this position, the next logical move was clear—doggy style. It hit me that in the two weekends we’d spent together so far, we hadn’t done it this way yet. That realization added a new layer of excitement as Chloe slid her knees off me and onto the bed, positioning herself with deliberate intent.

I pulled my legs free from beneath her, rising onto my hands and knees as I crawled toward the beautiful offering she’d presented in front of me. Her arched back and elevated hips framed her perfectly, every line of her body drawing me in. I grabbed the base of my cock, lining it up with her wet, eager pussy. But before giving her what we both wanted, I decided to take my time and tease her, going as slow as possible.

The payoff was immediate. The first benefit was purely visual—the hypnotic sight of my cock slowly disappearing into her pussy. Watching her body adjust to take all of me, inch by inch, was nothing short of mesmerizing, a kind of visual poetry that captured the beauty of pure, unfiltered intimacy. The second benefit was just as satisfying: from this angle, I was back in control.

I eased forward slowly, savoring every moment. Chloe caught on to my game quickly, her impatience bubbling to the surface as she began urging me on. “Come on, don’t tease,” she said breathlessly, her voice a mix of frustration and need. But I wasn’t about to rush this.

With excruciating slowness, I pushed deeper, inch by inch, feeling her walls tighten and pulse around me. Her pleas grew more urgent, but I held my pace, taking my time until, finally, she snapped. Chloe lunged back against me, her ass slamming into my hips as her head dipped low. “Oh god,” she gasped, her voice raw with pleasure.

I had planned to draw things out longer, to keep the pace controlled so she wouldn’t get too sore before Daniel’s upcoming session. But her body told me everything I needed to know—she wanted more, faster, harder. I obliged, gripping her hips and plunging into her with deep, deliberate strokes. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, the wet heat of her pussy gripping me as we picked up the pace.

As expected, she broke into her signature vocal chorus, the cries and moans spilling out of her in time with every thrust. In just a short time together, I had learned her rhythms, her tendencies, and it felt electric to push her to this point. Her legs began to tremble beneath her, struggling to hold her weight as I drove into her with relentless intensity.

Soon, she collapsed onto her stomach, her ass still raised just enough to keep me inside her. I took hold of her hips, pulling her slightly upward to maintain the angle, the curve of her body perfect for my grip. She was pliant beneath me, surrendering completely to the moment as I claimed her over and over again, her cries echoing like music in the room.

Chloe’s orgasm hit with her usual high-pitched, scream-like intensity, her body trembling beneath me. I slowed the relentless pace of my thrusts, letting her catch her breath, her gasps punctuated by soft whimpers as aftershocks rippled through her. When she seemed steady enough, I pulled out, her body still quivering as I flipped her onto her back.

Like last week, I grabbed a pillow and slid it under her generous ass, propping her hips at the perfect angle. The sight of her spread out before me, her skin flushed and glistening, made my pulse quicken all over again. I didn’t hesitate, driving my cock back into her in one smooth motion, earning a sharp cry of pleasure as her hands gripped the sheets.

I hammered into her with renewed intensity, and she responded immediately, bucking and squealing as her orgasm reignited. Her body arched off the bed, her moans climbing higher and louder, and the raw, uninhibited sound of her pleasure pushed me right to the edge.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a final, deep thrust, I buried myself inside her and let go, my cock pulsing as I filled her with stream after stream of my cum. The sensation was overwhelming, and I collapsed beside her, both of us breathing heavily in the aftermath.

As I turned my head to glance at the clock, I couldn’t help but grin. 7:54. We were six minutes early.

I rolled back toward Chloe, smirking. “We finished early. We need to practice.”

Her lips curled into a sly grin. “I’m all for that.”

Without missing a beat, she grabbed her phone from the nightstand, her fingers moving quickly across the screen. I watched her curiously until she set the phone back down, her expression smug.

“What was that about?” I asked.

She gave me a mischievous look. “I just sent Daniel a message. Told him the front door’s unlocked and to come find me.”

The thrill of anticipation shot through me, and I laughed. “Then I guess I’d better make sure the door’s actually unlocked.”

I grabbed a pair of shorts and an old T-shirt from the dresser and slipped them on as I walked down the hall to the front door. Unlocking it, I imagined Daniel’s reaction when he found Chloe exactly as she was now.

Returning to the bedroom, I found her still lying in the middle of the bed, her ass propped on the pillow, her glistening, messy pussy on full display. She was the picture of uninhibited sexuality, her relaxed smile only adding to the allure. Daniel was going to have one hell of a welcome.

I leaned down to kiss her softly, a quick but warm gesture. “Thanks for the great times,” I said with a grin.

Her smile deepened, playful yet sincere. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

I kissed her one more time before heading for the back porch. The last thing I wanted was to cross paths with Daniel as he made his way inside to find Chloe. Exactly at 8:00, like clockwork, I heard the unmistakable roar of his truck pulling into the driveway. The slam of his door followed, sharp and eager, and within seconds, he was inside.

Daniel wasn’t a man to waste time or get distracted, so I wasn’t surprised when his footsteps headed straight for my bedroom. I hoped he’d have the courtesy to close the door behind him before diving in, but it seemed he couldn’t wait. The faint creak of the bedroom door opening was followed almost immediately by muffled sounds of movement and voices. I shook my head with a wry smile and made my way to the kitchen to start breakfast.

As I cracked eggs and laid strips of bacon in the sizzling pan, I couldn’t help but hear the telltale sounds filtering through the house. The walls weren’t exactly soundproof, and Daniel’s energy was apparent in every thud, gasp, and muted groan that reached my ears. Chloe wasn’t holding back either. If she’d thought last weekend left her sore after handling two men, today’s session was going to leave an even more lasting impression.

The sound of bacon frying offered a bit of relief from the symphony of moans and cries coming from the bedroom, but not enough. Chloe’s high-pitched, unmistakable climax rang out, cutting through the sizzling grease like a siren. I didn’t need to see her to know exactly what she looked like in that moment—the way her mouth would open, her head would tilt back, her body trembling as waves of pleasure wracked her.

I forced myself to focus on the task in front of me, flipping the bacon and stirring the eggs with deliberate care. Breakfast was my responsibility now, and I wasn’t about to ruin it by getting caught up in what was happening just down the hall. But as the sounds from the bedroom grew louder, it was a challenge to keep my mind from wandering.

Daniel was certainly making his presence known, and from the sound of things, Chloe was enjoying every second of it. I couldn’t help but wonder how she’d feel later, when the excitement settled and the soreness set in. For now, though, the kitchen was my sanctuary, and breakfast was my sole focus—no matter how difficult it was to tune out the echoes of pleasure reverberating through the house.

After about twenty more minutes of muffled sounds from the bedroom, Daniel and Chloe finally emerged, their post-sex glow unmistakable. Chloe’s hair was tousled, her cheeks still flushed, and Daniel had a satisfied smirk that made it clear he was pleased with his morning. They both sat down at the kitchen table, and I wasted no time dishing out plates full of country breakfast goodness.

For a few minutes, we ate in silence. Unlike last week, though, the quiet wasn’t heavy or awkward. It wasn’t the kind of silence born from untangling complicated emotions or processing what had happened the night before. No, today’s silence was simple—it was about the food. The flavors of crispy bacon, buttery eggs, and golden-brown biscuits were enough to keep us all too preoccupied to talk.

When Daniel finished his last bite, he leaned back in his chair, rubbing his stomach like a man who’d just been thoroughly satisfied in more ways than one. He looked up at me, his tone casual, as if this was any ordinary morning between friends. “So,” he said, “what kind of computer help are you looking for?”

The question caught me off guard. He didn’t so much as mention the fact that I’d just spent the night with his wife, or the noises we all knew had echoed through the house. Instead, he dove straight into business, his composure almost unnervingly calm.

I hesitated for a second, then shrugged, deciding to roll with it. The shift in topic was a relief—I wasn’t sure I’d fully organized my thoughts about everything that had happened yet. “Chloe showed me some ads for bulls on that underground website,” I said, leaning forward slightly. “I think that’s something I’d be interested in.”

Daniel turned his gaze to Chloe, a mild glare flickering across his face. Then he looked back at me, his expression more serious than before. “Are you sure about this? That’s a pretty bold step. I didn’t think you’d ever be interested in something like that, especially after what Ellie did to you. I mean, let’s be real—this would make you the third guy. Just like the guy you caught her with.”

The comment hit me like a slap. I hadn’t expected him to draw that parallel, and it was clear he wasn’t thinking about the dynamics of what we were doing here. “Daniel,” I said, keeping my tone measured, “you know I’d never do to someone else what Ellie did to me. This isn’t about cheating or betrayal—it’s about consent. There are people like you and Chloe out there, people who want this kind of dynamic. What we’re doing isn’t about sneaking around or breaking trust. It’s about providing something they’re asking for.”

He didn’t respond immediately, but his expression darkened slightly. Then he surprised me. “So you’re not happy with what we’re doing?” he asked, his voice edged with frustration. “You’re not enjoying the sex with my wife?”

The shift in his tone caught me off guard, and I could sense the beginnings of anger. I leaned forward, trying to de-escalate. “Hold on, Daniel. This isn’t about you and Chloe. Of course I’m enjoying the sex with her. She’s incredible in bed, and a seriously beautiful woman. Hell, if it were up to me, I’d double the amount of time I spend with her. But I’m not going to, because this isn’t just about me and my dick. It’s about what works for you guys too. I know this is part of what excites you—sharing her, the idea of seeing her with someone else. But at the end of the day, she’s still your wife. She belongs with you more far more than she does with me.”

Daniel stared at me for a moment, the tension in the air thick enough to cut. Finally, he let out a breath and leaned back in his chair. “How many times have you fucked Chloe this week?” I asked, trying to redirect the conversation to something more grounded.

He paused, clearly caught off guard by the question. “I don’t know,” he admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. “Maybe six or eight times? Probably more than usual. I guess the excitement of knowing another guy was fucking her really got to me.”

“Exactly,” I said, leaning forward slightly, my voice steady but charged. “And while Chloe and I didn’t just do it once last night, the fact remains—my sex life is completely at your and her discretion right now.”

Daniel tilted his head, his brows furrowing slightly. He didn’t interrupt, but I could see the gears turning in his head.

“Whenever you decide to share her with me,” I continued, “that’s when I get sex. And don’t get me wrong—it’s incredible sex. Chloe is amazing. But the more I think about it, the more uncomfortable it makes me.”

Chloe shifted in her seat, her lips parting as if she might respond, but she stayed quiet. Daniel, however, didn’t flinch, his intense gaze fixed on me.

“I went six months, Daniel,” I said, my tone softer now, more vulnerable. “Six months without any kind of sexual contact after my divorce. Do you know what that does to a person? To feel like you’ve been cut off from something so... essential?” I let out a bitter laugh, running a hand through my hair. “I felt like a shadow of myself.”

Daniel’s expression softened, his shoulders relaxing slightly, but he still didn’t say a word.

“Then you came along,” I said, meeting his eyes directly. “You offered me something I never saw coming—your wife. You handed me an opportunity I didn’t know I needed. And suddenly, I was a sexually active man again.”

Chloe’s lips quirked into a small, almost shy smile. Her cheeks flushed slightly, but she didn’t look away. The air between us felt charged, like a current running just beneath the surface.

“That first time with Chloe,” I went on, “it was like waking up after months of being numb. It wasn’t just sex—it was a reminder of what I’d been missing, what I’d lost. It was like you handed me a piece of myself I thought was gone forever.”

Daniel finally spoke, his voice low and even. “So, what’s the problem?”

“But now that I’m active again,” I said, my voice firm but not unkind, “I need more. I need more than just sitting around, waiting for you to call me and tell me it’s time to fuck Chloe. Today, tonight, next week, or whenever—it’s not enough anymore. Once a week, once every two weeks... I don’t want to live like that.”

Daniel leaned back slightly, crossing his arms, while Chloe glanced at him with an unreadable expression. I pressed on, feeling the weight of my words but knowing they needed to be said.

“Both of you asked me to do this because you knew Chloe would feel safe with me,” I continued. “You knew I’d make sure it was a great experience for her—and for both of you. Why shouldn’t other couples who are exploring this lifestyle have that same safety and expertise? Why shouldn’t they feel just as secure as Chloe does with me?”

Chloe’s eyes flicked back to me, her brows knitting together slightly, but she didn’t interrupt.

“If I can give that to other people,” I said, my tone softening slightly, “while also getting some incredible experiences for myself, why wouldn’t I at least explore it?”

The room fell into a heavy silence. Daniel and Chloe exchanged a look, the kind of wordless communication that only couples with deep trust seem to have. I couldn’t tell exactly what they were thinking, but I knew the same question was on both their minds.

Finally, Chloe broke the silence. Her voice was steady, but there was an edge of vulnerability to it. “Does this mean you’re done with Daniel and me?”

Her words hit me harder than I’d expected, the subtle tremor in her voice revealing more than she probably intended. I opened my mouth to respond, but she continued before I could.

“To tell you the truth,” she said, her gaze flicking between me and Daniel, “I kind of thought what we were doing was a very long-term partnership. I think Daniel would agree.”

Daniel nodded slightly, his jaw tightening as he remained quiet. His usual confidence seemed subdued, replaced by a thoughtful, almost cautious demeanor.

I leaned back in my chair, running a hand over my face as I tried to organize my thoughts. The air between us was thick with unspoken emotions—hope, uncertainty, maybe even fear of what I might say next.

I looked at her, a small smile tugging at my lips. “Chloe, a man would have to be a complete fool to stop fucking you. Every time we get together, you blow my mind. I’m not looking to end this—far from it. I just want to add to it, maybe even take back some control over my own sex life. Are you going to be okay with me fucking other women? After all, this is supposed to be just non-relationship sex, isn’t it?”

Chloe sighed softly, her shoulders relaxing as she looked back at me. For a moment, she seemed to be choosing her words carefully. Then, she spoke, her voice calm but thoughtful. “You’re right,” she admitted. “I guess I was just enjoying the fact that I had two guys who were... exclusive to me. It’s been kind of a power trip, you know?” She gave a small, almost self-deprecating laugh. “But it would be unfair to expect you to just sit back and wait until we say you can have sex again. You deserve more than that.”

Her lips curved into a warm smile as she added, “Just promise me one thing—save some of your expertise for me. I have a feeling you’re going to be very successful in the bull business, and I don’t want to lose my founder’s stake.”

Her playful tone lightened the mood, and I couldn’t help but grin in return. “Don’t worry, Chloe,” I said, my voice full of sincerity. “You’ll always have a claim on me.”

Then I turned to both of them, my expression more serious. “This is where I need your help—both of you. You’ve been in this lifestyle longer than I have. Help me create the kind of ad that would catch your attention, something you wouldn’t be able to resist. What can I say that’ll show couples I’m not just any bull—I’m the one they’re looking for?”

Chloe’s eyes lit up, her playful demeanor replaced by something more focused. Daniel leaned forward, his arms resting on the table as his expression turned thoughtful.

“Alright,” Chloe said, her voice bright with enthusiasm. “Let’s do this.”

We spent the next hour brainstorming, tossing ideas back and forth. I was amazed at the insights they shared—details I’d never have considered on my own. They broke down everything from tone to key phrases, painting a picture of what couples in this lifestyle were really looking for. Chloe’s perspective as a hotwife was invaluable, while Daniel provided the husband’s viewpoint, offering a balance I hadn’t anticipated.

By the time we finished, I had a solid plan—a way to present myself that felt authentic and compelling. As I looked at them both, gratitude swelled in my chest. Without their help, I wouldn’t have had a clue where to start.

What we ended up with was a comprehensive set of guidelines to define how my services would be rendered. At the top of the list was my personal health and safety—something I had already assumed would be non-negotiable. Regular STD checks were a given, and I planned to keep an up-to-date certificate ready for any couple to inspect. But it was Daniel who suggested a reciprocal approach: requiring the wife to also provide proof of a clean bill of health. His reasoning was practical—it reduced my risk of contracting anything and created a natural buffer of time between the initial contact and the actual hookup. That buffer would give everyone a chance to step back if the mood changed or second thoughts crept in.

Chloe brought up the topic of condoms, her voice measured but thoughtful. Daniel chimed in almost immediately, sharing how much he enjoyed knowing there wasn’t a “clean-up job” waiting when it was his turn. I shook my head, suppressing a groan. I understood his excitement about sharing his wife, about giving her experiences he couldn’t provide, but the image of him diving in right after me was still unsettling.

Daniel’s preference for unprotected sex came with a complication—unwanted pregnancies. If a wife lied about being on birth control, the responsibility could fall squarely on me. The solution? A vasectomy. The suggestion landed like a punch in the gut. Knowing I was sterile would appeal to couples like Daniel and Chloe, particularly those who valued the idea of the husband “receiving a present” after the wife had been with me.

It was a tough pill to swallow. I was in my mid-30s with no wife or potential mother to my children on the horizon. Giving up the possibility of fatherhood wasn’t a decision I could make lightly. Still, I had to admit, if I was committing to this lifestyle, it made sense to go all in. The idea of a future reversal eased some of the sting—the procedure was becoming more successful with time—but it was still a lot to process.

Another critical point we discussed was avoiding involvement in cheating situations. Chloe had a simple solution: only communicate with the husband at first. If he was the one making the initial contact, it would significantly reduce the likelihood that the wife was secretly seeking an affair. It was a practical boundary that made sense for everyone.

We also revisited some of the rules I’d established with Daniel and Chloe. First, no oral sex unless the wife was completely free of pubic hair—a personal preference I wasn’t willing to compromise. Second, the couple could back out at any time, but only before the wife and I started fucking; once things began, we were in it until the end. Finally, while the husband could be present and watch, any physical contact with me was strictly off-limits. That was my hard line—the one rule that, if broken, would make me stop immediately and walk out without a second thought.

Toward the end of our discussion, Daniel offered to design the ad for me. He even suggested that during the next session with Chloe, he’d take some pictures to include, emphasizing the need to showcase both professionalism and appeal. With all the necessary plans in place, we wrapped up and said our goodbyes. As they left for their house, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Daniel and Chloe had a lot to discuss on the way home.

I knew this was something Daniel had wanted—a night where Chloe and I could explore without hesitation—but I suspected the reality of it had hit him harder than he’d expected. For me, it had been an exhilarating step toward something new. For them, it was likely a test of the boundaries they’d set for themselves.


Chapter 8

When Monday rolled around, I dove into the tasks I needed to get the bull business off the ground. The first step was calling my doctor to schedule a vasectomy. To my surprise, they had an opening on Thursday afternoon. As the doctor explained the procedure and the expected recovery time, I listened carefully, weighing the decision in my mind. The three days between now and Thursday gave me time to think it through and back out if I wanted to, but the more I considered it, the more certain I became that this was the right move.

Next, I called the county health clinic to set up an appointment for an STD check. They told me I could come in right away, so I showered, threw on my best jeans, and topped them off with a plaid flannel shirt. This wasn’t just about looking decent; it was about feeling confident as I stepped into this new phase of my life.

When the nurse called me back to the exam room, I couldn’t help but notice her as I followed her down the hall. She looked to be about 30, with fiery red hair pulled into a loose bun that still managed to frame her face with soft curls. Tattoos peeked out from beneath the short sleeves of her scrubs, hinting at vibrant designs that climbed her arms. Her curvy figure swayed as she walked, her wide hips and full, rounded bum perfectly accentuated by the snug fit of her scrub pants. It wasn’t just her looks, though—she carried herself with a confident, no-nonsense air that made it hard to look away.

By the time we reached the exam room, I was feeling a stir of arousal—not exactly the most convenient timing, but I couldn’t help myself.

“Have a seat on the table,” she said, her tone professional but warm. She moved efficiently, checking my temperature, heart rate, and blood pressure. The scent of her perfume was subtle but intoxicating, and the way her fingers brushed against me as she worked didn’t help matters.

Then came the moment of truth. “I’ll need you to lie back,” she said, glancing at me with clear, steady eyes. “For the exam, you’ll need to expose yourself, and I will need to touch you to check for any signs of infection. If you’d feel more comfortable, I can bring in a witness to ensure everything remains professional.”

I met her gaze, appreciating her directness. “I’m fine with just you,” I said with a small smile. “But if it’s protocol, bring someone in.”

She nodded and left the room, returning a moment later with a younger woman who looked barely out of her teens. The new arrival had a nervous smile and wide eyes that screamed inexperience. It struck me as a little unorthodox, but I decided to roll with it, curious to see how this played out.

The nurse instructed me to slide my jeans and underwear down to mid-thigh. I complied, and as soon as my cock sprang into view, both women reacted instinctively. The nurse inhaled sharply, her composure faltering for just a moment, while the younger woman let out a small, audible gasp. Even in its semi-hard state, I knew it made an impression.

Throughout the exam, the nurse remained focused, though her eyes lingered a little too long. Her hands were firm but careful as she swabbed and inspected, her fingers brushing against me with deliberate precision. The younger woman stood to the side, her gaze fixed, her cheeks flushed. The tension in the room was palpable, a strange mix of clinical detachment and barely concealed curiosity.

When the nurse finished, she cleared her throat, stepping back as if to regain her composure. “Everything looks good,” she said briskly. “We’ll send your samples to the lab, and you’ll hear back within a few days.”

When the nurse finished the exam, she had me pull my pants back up. The young assistant quickly exited the room, her cheeks still flushed, while the nurse waited until I was dressed to go over the next steps. “Your results should be ready in a few days,” she said, her tone more composed now. “We can either mail them to you or send them by email.”

“I’ll take the mail option,” I replied. I wasn’t in a hurry, and having the physical certificate verifying I was disease-free felt more tangible.

As I walked out of the clinic, I couldn’t help but notice the way the staff’s eyes followed me. The feeling was... satisfying. Maybe it was unprofessional on their part, but knowing I could still make an impression like that was a nice boost to my confidence.

By Thursday, I was back at the doctor’s office for the vasectomy. He explained the procedure thoroughly, telling me I’d be under a local anesthetic and awake throughout. “You’ll feel a pinch with the injection,” he said, “and after that, just some mild tugging sensations during the procedure. Post-op discomfort should be minimal—enough to keep you from heavy lifting but not much else.”

Apparently, I have a low pain tolerance, because “minimal discomfort” felt like an understatement. By the time I got home, Mr. Ice Bag and I became close companions for the rest of Thursday and most of Friday.

Chloe came over Friday evening to check on me, fully aware there wouldn’t be any sex that weekend. But she had a playful glint in her eye when she said, “Daniel told me to get whatever I could from you. And since your cock is out of commission, your tongue will have to do.”

With that, she dropped her pants, revealing her freshly groomed pussy and the fact she hadn’t bothered with panties. I wasn’t about to complain. Despite the ache in my groin, I eagerly showed her just how effective my tongue could be, bringing her to a quick, high-pitched orgasm that left her trembling. After making sure I was okay for the night, she scampered out the door, no doubt heading home to tell Daniel every detail.

The doctor had told me I could resume sexual activity as soon as I felt ready and that I’d need 15 to 20 ejaculations to flush out any remaining sperm. Chloe and Daniel wasted no time devising a schedule to make sure I hit that number within a couple of weeks.

Our first session after the procedure was cautious, Chloe taking things slow and easy as she rode me. There was some discomfort, but her tenderness and patience made it manageable. We lasted longer than expected before both of us peaked, and with each subsequent session, I felt more like myself again. By the time I returned to the doctor for a follow-up, I was clear—there were no swimmers left in my cum.

To celebrate, Daniel, Chloe, and I shared a torrid session on my bed. For the first time, all three of us participated simultaneously. I fucked Chloe doggy style while Daniel lay in front of her, receiving oral. He came first, groaning as Chloe swallowed his load, then moments later, I emptied myself into her pussy from behind. Still on all fours, Chloe crawled forward, positioning her dripping pussy over Daniel’s mouth, where he eagerly feasted on what I’d left behind. I shivered at the intensity of the moment and quietly slipped into the other room to catch my breath.

During that session, Daniel took some photos for my ad. Two were of me alone—one a profile shot of my cock, the other with my fingers wrapped around the base. He also captured two of Chloe and me together. In the first, she had her lips wrapped around my cock, taking about three inches. The second was a shot from behind while I fucked her missionary style, showing my cock fully buried in her pussy. We made sure no faces were visible in any of the pictures to protect our privacy.

Once Daniel finished designing the ad, I reviewed it carefully. By that point, I’d set up a "bull-only" email address with a secure provider and purchased a burner phone with prepaid minutes. Keeping my personal life separate from this new endeavor was non-negotiable.

When I gave Daniel the green light, he submitted the ad, and just like that, my career as a bull for hire officially began.

It didn’t take long for emails to start pouring in. Most of the early ones were garbage—prank messages from uptight people who couldn’t believe someone would advertise for something like this. The accusations ranged from me being a “homewrecker” to claims that no husband in his right mind would ever want to watch his wife with another man. I didn’t bother responding to those. My job wasn’t to educate people who didn’t understand this lifestyle, and I wasn’t about to waste my energy trying.

After about a week, an email landed in my inbox that felt different. This one looked serious. The message was from a husband, and the way he described what he and his wife were looking for could have been written by Daniel himself. Their fantasy mirrored exactly the kind of experiences Daniel and Chloe had described when they were first exploring this world.

The email introduced them as Lee and Leigh—a clear alias, but it showed they wanted to protect their anonymity for now, which I respected. Lee explained that they were both in their early forties and had been considering this step for a while. What caught my attention most was when he mentioned Leigh’s reaction to the ad. According to him, she really liked the pictures Daniel had included, and the fact that I had experience made them feel more confident about reaching out.

Intrigued, I called Daniel and Chloe to share the news. Since they were the ones who had pushed me into this new venture, I felt it was only right to involve them as I navigated my first serious inquiry. They came over immediately, and we sat together, reading and re-reading the email.

“This looks legit,” Daniel said, leaning back in his chair with a thoughtful expression. Chloe nodded, a small smile tugging at her lips. “They’re cautious, but they seem genuine.”

We decided to craft a response together. The email was short but confident. I introduced myself by my first name and reassured them that I had everything it took to satisfy both Lee and Leigh—especially Leigh. I expressed my interest in meeting to discuss things further and included my burner phone number, giving them the option to call or text. To streamline the process, I also attached a copy of my guidelines, outlining my expectations and boundaries. It was clear, concise, and professional.

Two days later, the call came.

It was evening, and I had the burner phone close by when it buzzed. The unknown number on the screen made my pulse quicken, but I waited until the third ring before answering, keeping my tone calm and confident.

“This is Chris,” I said, keeping my voice calm and steady, though my pulse quickened.

“Chris, this is Lee,” came the reply. His tone was measured but had a nervous edge, like someone stepping into unfamiliar territory. “We sent you an email earlier this week, and you responded. My wife and I were wondering if we could arrange a face-to-face meeting.”

My heart rate ticked up as excitement coursed through me. This was real—everything I’d planned was starting to take shape. “I’d like that,” I said evenly. “How about this Saturday?”

There was a pause on the line, and I could hear muffled voices as Lee spoke to someone in the background. Presumably, his wife. After a moment, he came back. “I think Saturday will work for us. Where should we meet?”

I’d prepared for this exact scenario long before the ad went live. “There’s a dinner club downtown called Murphy’s,” I said, picturing the cozy, upscale atmosphere of the place. “It’s right by the fountain. Let’s meet there at 7:00 p.m. When you arrive, tell the hostess your names and that you’re meeting me for dinner. She’ll bring you to my table.”

“Sounds good,” Lee said, but there was a slight hesitation before he added, “Are we just looking at dinner and an initial meeting, or... are you expecting this to go further?”

I appreciated his honesty. “That’s entirely up to you,” I replied. “I’ll set things up with the possibility of going further, but there’s no pressure. If dinner feels like enough for the first night, that’s perfectly fine. My goal is for both of you to feel completely confident and comfortable with whatever happens. We’ll take it step by step.”

Lee exhaled audibly, and I could almost hear the relief in his voice. “Thanks, Chris. We haven’t done this before, so there’s probably going to be a lot of questions as we go.”

That admission was important, and I filed it away. “Not a problem,” I said reassuringly. “Take all the time you need. This is about creating an experience that works for all of us.”

Before ending the call, I added, “One more thing—please send me a photo of the two of you so we’ll know who to look for on Saturday. I’ll send one back as well.”

Lee didn’t hesitate. “That sounds great. Thanks for understanding, Chris. We’ll see you on Saturday night at Murphy’s.”

“Looking forward to it,” I said before the line disconnected.

As I set the phone down, a sense of anticipation hummed through me. This was it—the first real step into my new role. I couldn’t help but feel a mix of excitement and curiosity about what Saturday would bring.

As soon as I hung up with Lee, I dialed Daniel and Chloe to let them know about the upcoming meeting. The line rang twice before Daniel answered, his voice slightly breathless.

“Hey, Chris,” he said, sounding distracted.

I picked up on something in his tone right away. “Everything okay over there?”

“Yeah, more than okay,” Daniel replied with a chuckle that turned into a low groan. “Chloe’s, uh... keeping me occupied.”

“Oh?” I asked, curiosity piqued. “What’s she up to?”

“She’s...” He let out another groan, his words catching as if he couldn’t quite focus. “We’re on the couch, and she’s got her head in my lap. Her mouth is—Jesus, Chris—she’s just incredible.”

I leaned back, grinning at his obvious pleasure. “Sounds like she’s been working on her technique.”

“You have no idea,” he said, his voice thick with arousal. “She’s leaning into it, using her tongue like she knows exactly what’s going to drive me crazy. Every time she pulls back, she swirls it around the tip and then looks up at me with those eyes of hers. And her hand—fuck—she’s stroking me at the same time, twisting just enough to make it impossible to hold back.”

I could hear the soft, wet sounds in the background, accompanied by Chloe’s muffled hums. Daniel groaned again, his breath hitching. “I’m not going to last much longer if she keeps this up.”

“Sounds like you’ve got your hands full,” I said, laughing.

“More like she’s got hers full,” Daniel muttered, his voice strained. “Hang on—she’s—”

Before he could finish, Chloe’s cheerful voice broke in. “Hi, Chris!” she said, bright and casual, as if she hadn’t just been in the middle of a very intimate moment.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Hey, Chloe. You sound... occupied.”

“I was,” she said with a playful lilt in her voice. “But I thought I’d better say hi before Daniel loses his mind completely.”

From the background, I heard Daniel groan in protest. “Chloe...”

“Relax,” she teased, clearly enjoying herself. “I’m just taking a little break to chat. Don’t worry, Chris, I’ll finish him off in a second.”

“You’ve certainly embraced your inner vixen, haven’t you?” I said, grinning.

“Guilty as charged,” she replied, her tone dripping with amusement. “Anyway, you two talk. I’ll just... multitask.”

There was a soft shuffle, and I could imagine her sitting back slightly, her hand wrapping around Daniel’s cock to continue where her mouth had left off. His breathing grew heavier, his groans deeper, as she worked him with expert precision. Within moments, I heard him grunt, his release unmistakable. Chloe’s satisfied laugh followed, her voice full of playful triumph.

“Sorry about that,” Daniel said after a moment, his voice hoarse and ragged. “She’s been... something else lately.”

“No need to apologize,” I said, amused. “Sounds like you’re both having a great time.”

“More than ever,” Daniel admitted, still catching his breath. “So, what’s up?”

I quickly filled them in on the details of Lee and Leigh’s email and the plan for Saturday night. Chloe chimed in occasionally, her tone light and teasing, clearly enjoying the afterglow of her little performance.

“Sounds like a great opportunity,” Daniel said once I finished. “And Chloe’s still coming over Friday night, right?”

“Of course,” I confirmed. “No reason to change plans.”

With that settled, I made the necessary arrangements for the weekend. I reserved a table at Murphy’s, as well as a room at a nearby hotel for after the meeting. As I secured the reservation with my credit card, I realized I needed to update my guidelines. Expenses like these shouldn’t come out of my pocket. Moving forward, the requesting couple would cover the cost of the room.

For now, though, I was focused on the weekend ahead. Between Friday night with Chloe and Saturday’s meeting with Lee and Leigh, it felt like my new career was truly taking off.

Chloe and I were on the sofa, tangled in our usual Friday night routine, but tonight, she was taking her time teasing me in a way that had me gripping the armrest to keep control. Her head rested in my lap, her warm mouth wrapped around my cock as her tongue worked me with slow, deliberate movements. Her hand stroked the base, twisting gently as she bobbed her head, her eyes flicking up to meet mine every so often, a playful glint shining in them.

“You’re really getting good at this,” I said, my voice thick with arousal.

Chloe pulled back just enough to smirk, her lips glistening as she gave the tip a quick flick with her tongue. “Good enough to make you forget about tomorrow?” she teased.

“Not quite,” I managed, though the tension building inside me was making it hard to focus on anything else.

With a little laugh, she leaned forward again, sliding me back into her mouth, taking me deeper this time. Her pace quickened slightly, her hand stroking in rhythm as she hummed softly, the vibrations making me groan. Just as I was about to lose myself completely, she pulled back with a pop, sitting up and grabbing the tablet that was open on the pictures section of Lee and Leigh profile.

“Hey!” I protested, breathless. “What’s the big idea?”

She grinned wickedly, her hand still stroking me, her thumb grazing over the tip in a way that made my hips twitch involuntarily. “Multitasking,” she said innocently. “I wanted to ask you about these two.”

My pulse was pounding, but I managed to focus on the picture she was holding up. Chloe studied it, her strokes on my cock slow and deliberate, as if she was enjoying keeping me right on the edge. “Are you sure you’re ready for this tomorrow night?” she asked, her voice more serious now. “This could be a life-changing experience, you know. Something you never imagined doing.”

I brushed my hand across her nipples, loving the way they hardened instantly under my touch. “You know,” I said, trying to steady my breathing, “I have you and Daniel to blame for this. If you hadn’t asked me to fuck you, I’d have never even known this lifestyle existed. But yeah, I think I’m ready. I’m actually kind of excited to see what happens.”

Chloe continued stroking me absentmindedly as she glanced back at the screen. “So, what do you think of Leigh? I know you can’t see much, but at least you have an idea of what she looks like.”

I took the picture from her, scanning over Leigh’s figure. “Well,” I said with a grin, “she’s got some of your curves on the bottom... and it looks like I’m finally going to have some tits to play with!”

Chloe gasped, swatting my shoulder playfully with her free hand. “Excuse me?” she said, feigning indignation. “You’re really going to say that while I’m sitting here naked?”

“Just calling it like I see it,” I teased, leaning back further into the couch. “I mean, you can’t blame me for pointing out the facts.”

“Facts, huh?” she said, arching an eyebrow. She gave me a deliberate squeeze, making me groan. “You love my tits, and you know it.”

“Never said I didn’t,” I replied, brushing a thumb over one nipple. “They’re perfect. Just small.”

She rolled her eyes, laughing softly. “Small but mighty. You better remember that.”

Before I could respond, her strokes became faster, more purposeful, and I felt myself teetering on the edge again. “Chloe...” I groaned, my body tensing.

She smiled wickedly, sliding back down without hesitation. Her mouth enveloped me, her tongue pressing against the underside of my cock as her head bobbed faster. The combination of her lips, tongue, and hand was too much, and within moments, I exploded, groaning loudly as I spilled into her mouth.

To my surprise, she didn’t pull back. Instead, she swallowed every drop, her throat working around me before she finally sat up, licking her lips with a smug smile. “See?” she said, her tone light and teasing. “Small but mighty.”

I let out a breathless laugh, shaking my head. “You’re something else.”

“You’re welcome,” she said with a grin, settling back into my arms as if nothing had happened. “Now, back to Lee and Leigh. You think you’re ready for this?”

After that, we fell into a quiet rhythm, talking through my plans for the next evening. Between Chloe’s playful confidence and her unrelenting support, I felt more ready than ever for what lay ahead.

Later that evening, after we’d both showered and cleaned up, Chloe stood naked across the room, her skin glowing in the soft light. Her nipples were rock-hard, practically begging for attention, and she seemed to know it. She stretched lazily, her hands running through her damp hair as she smirked at me.

“Come on, big boy,” she said, giving me a playful punch on the arm. “You know you like my breasts. And don’t even try to deny it—I’ve caught you staring more times than I can count.”

I laughed, leaning back on the bed. “What, you think you’re subtle about it? Those tight cotton tops you used to wear, the ones where your nipples would practically scream through the fabric... You were asking for it.”

She crossed the room toward me, her hips swaying as she moved, and stood in front of me with her hands on her hips, her grin widening. “Damn right I was,” she said. “And let me tell you something, Chris—long before we started fucking, I knew you were staring. Even when Ellie was still around.”

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “You knew all along? Teasing me like that is a mean trick... and thanks for doing it. I’ve loved your nipples for a long time.”

Chloe laughed, the sound light and musical, and gave me a wink. “Mean trick or not, you’re welcome. I loved making you squirm. It was fun seeing you try to act like you weren’t looking.”

I shook my head, smiling. “Alright, let me ask you something, then. Did you want to fuck me before we actually started doing it?”

Her smile softened as she leaned down to kiss me, her lips warm and lingering before she pulled back just enough to speak. “Truth? The answer is yes. But it’s not my fault.”

She climbed onto the bed and snuggled up against me, her bare skin pressing into mine as her hands roamed lazily over my chest. “Ellie loved to brag about you,” she continued, her voice low and intimate. “She told me all about how you fucked her, the things you’d do—especially with that big cock of yours. I mean, I love Daniel, and he’s a fantastic lover, but Ellie made you sound... unforgettable. She said you stretched her out, that not only were you big, but you knew exactly how to use it. I couldn’t help being a little jealous.”

Her hand trailed down my stomach, and she grinned as she felt my cock stirring beneath the sheets. “She had it all,” Chloe said, her tone growing thoughtful. “Bigger breasts than mine, a bigger cock to fuck... It seemed like she was living the dream. And then she threw it all away.” She shook her head. “I still can’t believe she did that, but you know what? I’m glad she did.”

Chloe climbed on top of me, her eyes locked on mine as her hand slipped beneath the sheets to find my growing cock. She held it firmly, guiding me to her slick entrance. As she sank down slowly, her warmth enveloping me, I cupped her face with one hand, meeting her gaze.

“Chloe,” I said, my voice steady but full of feeling, “I’m not just saying this because you’ve got my cock inside you right now. You are ten times the lover Ellie ever was. I’d take you any day, small tits and all. And if the women I meet through this bull service are even half as incredible as you are, I’ll be happy.”

Her face lit up with a huge smile, her eyes sparkling as she began to move, her hips rolling slowly against mine. “Thanks, Chris,” she said softly, her voice filled with genuine emotion. “I don’t think you could have ever said anything else to make me feel as special as I do right now.”

With that, she leaned down, pressing her lips to mine in a searing kiss. Her tongue darted into my mouth as her movements grew faster, her rhythm more insistent. Chloe fucked me the way only she could—uninhibited, passionate, and completely attuned to every reaction I gave her. The way she moved, the way her body tightened around me, sent me spiraling into bliss.

And as always, Chloe left me feeling like I was the only man in the world.


Chapter 9

Saturday had finally arrived. I came in from the barn earlier than usual, the anticipation of the evening already buzzing in the back of my mind. After a long, hot shower, I stood in front of the mirror, considering my options. Tonight wasn’t about trying to impress anyone by pretending to be someone I wasn’t. I decided to stick to my roots—if I was a farmer, I was going to dress like a farmer. A crisp pair of jeans, a button-up shirt, and clean boots would do the trick.

As I finished getting ready, Daniel and Chloe stopped by. They’d known this was a big night for me, and they wanted to wish me luck.

“You’re going to do great,” Chloe said, giving me a quick hug. “Leigh won’t know what hit her.”

Daniel grinned, clapping me on the shoulder. “Just remember to keep it simple. Let them take the lead, especially Lee. He’s the one you’ve got to win over.”

I nodded, appreciating their encouragement. “Thanks. I’ll fill you in tomorrow on how it goes.”

Before they left, I asked to borrow Chloe’s car. My work truck didn’t exactly scream discretion, and I didn’t want it sticking out like a sore thumb in the city. Chloe handed me the keys with a smile. “Take care of her,” she teased. “And I don’t just mean the car.”

I laughed and thanked them again as they left, feeling a little more grounded as I headed out.

The hour-long drive to the city passed quickly, the hum of the radio keeping me company as I thought about what the evening might hold. By 6:45, I was walking through the doors of Murphy’s Supper Club. The place had a warm, welcoming vibe—dim lighting, soft chatter, and the occasional clink of glasses. The DJ was playing country music, which suited me just fine. I hoped there’d be a chance to dance later. It would be a great way to break the ice with Leigh and give Lee the chance to see his wife up close with another man. Sometimes, the little moments were the most important.

I approached the hostess, giving her Lee and Leigh’s names and explaining that I had guests arriving shortly. She nodded and led me to a cozy corner booth, tucked away enough to offer some privacy for our conversation. Perfect.

As I slid into the booth, she asked if I’d like a drink. “Just an iced tea, please,” I said, giving her a polite smile. One of the rules I’d set for myself was no alcohol when meeting with clients. I wanted to stay sharp and professional, no matter how casual the setting might seem.

Now all I had to do was wait. The minutes ticked by, the sounds of the supper club filling the space around me. The anticipation was palpable, a mix of nerves and excitement as I thought about meeting Lee and Leigh in person for the first time.

This was it. My first real step into this new world.

Fortunately, I didn’t have to wait long. I stood up as the hostess approached, leading Lee and Leigh to the booth. Lee was striking—mid-40s, with sharp features and a confident air that immediately set him apart. His tailored jacket and crisp shirt hinted at success, and the easy smile on his face showed he wasn’t here begrudgingly. This was a man in control, someone who clearly adored his wife and was here because he wanted to be.

Leigh followed closely behind him, and when I saw her, the pictures didn’t do her justice. She was late 30s, her body an intoxicating mix of curves and softness. Her slightly chubby hips flared beautifully, leading to a big, firm ass that moved enticingly as she walked. She wasn’t thin, but she wasn’t overly heavy either—just the kind of natural, luscious figure that turned heads. Her ample breasts were even more impressive in person, straining against the neckline of her dress, their fullness undeniable and impossible to ignore. She exuded a kind of vibrant femininity that was magnetic, her warm smile and sparkling eyes adding to her allure.

I shook Lee’s hand, his grip firm and confident, and then turned to Leigh, who stepped forward with open arms. I hugged her, my arms wrapping around her soft, curvy frame. Her large, firm breasts pressed against me, and it was hard not to notice how incredible they felt.

“It’s great to finally meet you both,” I said as we pulled back. “I’m glad you could make it tonight.”

“Likewise,” Lee replied smoothly, his tone warm but self-assured. “Thanks for making the time to meet with us.”

Leigh smiled, her voice soft but inviting. “We’ve been looking forward to this.”

We slid into the booth, Leigh taking the seat between Lee and me. She smelled amazing, a subtle floral perfume that added to her charm. Once we were settled, the first order of business was exchanging STD test results. I handed over my certificate, and Lee did the same, ensuring we were all on the same page. It was quick, professional, and a clear sign of their seriousness.

The server arrived to take their drink orders, and as we waited for our meals, we fell into easy conversation. The atmosphere was relaxed but tinged with anticipation as we began to get to know each other better.

“So,” I said, leaning back slightly, “how did you two decide to explore this lifestyle? What brought you to this point?”

Lee glanced at Leigh, his smile widening slightly before he turned to me. “Honestly? It’s something I’ve thought about for a long time. It’s always been a fantasy of mine to know that Leigh has had sex with other guys—with my permission.”

Leigh blushed faintly but didn’t look away, her expression warm and supportive as Lee continued.

“I love my wife to death,” he said, his tone earnest but steady. “And this is one way I can show her that. Our marriage is strong enough that I don’t worry about losing her to someone else. But what greater love can a man show his wife than to let her experience as much pleasure as possible?”

"You mentioned this would be your first time?" I asked, leaning slightly forward to meet Lee’s gaze. "Have you thought about whether you'd want to watch, or would you rather not be in the room with us?"

Lee nodded, his expression thoughtful. "Yes, this is our first time. It’s taken a lot of conversations, a lot of reassurance, to get here. We’ve discussed whether I’d be present or not, and I think, for this first time, I’d prefer to be there. Not to hover or get in the way," he added quickly, glancing at Leigh, "but to make sure she feels completely safe. That’s the most important thing to me."

Leigh’s eyes softened as she looked at him, but she chimed in, her tone calm but resolute. "We haven’t made a final decision about that yet," she admitted. "I do want him to know that I’ll be well taken care of. If he feels confident about that during this first time with you, we might try something different next time. I want him to be comfortable too."

Her honesty was refreshing, and the dynamic between them was clear: they trusted each other deeply, but they were taking careful steps into this new experience.

As we talked, the atmosphere around us began to shift. The DJ had started playing music, and the hum of conversation gave way to the gentle rhythms of a slow country song. The dance floor was beginning to fill, couples swaying together under the warm lights.

I turned to Lee. "Would you mind if I danced with your wife?" I asked, keeping my tone light but respectful.

Lee’s lips curled into an easy smile. "Not at all. It would be an honor to watch you dance with her."

Leigh smiled at him, then slid out of the booth with me. As we walked toward the dance floor, I could feel the weight of Lee’s gaze—not with jealousy or apprehension, but with a quiet pride and anticipation.

The slow melody wrapped around us as Leigh and I stepped into each other’s arms. Her body fit perfectly against mine, her soft curves pressing into me as my hand settled on the small of her back. Her head rested just below my chin, and the faint scent of her perfume lingered in the air between us.

"You feel good," I murmured, my voice low enough for only her to hear.

Leigh tilted her head slightly, her eyes meeting mine with a spark of something playful. "You’re not so bad yourself," she teased, her lips curving into a smile.

We swayed together, moving in time with the music. Her big, firm breasts brushed against my chest with every subtle shift, and I couldn’t ignore how incredible it felt to have her this close. She was warm, responsive, and completely at ease in my arms.

I glanced toward the booth, catching Lee’s eye. He was watching intently, his expression calm but unreadable. It was clear he was studying every moment, every movement, as if making sure this step into their shared fantasy was exactly what they wanted.

“So, tell me, Leigh,” I began, my voice soft as we swayed together under the dim lights. “What’s going on in your mind right now?”

She hesitated, her brows knitting together as if weighing her thoughts. “Well,” she said finally, her tone quieter, “to tell you the truth, I’m nervous.”

Her admission hung between us for a moment. I loosened my hold slightly, giving her space to continue, and she glanced down before meeting my gaze again.

“We’ve been talking about this for a long time,” she continued, her voice steady but tinged with uncertainty. “But I don’t think anything could’ve really prepared me for tonight. It feels... big. Like it’s not just about this one moment, but something that could change things.”

Her cheeks flushed as she spoke, and I could see her vulnerability shining through. But then her lips curved into a small smile, softening the tension in her expression.

“I do know one thing, though,” she added, her tone warming. “I’m enjoying dancing with you.”

Her words, paired with the faint sparkle in her eyes, made me smile. “Thank you for saying that,” I replied gently, my hand pressing lightly against the curve of her lower back. “You feel great too. You’re a very beautiful woman, Leigh, and if we get to the point where you decide to go through with this tonight, I’ll be a lucky man.”

Her blush deepened, and before she could respond, I leaned down and kissed her softly, letting my lips linger just enough to make her feel my sincerity. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she smiled, her eyes locking onto mine for a beat longer.

I let the moment settle before I asked the question that had been on my mind. “Leigh,” I began carefully, “how’s your marriage? Are you in love enough to handle this?”

She looked at me, a flicker of surprise crossing her face at the directness of the question. I held her gaze, my tone gentle but firm. “Some people might see what you’re considering as having an affair. How did you and Lee come to this decision?”

Her body shifted slightly closer to mine, and I felt her grip on my shoulder tighten. “I love my husband deeply,” she said, her voice soft but sure. “I’ve always wanted to be faithful to him. I never imagined something like this would ever be part of our marriage.”

She paused, her lips pressing into a thin line. Her vulnerability was palpable, and I stayed silent, giving her the space to gather her thoughts. After a moment, she continued.

“When Lee first brought it up, I resisted. I didn’t understand why he’d want this. The idea scared me—made me question what I wasn’t giving him.”

She glanced down, her fingers grazing mine where they rested against her back. When she looked back up, there was a quiet strength in her eyes.

“But Lee is... different,” she said, a soft smile breaking through. “He’s confident. He’s so sure of himself and of us. He made me see that this wasn’t about him doubting me or our marriage.”

Her voice softened further, her words almost a whisper. “It’s about trust. He convinced me that seeing me experience pleasure—really letting go—would give him pleasure too.”

She exhaled slowly, her hand brushing lightly against my chest. “And now, I believe him. If anything, this might make our marriage stronger. At least, that’s how he sees it. And I trust him enough to try.”

Her honesty struck a chord, and for a moment, the room seemed to quiet around us. The song was winding down, and I leaned in again, cupping her cheek as I kissed her once more. This time, it wasn’t a fleeting gesture. My lips pressed against hers with deliberate intensity, and her lips parted slightly in response.

When the music ended, Leigh pulled back, her cheeks flushed, her breathing unsteady. She started to turn toward the table, but I caught her wrist gently, stopping her.

“Can you head to the bar for a few minutes?” I asked Leigh, my tone gentle but purposeful. “I’d like to have a quick word with Lee alone, if that’s okay.”

Leigh tilted her head, her expression curious but understanding. “Sure,” she said after a moment, offering me a soft smile. “I could use another drink anyway.”

She looked at Lee for reassurance, and he gave her a slight nod. With that, Leigh turned and walked toward the bar, her curvy hips swaying as she moved. Lee’s eyes followed her, a faint smile playing on his lips.

I slid into the booth next to him, leaning back as I settled in. “Lee,” I started, “your wife is an incredible woman. She’s a beautiful dancer and, I’ve got to say, a damn good kisser—so far, at least. Thank you for letting me dance with her.”

Lee let out a low chuckle, his confidence shining through. “It was my pleasure,” he said, his tone calm but deliberate. “Watching the two of you out there... I can’t lie, it was exciting. She looked good in your arms, and that kiss? Yeah, that was something to see.”

He paused, his expression softening slightly. “But what really got me was when she glanced over at me while you were dancing. It wasn’t much, just a quick smile, but it said everything. It told me she’s ready for this.”

I smiled at Lee, noting the way his posture relaxed slightly. It seemed like his nerves were starting to ease. “So,” I said, leaning in slightly, “it sounds like this is going to happen. Shall we make it happen tonight? And if so, would you like to be with us for the first time?”

Lee nodded slowly, a small but confident smile forming on his face. “We’re here, so let’s do this. I’ll check with her one more time, but yeah—I think I’d like to be there, at least for the first time. Would that be okay with you?”

“Absolutely,” I said, nodding firmly. “I promise you, Lee, I can fuck your wife with you watching. And if you want to touch her while we’re at it, that’s fine too. But just so we’re clear—if you touch me, the night’s over.”

Lee laughed, a deep, genuine laugh that broke the remaining tension. “Don’t worry,” he said, shaking his head, “that won’t happen.”

“Good,” I replied, standing up and smoothing my shirt. “I’m going to dance with your wife again, and then we’ll come back here and proceed from there.”

Lee gave me a small nod of approval, and I turned toward the bar to find Leigh. My steps faltered slightly when I saw her. She was standing near the counter, looking uncomfortable as she talked to a man who seemed entirely too persistent. His body language was aggressive—leaning in too close, ignoring her obvious attempts to politely disengage.

I walked up and tapped him on the shoulder, keeping my tone calm but firm. “Listen, friend,” I said, my voice steady, “my girl isn’t interested in dancing with you. I suggest you leave her alone before this gets ugly.”

The man turned to look at me, his eyes narrowing slightly. But when he took in my size, the look on his face shifted, and he took a step back. Without another word, he turned and disappeared into the crowd.

I turned to Leigh, who looked both relieved and amused. “Thank you for saving me, my prince charming,” she said, her voice light but tinged with genuine gratitude. She slipped her hand into mine as I led her toward the dance floor. “He was starting to get annoying.”

“Happy to be your knight in shining armor,” I said with a small grin. “But next time, I might need a sword to keep the riffraff away.”

Leigh laughed softly, her body leaning into mine as we found a spot on the floor. The music shifted to another slow country song, and she pressed herself close, her curves molding perfectly against me. I slid my hand to the small of her back, pulling her just a little closer.

As we swayed to the music, I felt my cock begin to respond to the closeness of Leigh’s body. The softness of her curves pressed against me, and I let my hips shift slightly, pressing myself closer to her. I wanted her to feel what she was doing to me, to know that my anticipation for what we were about to do was becoming unmistakable.

Leaning down, I whispered into her ear, my voice low and deliberate, “Can you feel that? Somebody’s ready for us to head to the hotel.”

Leigh let out a soft gasp, her hands tightening on my shoulders. She shifted her hips slightly, grinding herself against me just enough to draw a quiet groan from my throat.

“Oh god,” she murmured, her voice trembling with both nerves and excitement. “It feels... wonderful. I’m ready if you are.”

I smiled, brushing my lips lightly against the shell of her ear. “I’m ready too,” I replied. “But I spoke with Lee one more time. He’s asked to stay with us for the first time. Is that going to be okay for you?”

She pulled back slightly to meet my gaze, her expression thoughtful but calm. After a gentle sigh, she nodded. “Yes, of course. I know he wants to make sure this works well. Maybe if we get the chance to do this again, it can be just us next time.”

A faint blush crept up her cheeks as she caught her own words. She laughed softly, shaking her head. “Listen to me—I haven’t even done this once yet, and I’m already planning for a next time.”

I chuckled, leaning down to kiss her again, this time with a little more heat. Her lips parted willingly, and for a moment, the kiss deepened, the anticipation between us building like a slow, steady flame. When we pulled back, her breath was warm against my face, and her eyes sparkled with excitement.

Hand in hand, we made our way back to the table. As we approached, I noticed Lee watching us, his expression calm but unmistakably pleased. His smile widened as he caught sight of our kiss, and I took that as a clear sign that he was ready.

Leigh slid into the booth beside him, her body pressing close as she reached for his hand. The two of them exchanged a look, the kind of silent communication that only came from years of trust and connection. I sat across from them, watching as the moment unfolded.

“Are we ready to proceed?” I asked, my voice even, though the weight of the question was undeniable.

Lee and Leigh turned to each other again, their gazes locking. There was a flicker of hesitation in both their eyes, but it wasn’t doubt. It was the gravity of the moment, the culmination of all the conversations, fantasies, and what-ifs they had shared.

Neither of them wanted to be the first to speak, as if waiting for the other to give that final nudge of reassurance. The air around us felt charged, the tension thick but not uncomfortable. I could see that this was a decision they had already made, yet now, on the brink of taking that leap, the reality of it was hitting them.

I decided to make it easier on them, sensing the weight of their hesitation. “Okay,” I said, leaning forward slightly, “why don’t you two take a little more time to talk it over? I’ll head out and check into the hotel. You’ve got the address—when you’ve made your decision, text me. If your answer is yes, I’ll send you the room number.”

Leigh and Lee exchanged a look, and I smiled, hoping to reassure them. “Let me just say this—you two are an amazing couple, and Leigh, you are a stunning woman. You’ve been talking about this for a long time, and everything is set up perfectly. If you’re ever going to take this step, tonight is the night.”

They both nodded, and I stood, offering them one last encouraging smile before making my way to the parking lot. As I slid into Chloe’s car and put it in reverse, my burner phone buzzed. I glanced at the screen, and sure enough, it was a text from Lee and Leigh.

We’ve decided. We’ll be there.

I grinned, texting back quickly: Give me ten minutes before you leave the club. I’ll send you the room number shortly.

Excitement buzzed through me as I drove to the hotel, the reality of what was about to happen sinking in. This was the moment they’d been preparing for, and I was ready to help make it unforgettable.

When I arrived, check-in was quick and seamless. I texted the room number to Lee and Leigh as soon as I had it, then made my way upstairs. The room was standard but clean, with a king-sized bed that would be perfect for the night ahead. I stashed my overnight bag in the closet, straightened the bedspread, and took a moment to collect my thoughts.

The knock on the door came sooner than expected, a soft but deliberate sound that sent a jolt of anticipation through me. I opened it to find Leigh and Lee standing there, hand in hand. Leigh’s cheeks were faintly flushed, her eyes sparkling with a mix of nerves and excitement. Lee stood tall beside her, his expression calm but determined, a quiet confidence radiating from him.

I could sense their nervousness as they stepped into the room. Leigh’s hand was still firmly clasped in Lee’s, her fingers curling around his as if seeking reassurance. Lee’s calm exterior seemed to falter slightly now that they were here, the weight of the moment settling over them. I closed the door softly behind us and followed them in.

The room was a standard hotel setup—neutral tones, a king-sized bed in the center, a pair of upholstered chairs to one side, and a desk with an office chair tucked neatly under it. Lee and Leigh instinctively moved toward the chairs, sitting close together, their hands still intertwined. I chose the end of the bed, leaning forward slightly as I sat, my tone steady and reassuring.

“Okay,” I began, offering them a small smile, “let’s take a breath and try to relax. There’s no rush, and we’re only going to do this if everyone feels good about it.”

They both nodded, though their postures remained tense. Leigh adjusted the hem of her dress nervously, while Lee’s thumb rubbed small circles over the back of her hand.

“Let’s look at why we’re here,” I continued, keeping my voice calm and even. “Lee, I’ll start with you. Do you still want to watch your wife have sex with another man?”

Lee met my gaze directly, his expression steady despite the faint flicker of nervous energy in his eyes. After a moment, he nodded. “Yes,” he said simply, his voice firm.

“Good,” I said, giving him an approving nod before turning my attention to Leigh. “And Leigh—how about you? Do you still want to go through with this? Do you want to have sex with another man?”

She hesitated for just a heartbeat, her lips parting slightly before a soft smile spread across her face. “Yes,” she said, her voice carrying a note of quiet confidence. “I’m ready.”

I smiled back at them, letting the moment settle before speaking. “Well,” I said, my voice warm but laced with anticipation, “I want to have sex with you, Leigh. So, it looks like all three of us are about to get our wishes granted.”

Leigh’s cheeks flushed slightly, her lips curving into a shy smile. Lee’s steady gaze flicked between us, his confidence bolstered by the quiet excitement that was building in the room.

“Lee,” I continued, gesturing to the chair closest to the head of the bed, “why don’t you sit over there? You’ll have the best view of everything that happens.”

Lee nodded, his movements deliberate as he rose from his chair and took the seat I indicated. Leigh watched him, her hands brushing against her sides nervously as he settled in. When he was ready, I turned my attention fully to her.

“And Leigh,” I said, my voice softening, “if you’re ready, come stand here in front of me.”

She hesitated for only a moment, then stepped toward me, her hips swaying slightly as she moved past Lee. I didn’t miss the way his eyes followed her, lingering on the curves of her body as she approached me. When she reached the end of the bed, I stood to meet her, pulling her into an easy embrace.

My arms wrapped around her, holding her close enough that she could feel my calm, steady presence. I leaned down, my lips brushing her ear as I whispered, “Relax, Leigh. Lee wouldn’t have let you come here if he didn’t want this. He wants to see you with another man, to watch you experience pleasure in a way you both dreamed about.”

Her breath hitched slightly, and I held her tighter, my voice low and deliberate as I continued. “Since this is what he wants, show him how much you love him for letting it happen. I want you to enjoy this as much as he does. You’re a very sexy woman, Leigh, and I can hardly wait to fuck you.”

She let out a soft, shaky exhale, her arms tightening around me. I could feel the subtle shift in her body, the way her nervous tension gave way to something more confident. Over my shoulder, I sensed her eyes locking with Lee’s, an unspoken exchange of trust and excitement passing between them.

After a moment, I released the hug and sat back down on the edge of the bed, watching as she stood before me.

“Leigh,” I said, my voice steady but warm, “why don’t you take off your clothes and show me that beautiful body?”

Leigh smiled again, a flicker of nerves still lingering in her expression, but it was accompanied by growing confidence. She began unbuttoning her blouse, her fingers moving with deliberate slowness. As the first button came undone, she glanced up at Lee, their eyes meeting for a brief moment. It was a silent exchange, one that spoke of trust and reassurance. Then, her gaze returned to me, a small, teasing smile playing on her lips.

With each button she opened, more of the lace of her bra came into view, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she had bought it specifically for this night. It was intricate and feminine, the kind of lingerie meant to be admired. When the final button came undone, she paused, her hands gripping the fabric lightly before she slowly opened her blouse, revealing more of her body. The teasing motion of her hands drew my attention, and she held my gaze as she slid the blouse off her shoulders and pulled her arms free from the sleeves. With a flick of her wrist, she tossed it onto the desk behind her.

Next, she leaned down to remove her shoes, kicking them to the side with a casual grace. Her movements were fluid, her growing ease with the situation making her even more alluring. She straightened, then turned her back to me, her hands reaching up to point at the zipper at the top of her denim skirt. She looked over her shoulder, her eyes locking with mine as if inviting me into the moment.

I obliged, leaning forward and sliding the zipper down slowly, savoring the feel of the fabric giving way under my fingers. Leigh turned back to face me, a playful light in her eyes, and let the skirt fall from her generous hips. It slid down in a smooth motion, pooling at her feet. As she bent to retrieve it, her lace-covered ass came into full view, round and firm, the curves accentuated by the delicate fabric. The sight was nothing short of breathtaking.

She straightened and placed the skirt on the desk with her blouse before turning her attention back to me. I motioned for her to come closer, and she stepped forward, her movements purposeful yet tinged with vulnerability.

When she was right in front of me, I reached out, my hands sliding around to cup the soft globes of her ass. My palms kneaded her flesh gently, the sensation sending a spark of heat through me. At the same time, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to her belly, just above the waistband of her lace panties. Her skin was warm and smooth, and the slight hitch in her breath told me she was beginning to lose herself in the moment.

As I kneaded the firm yet fleshy curves of her ass, I couldn’t help but notice how her body reminded me of Chloe’s—similar in shape, but with a touch more softness. Leigh wasn’t in perfect shape, but she was stunning in her own way, her natural curves radiating a sensuality that was impossible to ignore.

I felt my cock stirring, responding to the intimacy of the moment and the anticipation of what was to come. This was exactly what Lee and Leigh had envisioned, and I was ready to make it everything they had hoped for.

Leigh stepped back slightly, her hands moving behind her to unhook her bra. Her fingers fumbled just a little, betraying a hint of nervousness, but when the clasp came undone, she slid the straps down her shoulders and let the garment fall away. For the first time, her breasts were fully on display, and the sight left me momentarily breathless.

They were impressive—round and full, larger than Chloe’s but just shy of Ellie’s D-cup size. The natural softness of her body gave them a slight sag, but it was nothing less than alluring, especially for a woman in her late 30s. What struck me most were her areolas: large, dark, and rich in contrast against her creamy skin. They framed her firm, protruding nipples, giving her breasts an exotic and unique appeal.

The sight sent a jolt of heat through me. I was already imagining how her nipples would feel between my teeth, wondering if she’d gasp or moan as I bit down gently to test their sensitivity.

Leigh must have sensed my admiration, because a small, confident smile spread across her lips. She turned her back to me, her hands slipping down to the waistband of her panties. She slid them over her hips, moving slowly, teasingly, as if she wanted to give me every opportunity to admire her curves. When the lace dipped below her ass, I was treated to the full splendor of her backside.

Her ass was exquisite—round, firm, and framed perfectly by the way her body carried her curves. As she bent to slide her panties past her knees, the motion made her cheeks lift slightly, and I couldn’t help but think about how perfectly they were shaped for a good, sharp spank. I wasn’t typically into spanking, but in that moment, I had to admit the thought was tempting.

When her panties finally reached the floor, she spread her legs just enough to pick them up, and I caught my first full glimpse of her pussy. It was clean-shaven, the smoothness highlighting the natural fullness of her labia. Her lips were swollen, glistening faintly in the dim light, and slightly parted, revealing the excitement she was trying to contain—or perhaps couldn’t hide. Whether her labia always looked that inviting or if this was purely her arousal on display, I wasn’t sure, but I couldn’t wait to find out.

Leigh straightened and turned to face me again, her body fully revealed. There was a light flush spreading across her chest and neck, her breathing slightly faster now. She looked at me with a mix of vulnerability and boldness, a blend that made her all the more captivating.

I motioned for her to come closer, and as she stepped toward me, I reached out to grab her hips. My hands settled firmly on her soft curves, and with a gentle pull, I brought her body flush against mine. Her gasp was sharp and unexpected, her breath catching as I let one hand glide between her thighs.

My fingers brushed along her engorged lips, parting them just enough to feel the slick heat pooling there. She was drenched, her arousal undeniable as my fingers traced through her wetness. I spread her juices deliberately, making sure her clit wasn’t neglected. Her hips jerked slightly at the contact, a soft moan escaping her lips as she clung to my shoulders for balance.

Without hesitation, I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to tease the swollen bud of her clit. Her reaction was immediate—her hands flew to the back of my head, tangling in my hair as she pulled me closer. The subtle taste of her arousal was intoxicating, and I pressed my tongue deeper, swirling and pulsing against her sensitive center.

Leigh moaned louder now, her voice thick with pleasure. I could feel the tension in her body, the way her thighs trembled slightly as I worked her over. My hands gripped her hips firmly, keeping her steady as my tongue moved faster, coaxing every reaction I could from her.

I glanced up briefly, wishing I could see her expression—or better yet, if she was looking at Lee. Was she locking eyes with him as she lost herself in the attention I was giving her? Was she silently sharing this moment with him, letting him know how much she was enjoying it?

Her body arched slightly, her hips pressing forward against my mouth as she chased the pleasure building inside her. I doubled down, my tongue flicking and circling with precision, and her moans grew more desperate, her grip on my hair tightening.

As I continued sucking on Leigh’s swollen clit, I slid two fingers deep into her drenched pussy. Her heat surrounded them instantly, and the slickness of her arousal made it easy to thrust them in and out. Her body jerked slightly at the intrusion, her hips pressing forward as if seeking even more.

She leaned in closer, her hands gripping my shoulders for balance, her breaths coming in short, ragged gasps. Her entire body seemed to tremble with anticipation. Feeling just how wet she was, I decided to take things a step further. Withdrawing my fingers briefly, I used her slickness to coat the puckered rim of her asshole, my thumb tracing small, teasing circles as I listened to her breathing hitch.

Leigh’s head fell back, her moans growing louder. I could see the tension building in her body as she surrendered to the sensation, her nerves melting into pure desire. I wanted to see just how far I could push her. Sliding my middle finger back into her pussy, I let my index finger gently press against her tightest hole. The resistance was unmistakable, but I eased forward, careful and deliberate.

When the tip slipped past her entrance, she let out a sharp gasp, followed by her first swear word of the night: “Oh, shit.” Her voice was breathy, laced with surprise and pleasure, and it sent a surge of excitement through me. I hoped it wouldn’t be the last time she let herself be completely uninhibited.

Maintaining the rhythm, I alternated between thrusting my fingers in her pussy and gradually working my index finger deeper into her ass. Her reaction was immediate—she began grinding her hips back against me, her body instinctively chasing the dual sensations. Her moans turned to needy whimpers as I added tiny nibbles to her clit, sucking it harder while my fingers plunged deeper into her.

She was moving now, thrusting against my face with abandon. It must have looked to Lee like she was fucking my mouth, the way her hips bucked and rolled in time with my movements. The thought of him watching, of him seeing his wife completely lose herself, only heightened the intensity of the moment.

Leigh’s upper body began to collapse forward, draping over my head as her legs shook uncontrollably. Her panting grew heavier, her body straining as if she was reaching the edge of something massive. I maintained my pace, fingers and tongue working together to push her closer and closer.

Finally, she tensed all at once, her back arching as she screamed, “I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’M CUMMING!” Her voice echoed through the room, her cries raw and unrestrained as her orgasm tore through her. Her body began to tremble violently, her thighs squeezing around my head as waves of pleasure consumed her.

As her release peaked, I withdrew my fingers from her pussy and ass, gripping her hips tightly to steady her. Her legs were shaking so badly that she couldn’t stand any longer. She lunged forward, and I caught her, guiding her gently down onto the bed. She collapsed face down, her chest heaving against the mattress as she fought to catch her breath.

Her legs dangled over the edge of the bed, still spread wide, leaving her slick, glistening pussy exposed. Unable to resist, I placed my palm against her sensitive folds, massaging her gently as she came down from the high. Her body twitched with aftershocks, her moans now soft and breathy.

Lee’s chair creaked faintly as he shifted, his sharp intake of breath breaking the silence. Leigh’s head turned slightly, her eyes fluttering open to look at him. Even in her dazed state, the connection between them was palpable—a silent exchange of love and trust passing between them.

As her breathing slowed, I leaned down and kissed the curve of her ass, my hand still lightly stroking her. Leigh’s body relaxed further under my touch, her trembling easing as her orgasm finally subsided.

She was an incredibly hot woman. As Leigh lay sprawled across the bed, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath, I took a moment to admire her. The flush across her cheeks and chest only enhanced her beauty, her body still glowing from the intensity of her release. I glanced over at Lee, who was sitting in the chair near the head of the bed, his expression a mix of disbelief and awe. He looked like a man who couldn’t quite process what he’d just witnessed.

Wanting to break the ice, I said with a grin, “I think she enjoyed that.”

Lee blinked, snapping out of his daze. His mouth twitched into a smile as he nodded. “I think she did,” he said, his voice tinged with surprise. “I’ve never seen her cum like that before.”

I chuckled, leaning back slightly against the edge of the bed. “Well, if she came like that once,” I replied, “I bet she can do it again.”

Leigh stirred then, slowly sitting up and brushing her hair out of her face. She glanced over at Lee, her expression a mix of post-orgasmic haze and curiosity. When she turned her eyes to me, she froze for a moment, taking in the twin grins plastered across both our faces. It didn’t take long for her to realize what we were thinking about—the unrestrained cries she’d let out as she climaxed.

Her cheeks flushed a deeper red, though I couldn’t tell if it was lingering from the orgasm or if she was embarrassed about the sheer volume of her moans. Either way, it only made her look even sexier, her vulnerability adding to her already magnetic allure.

“You okay there?” I teased, my tone light but playful.

She laughed softly, shaking her head. “I’m fine,” she murmured, though the faint blush on her face didn’t fade.

I stood up then, gesturing for Leigh to move to the edge of the bed. “Come here,” I said, my voice dropping just enough to add a hint of command. “Sit on the edge in front of me. I think it’s time for you to see what’s about to fuck you.”

Leigh hesitated only for a moment before sliding forward, her legs hanging off the edge as she perched on the mattress. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, her anticipation clear in the way her chest rose and fell. Lee shifted in his chair, leaning forward slightly as if he didn’t want to miss a single detail of what was about to happen.

I locked eyes with Leigh, her gaze filled with a mix of anticipation and excitement. Keeping my tone steady but deliberate, I said, “It’s time for you to get fucked, darling. But first, take off my clothes. Go easy—there’s no need to rush.”

She smiled softly, her hands reaching up to the hem of my shirt. She hesitated for just a moment, as if savoring the beginning of this new step, before starting to unbutton it. Beginning at the bottom, her fingers moved deliberately, each button undone revealing a bit more of my chest. Her touch was careful, almost reverent, and as her confidence grew, so did her smile.

When she reached the last two buttons, Leigh had to stand, her movements slow and sensual. The flush in her cheeks deepened as her fingers brushed against my skin while she worked, her breathing a little uneven. Once the shirt was unbuttoned, she tugged the fabric over my shoulders, slipping each sleeve off one arm at a time. The shirt fell away, and without a second thought, she tossed it to the opposite side of the room, near where her shoes lay by Lee’s chair.

Lee watched silently, his eyes sharp and focused, but there was no mistaking the pride and excitement in his expression. The connection between them was still there, unbroken even as Leigh and I moved forward.

I leaned down, balancing on the edge of the bed to remove my boots and socks. Cowboy boots weren’t exactly the easiest thing to get off gracefully, and I didn’t want to saddle Leigh with that particular task. I chuckled softly as I worked the boots off and quickly followed with the socks, tossing them aside. No need to risk ruining the mood with the scent of a long day on the farm.

Leigh’s gaze never left me as I straightened, her smile widening as she reached for the button on my jeans. Her fingers fumbled slightly at first, but then she gained her rhythm, unfastening the button and tugging the zipper down in one smooth motion.

She knelt slightly, her hands gripping the waistband of my jeans as she began to slide them down. The fabric fell easily, pooling at my ankles. I stepped out of them, giving her a moment to take in the sight before I kicked the jeans aside, sending them to join my shirt.

The only thing separating Leigh and me now was the thin layer of my gray cotton briefs. The outline of my cock was unmistakable, pressing against the fabric as it strained toward full hardness. Leigh’s eyes were drawn to it, her gaze lingering as if taking in every detail.

I reached down, gently guiding her right hand to rest against the bulge. Her palm hesitated for a moment before she began to stroke, her fingers spreading slightly as they moved over the thick outline. The sensation sent a surge of heat through me, and I felt myself grow to full length beneath her touch.

Then, without hesitation, Leigh leaned forward and pressed a delicate kiss to the head of my cock, still shielded by the thin cotton. The unexpected gesture sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I couldn’t help but grin as she looked up, her eyes sparkling with playful mischief.

“Okay, Leigh,” I said with a low chuckle, “here we go.”

Taking that as her cue, she gripped the waistband of my briefs with both hands. Unlike Chloe’s slow, teasing approach, Leigh opted for decisiveness. She yanked them down in one swift motion, and suddenly I was standing naked before her.

Her reaction was immediate, her breath catching slightly as her eyes fixed on my cock. She didn’t speak, but her expression said everything—equal parts awe and curiosity. She reached out tentatively, wrapping her fingers around the shaft with surprising confidence. Her touch was warm and deliberate, and she began exploring me, moving her hand slowly up and down, testing the weight and girth.

Leigh’s attention was focused completely on me now, her earlier nerves replaced by fascination. From her seat on the edge of the bed, she used both hands to explore, one hand sliding over the shaft while the other gently cupped my balls. Her movements were almost analytical, as though she were studying me, tilting my cock from side to side and even leaning down to examine it from underneath.

The look on her face was captivating—part reverence, part disbelief. I couldn’t tell if it was the size that held her attention, the sheer fact that she was about to be fucked by someone other than her husband, or some combination of the two. Whatever it was, the intensity of her focus sent a wave of heat through me.

Leigh’s grip tightened slightly as she continued her exploration, her fingers trailing over the veins that lined my shaft. The way she handled me felt both deliberate and almost... devout, as though she were paying homage. It was a look I’d seen before, but somehow, coming from her, it felt different—more significant.

When I couldn’t wait any longer, I placed my hands gently on her shoulders, coaxing her to stand. She rose to her feet, her body pressing close to mine, her breasts brushing against my chest as I pulled her in.

I tilted her chin up and kissed her, my lips moving firmly but softly against hers. She let out a soft gasp as I ground my cock against her belly, the heat of my arousal pressing into her skin. The intimacy of the moment sent a shiver through her, and I deepened the kiss, my tongue brushing lightly against hers.

As I pulled back slightly, I made my cock twitch, letting it tap gently against her stomach. She caught her breath at the unexpected sensation, a small laugh escaping her lips as she looked up at me with wide, eager eyes.

Her reaction fueled the growing tension between us, and I knew that the moment we’d all been waiting for was just seconds away.

I leaned in close, my lips brushing against her ear as I whispered, “Are you ready to fuck?”

Leigh shivered slightly at the sound of my voice, her breath hitching. She nodded lightly, her lips parting as if to speak but choosing not to. Her eyes met mine, the nervous anticipation in them now replaced by a flicker of excitement.

“How do you want to do this?” I asked softly, giving her the space to guide the moment.

She hesitated, her cheeks flushing as she glanced down briefly. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “We hardly ever do anything other than... on my back.”

I pulled back just enough to see her fully, my hands brushing gently along her sides. “Then let’s start that way,” I said, my tone warm and reassuring. “But by the end of the night, I think we’ll explore a few other options. And since Lee’s watching, he can learn what really makes you feel good.”

Her lips curved into a small smile, her cheeks still tinged with pink. “I like the sound of that,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

With that, she turned toward the bed, crawling up onto it gracefully. She settled onto her back, her body framed beautifully by the soft hotel bedding. I tried hard not to glance over at Lee, focusing instead on Leigh, but I couldn’t miss the way her eyes flicked toward him. It was a subtle moment, but it reminded me of the first time Chloe had done the same, sneaking a look at Daniel before lowering herself onto my cock.

Leigh’s hands moved to her thighs, spreading her legs wide and pulling her knees up, fully exposing her shaved pussy. The sight was breathtaking, and the quiet confidence in her movement made the moment all the more enticing. It was an invitation I was more than happy to accept.

I climbed onto the bed, moving between her legs and positioning myself above her. My hands rested on either side of her hips as I leaned down, capturing her lips in a soft, lingering kiss. Her breath was warm against mine, her body relaxing as she sank deeper into the moment.

Breaking the kiss, I began a slow, deliberate journey down her body, trailing soft kisses along her skin. I started at her neck, savoring the way she tilted her head slightly to give me more access. My lips traveled down her collarbone, then lower, following the curve of her sternum as I worked my way toward her chest.

When I reached her breasts, I paused, taking a moment to admire their fullness before leaning in. My lips closed around one nipple, sucking gently before letting my teeth graze it lightly. Leigh gasped softly, her back arching just enough to press her chest closer to me. I moved to the other nipple, giving it the same attention, biting and sucking until her soft moans filled the air.

Satisfied for now, I resumed my journey, my kisses trailing down her midline. When I reached her navel, I paused, twirling my tongue playfully around it. The unexpected sensation made her giggle, her body shifting slightly beneath me.

“You’re ticklish,” I teased, grinning up at her.

“Maybe a little,” she admitted, her smile lighting up her face.

When I reached her mound, I pressed a lingering kiss against it, inhaling the faint, musky scent of her arousal. Leigh’s body trembled beneath me, her breathing quick and shallow as anticipation built between us. With deliberate slowness, I moved back up her body, positioning myself over her once more.

Reaching underneath, I grasped my cock, feeling the heat radiating from her soaked pussy. I slid the head through her wet folds, letting the slickness coat me as I teased her entrance. Her hips shifted slightly, an unspoken plea for me to enter her, but I took my time, savoring the moment.

Our eyes met as I began to ease inside her. At first, there was resistance, her body gripping tightly around the head of my cock. The tension showed in the way her face pinched, her lips parting as a faint grimace crossed her features. I paused, stroking her thigh softly to reassure her, before applying a bit more pressure.

Finally, the head slipped past her entrance, and Leigh gasped sharply, her whole body jolting at the intrusion. The sound was intoxicating, a mix of surprise and pleasure that sent a surge of heat through me.

I started moving slowly, working back and forth in shallow strokes to let her adjust. At first, she lay completely still, her body tense beneath mine as if she was concentrating on the sensation. I leaned down, brushing my lips against her ear as I whispered, “This might be easier if you move with me. When I thrust in, lift your hips a little. Then drop them when I pull out.”

Her gaze flicked up to meet mine, uncertainty flickering in her eyes. I realized she might not have been used to moving much during sex, her experience perhaps limited to simply being taken. It wasn’t ideal for me, but I reminded myself that this was her first time with someone new, and there was bound to be a learning curve.

Gradually, she began to pick up the rhythm, her hips lifting tentatively to meet my thrusts. The added motion allowed me to slide in a little deeper with each stroke, and I could feel her body starting to relax, her walls loosening to accommodate me. Her breathing quickened, her fingers curling against my shoulders as she adjusted to my size.

When I finally sank all the way into her, she let out a soft cry, her head tipping back against the pillow. “Oh my god!” she gasped, her voice trembling as she turned to look at Lee.

It was as if that moment—taking all of me—had unlocked something inside her. Leigh’s hesitation melted away, replaced by a newfound confidence as she began moving in earnest. Her hips met mine with growing enthusiasm, her moans becoming louder and more frequent as we found our rhythm together.

Her body responded beautifully, her movements fluid and eager now. The sound of her pleasure, the wetness of her arousal, and the way her pussy gripped me with each thrust drove me closer to the edge. But I wasn’t ready for this to end yet.

“Do you want to change positions?” I asked, my voice husky.

“Yes,” she panted, nodding quickly.

I withdrew from her slowly, her pussy clinging to me as I pulled back. Sitting up, I gestured for her to move as I lay back on the bed, positioning myself in the center. “Your turn,” I said, motioning her over. “Climb on top and guide me back in.”

Leigh didn’t hesitate. She crawled over me, her thighs straddling my hips as she reached down to grasp my cock. Her hand was steady as she positioned me at her entrance, and with a single, smooth motion, she sank down onto me, taking me back inside her.

A sharp gasp escaped her lips, her hands bracing against my chest as she adjusted to the new angle. I placed my hands on her hips, guiding her gently at first, but she quickly took control. Rising and falling with deliberate intensity, she began to ride me with an eagerness that made my head spin.

“While you’re on top, you’ve got to provide the motion,” I said with a grin. “You’re in charge now.”

She took my words to heart, her pace increasing as her movements became more confident. Her breasts bounced beautifully with each plunge, and I couldn’t resist reaching up to grab them. My fingers dug into the soft flesh, squeezing firmly as I massaged her, my thumbs brushing over her hard nipples.

Her reaction was immediate—a high-pitched squeal burst from her lips, her head tilting back as her hips slammed down harder. I couldn’t tell if it was from the way I was playing with her tits or from the pleasure she was chasing on my cock, but in that moment, it didn’t matter. Leigh was fully immersed in the experience, her body moving with reckless abandon as if she wanted to etch this moment into her memory forever.

Lee’s chair creaked slightly, a reminder of his presence, and I wondered what he thought as he watched his wife transform before his eyes. This wasn’t just sex for Leigh—this was her awakening.

Leigh threw her head back, her moans becoming louder and more erratic as she rode me. For a moment, I thought she might be about to cum, but I wasn’t ready to let her finish just yet. I wanted to draw this out, to let her fully explore everything she’d been holding back.

“Turn around,” I said firmly, gripping her hips to steady her. “Face away from me.”

Her eyes opened briefly, her cheeks flushed and her breath ragged as she nodded. Without hesitation, she lifted herself off of me, her body trembling slightly as she maneuvered around. Once she was positioned in reverse cowgirl, she lowered herself back onto my cock, taking me in inch by inch.

The change in angle elicited an immediate reaction. Leigh let out a sharp cry, followed by a string of high-pitched shrieks as she began to move again. Her hands found balance on my thighs as she worked her hips, her movements frantic and unrestrained. It was as if this new position had ignited something inside her that she didn’t know was there.

Her ass bounced beautifully with each thrust, the way her body moved making it hard to resist grabbing her and taking control. But I held back, letting her set the pace. For now, I wanted to watch. The sounds she was making, the way her body writhed, and the sheer energy she poured into the act were mesmerizing.

I glanced over at Lee, and his expression said it all—an open-mouth stare of disbelief and awe. He hadn’t touched himself, his hands gripping the armrests of the chair so tightly his knuckles were white. I imagined the mix of emotions running through his head: excitement, pride, and perhaps a touch of jealousy as he watched his wife lose herself with another man.

But something about his posture made me pause. He looked uncomfortable, almost restrained, and it struck me that he might need a nudge to fully immerse himself in this moment. Remembering that I’d told him he could participate if he wanted, I caught his attention.

“Lee,” I said, my voice steady but inviting. “Go over there. Grab her breasts. Kiss her.”

Lee blinked, momentarily startled, as if unsure he’d heard me right. I gestured toward Leigh to make it clear. “She’s your wife,” I added, a slight grin on my lips. “Go show her you’re here.”

He stood slowly, his movements cautious but deliberate. I wasn’t sure why I’d decided to involve him—maybe it was the look of yearning on his face, or the idea that this wasn’t just about Leigh exploring herself but also about their connection as a couple. Whatever the reason, it felt right.

Leigh must have had her eyes closed, completely lost in the sensations, because when Lee grabbed her nipples, her reaction was instant and explosive. She let out a loud shout, her entire body jerking with a powerful lunge into Lee’s arms. The sudden movement nearly caused me to slip out of her, and I had to brace myself to stay inside.

Her ass cheeks jiggled beautifully as her orgasm tore through her, her body trembling uncontrollably. She clung to Lee, kissing him with an intensity that suggested she hadn’t kissed him like this in months—or maybe even years. Her hands gripped his shoulders as though he were her anchor, her moans muffled against his lips as her release continued to ripple through her.

As I watched the two of them, something clicked. While I still didn’t fully understand this particular wife-sharing kink, it was impossible to miss the love and connection these two shared. This wasn’t just about sex—it was about trust, about pushing boundaries together and finding new ways to connect. In that moment, I could see how this experience was deepening their bond.

The only problem was, I still hadn’t had my turn to cum. Leigh, flushed and breathless, broke her kiss with Lee and leaned back slightly. “FUCK,” she exclaimed, her voice ragged but full of exhilaration. “That was amazing!”

She kissed him again, softer this time, then sat back fully, settling down onto my still-hard cock. The movement made her gasp, as if she had momentarily forgotten I was still inside her. I couldn’t resist teasing her a little, giving a couple of shallow thrusts that made her giggle—a light, almost childlike sound that stood in stark contrast to the raw, sexual energy of the moment.

Looking up at Lee, I grinned and said, “Time for you to sit back down, my man. But if you want to, feel free to take your pants off while we finish this.”

Lee hesitated for a moment, glancing between us as if weighing the offer. Then, with a small nod, he moved back to his chair. As he sat down, he unfastened his belt and slid his pants down, revealing his hard cock. It was undeniably smaller than mine—not just in length, but in girth as well. It was an average size, the kind of cock you wouldn’t think twice about in a locker room. But it was also standing proud, clearly hard as a rock, and I had to give him credit for that.

Leigh glanced over her shoulder at Lee, her eyes flicking down briefly before meeting his gaze. Her lips curved into a playful smile, and for a moment, I wondered if she was comparing us in her mind. Whatever her thoughts, she didn’t voice them. Instead, she leaned back against me, grinding her hips slightly as she adjusted to take me even deeper.

Lee, meanwhile, wrapped his hand around his cock, stroking himself slowly as he watched us. There was something vulnerable yet confident about him in that moment—a man completely aware of his physical limitations but still owning his place in this dynamic. I couldn’t help but respect him for that. It took a lot of courage to sit there and not only watch another man fuck his wife but also actively enjoy it.

I locked eyes with Leigh and gave her my next instruction, my voice low but firm. “Off of me. Get up on the bed on your hands and knees, facing Lee so you can see him for this last part.”

She nodded without hesitation, her cheeks still flushed and her breathing heavy. She climbed off me, her body glistening with a light sheen of sweat, and positioned herself as I’d directed. Her knees sank into the mattress, her hands pressing into the bedding as she faced her husband. The way her ass arched in front of me, her thighs slightly spread, was almost too tempting.

I moved in behind her, gripping her hips as I lined myself up with her soaked entrance. She’d already cum twice, and I could feel how slick and inviting her pussy was as I slowly pushed inside her from behind. The tight heat surrounded me inch by inch, and it wasn’t long before I was fully seated inside her.

Leigh let out a low moan, her head tilting forward slightly, and her eyes locked onto Lee’s. For a few moments, I set a slow, deliberate rhythm, sliding in and out of her with measured precision. My hands roamed over the soft curves of her hips, and I was pleased to see her reach one hand underneath herself to rub her clit. Her fingers moved in lazy circles at first, but as I picked up the pace, her movements grew more purposeful.

“I want you to cum one more time,” I said, my voice deep and commanding. “Let’s make this one unforgettable.”

Her body seemed to respond instinctively to my words, her hips pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. The tempo between us gradually increased, the wet sounds of our connection filling the room alongside her increasingly desperate moans. Her breathing grew ragged, matching the rhythm of my cock slamming into her, hitting the deepest parts of her with each stroke.

Lee was completely transfixed, his eyes fixed on his wife’s face. I could see the mix of emotions playing across his features—desire, admiration, and perhaps even a touch of jealousy. Leigh’s gaze flicked to him repeatedly, her lips parting as though she wanted to say something, but all that came out were soft cries and moans.

I leaned forward slightly, my chest brushing against her back as I reached down to her ass. Gathering some of the excess juices her body was producing, I smeared them over her tight, puckered hole. My index finger began to circle it teasingly, applying just enough pressure to test her boundaries.

Leigh let out a surprised gasp, her hips jerking slightly at the unexpected touch. “Relax,” I murmured, my tone soothing but firm. “Let me make you feel even better.”

Gradually, I pressed harder, my finger slipping just inside the tight ring of muscle. Leigh groaned, her body tensing briefly before relaxing again. I continued thrusting into her pussy, my cock creating a delicious friction that seemed to amplify every sensation. As I pushed my finger deeper, she let out a soft whimper, the sound halfway between pleasure and disbelief.

When I finally got two knuckles deep, I paused, feeling the thin membrane separating her pussy and ass. With each thrust, I could feel the pressure of my cock through the wall, and I pressed against it with my finger, increasing the intensity of the sensation for both of us. The combination made her pussy feel tighter, the added friction driving me closer to the edge.

Leigh’s cries grew louder, her voice raw and unrestrained. Her hips bucked wildly, her hand working furiously on her clit as she lost herself in the overwhelming pleasure. I tightened my grip on her hips, pounding into her harder now, determined to push her into one final, crashing orgasm.

Behind her, Lee’s breathing was heavy, his hand stroking himself as he watched his wife come undone. The sight of his average-sized cock in his hand was a stark contrast to what she was taking inside her now, but there was no doubt he was just as caught up in the moment as she was.

Leigh’s body began to tremble, her cries turning into incoherent gasps as her walls tightened around me. I could feel her orgasm building, the way her entire body seemed to coil like a spring about to snap.

“Lee,” I said, glancing at him briefly, “watch her closely. This is what it looks like when your wife gets exactly what she needs.”

With those words, I thrust harder, my finger pressing firmly inside her ass as her entire body shook violently. Leigh screamed, her voice echoing through the room as her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave.

Her pussy clenched tightly around me, the sensation almost enough to send me over the edge. I pulled my finger free and gripped her hips, holding her steady as she rode out the aftershocks. Leigh collapsed forward slightly, her head resting on her arms as her body continued to tremble.

I wasn’t finished yet, but for now, I let her catch her breath, her body still quivering as I stayed buried deep inside her.

It didn’t take long for the rumblings of my own orgasm to begin. The steady build of heat and tension in my body became undeniable, and I knew I was getting close. At that moment, I didn’t care if Leigh was going to cum again or not—my body demanded release, and I was going to take it.

My urgency translated into a faster, harder rhythm. Each thrust sent her ass cheeks rippling, and I couldn’t help but marvel at the sight. The way her body responded to me, her flesh jiggling with every powerful collision of my thighs against her ass, was mesmerizing. Without thinking, I reached down with my free hand and delivered a hard spank to her right cheek.

The sound of my palm connecting with her flesh echoed through the room, and her reaction was immediate. “Oh shit, oh shit, OH SHIT!” Leigh cried, her voice climbing in pitch with each word. Her body jerked forward slightly, her pussy clenching tightly around me as I spanked her left cheek with equal force.

The combination of sensations seemed to push her over the edge. As I continued to pound her pussy with my cock, fuck her ass with my finger, and redden her ass cheeks with my hand, she let out a guttural scream. Her third orgasm hit her hard, her entire body convulsing as she threw her head back and cried out in ecstasy.

About ten seconds later, I reached my breaking point. With a low growl, I pulled my finger out of her ass and gripped both of her hips tightly. My first shot of cum erupted deep inside her, and I pulled her hard against me, grinding into her as the pleasure surged through my body.

As the next few bursts followed, I couldn’t resist backing out slightly and driving into her again, each thrust accompanied by a powerful pulse of release. Leigh’s arms gave out entirely, her upper body collapsing onto the mattress. Her head rested against the bedding, her cries now muffled as her body shuddered with the aftershocks of her orgasm. The new angle changed the way my cock hit her, and she let out one final shriek as I buried myself deep one last time.

When the last spasm of pleasure ran through me, I slowed my movements, savoring the lingering sensations. Leigh’s body relaxed beneath me, her breathing ragged and uneven as she lay motionless. She knew I was finished, and with a soft sigh, she collapsed fully onto the bed, rolling onto her side. Her legs trembled slightly, her body clearly spent.

I looked up just in time to see Lee rise from his chair. His expression was a mix of satisfaction and pride, and his hand—now glistening with his own cum—told me he’d found his release while watching us. To my surprise, he walked over to Leigh and leaned down, his cum-covered hand reaching out to her.

Lee gently rubbed his hand over Leigh’s breasts, spreading his seed across her skin as if applying a luxurious cream. Leigh’s eyes fluttered open, and when she realized it was him, a tired but contented smile spread across her face. She reached up and placed her hand over his, their fingers intertwining briefly as they shared an intimate, unspoken connection.

It was a strangely tender moment, the two of them finding their own kind of closeness in the aftermath of what had just transpired. While it wasn’t as visceral or thrilling as my orgasm, it was clear that it meant something to them.

As I sat back to catch my breath, I couldn’t help but admire the dynamic between them. They were a couple who had just pushed boundaries, explored something new, and emerged stronger on the other side. It wasn’t the kind of love I’d ever expected to witness in this scenario, but it was undeniably real.

Eventually, Leigh and Lee got up from the bed, moving slowly as if they were still processing what had just unfolded. Lee grabbed an overnight bag they had brought with them, and together they headed to the bathroom. Leigh shot me a small smile over her shoulder before disappearing through the door.

I couldn’t be sure if she wanted more or not, but when I saw Lee reaching into the bag for his own lube, it was clear the night was over. Moments later, I heard the water running in the shower. For all I knew, Lee might have been reclaiming her in there, though I imagined he would have to take it easy on her after what we had just done. She was bound to be stretched and sore, especially after the intensity of those last few orgasms.

As they showered, I took the opportunity to clean up. I slipped on my underwear and the gym-style shorts I had packed for just this reason, knowing I’d want to feel comfortable once things wound down. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I let myself reflect on the night.

This was my second time as a bull with a married woman, but the first with someone who had been a complete stranger just days ago. It had been different from my experiences with Chloe in every way. With Chloe, there was always a hint of emotion—a sense of familiarity and trust that added another layer to our connection. But with Leigh, there had been no emotional strings attached, just the thrill of a new encounter.

Still, it felt good knowing that Leigh had cum at least three times, maybe even four. Like any professional in their trade, I wanted my “customer” to leave satisfied. Tonight had been business, but that didn’t mean I didn’t take pride in giving her an unforgettable experience.

About fifteen minutes later, the bathroom door opened, and Lee and Leigh stepped out. Lee was dressed in the same clothes he had arrived in, while Leigh wore a simple t-shirt—obviously without a bra—and a pair of sweatpants. Her hair was damp, and her cheeks still carried a soft flush. They were both smiling, which I took as a good sign.

Not wanting the end of the evening to turn awkward, I decided to take charge. Standing up, I looked directly at Leigh and said, “I hope you had as great a time as I did. You are a beautiful woman and an incredible lover. If you ever want to do this again, just let me know. It would be an honor and a pleasure to spend another evening with you.”

Leigh’s cheeks turned a deeper shade of pink, and she glanced at Lee before replying. “We’ll talk about it,” she said, her tone warm and sincere. “But if we do decide to do this again, you’ll be the one we call. You were a great lover and a perfect gentleman. I imagine there are plenty of women out there who would love to find someone like you.”

Her words brought a genuine smile to my face. “Thank you,” I said. “That means a lot.”

With that, they said their goodbyes and stepped out the door, leaving me alone in the quiet of the hotel room.

Before heading to the shower, I checked the sheets on the bed to make sure there weren’t too many wet spots. Satisfied that it wasn’t a total disaster, I grabbed a fresh towel and hopped into the shower, letting the warm water wash away the sweat and lingering heat of the night.

When I was finished, I climbed into bed, my body pleasantly tired but my mind still racing. As I laid my head on the pillow, I couldn’t help but smile. It had been a great night—a resounding success for my first encounter as a bull with strangers.

And as my eyes drifted closed, one thought stood out above all the rest: I could hardly wait to do it again.


Chapter 10

It always took me a few moments to get my bearings when I woke up in a room that wasn’t my own. The unfamiliar stillness, the absence of the usual sounds from the farm—it threw me off every time.

I blinked a few times, my eyes adjusting to the darkness as I tried to piece together where I was. The faint outlines of the hotel furniture slowly came into focus, and I reached instinctively for my phone on the nightstand. A quick tap of the screen revealed it was just after 6:00 a.m. Normally, I’d have already been awake for at least half an hour, starting the day’s chores. But today wasn’t going to be a normal day.

In fact, I had hoped to sleep much later, relishing the rare luxury of a quiet morning in a hotel room without the relentless demands of the farm pulling me from my bed. Still, the habit of early mornings was hard to shake, and once I was awake, there was no turning back.

With my phone in hand, I swiped through to check my messages. There was only one, sent the night before at around 8:00 p.m. It was from Daniel and Chloe.

The message was brief: Wishing you luck tonight. Have fun, but not TOO much fun. Don’t want you forgetting about the fun here!

I couldn’t help but smile as I read it. While it was signed as being from both of them, I had no doubt Chloe had been the one to type it out. I could practically hear the mischievous lilt in her voice as she wrote the last part, the subtle blend of playfulness and possessiveness that only she could manage.

I pictured her giggling as she hit send, her sly grin lighting up her face as she imagined me reading it. The thought brought a warmth to my chest, a small reminder of the unique bond we shared. Chloe always had a way of leaving her mark, even when she wasn’t in the room.

I crawled out of bed, my bare feet hitting the cool carpet as I stretched the sleep from my limbs. The faint light of dawn was beginning to creep through the edges of the curtains, painting the room in soft, muted hues. Making my way to the bathroom, I relieved myself, the routine act grounding me as my mind began to wander back to the events of the night before.

Standing at the sink, I splashed cold water on my face, letting the shock of it jolt me fully awake. I gripped the edge of the counter and stared at my reflection in the mirror. The man looking back at me seemed the same, yet different. Last night had been my first experience as a bull with complete strangers—people I hadn’t met until the evening had been arranged.

Lee and Leigh had found my ad on an underground city sex site, one that catered to the desires most people kept hidden. Their fantasy was simple: Lee wanted to watch his wife Leigh have sex with another man. They’d chosen me to fulfill that fantasy, and I had provided that service. Reflecting on it now, I realized how much trust they had placed in me—trust that I had done my best to honor.

Leigh was only the second woman I’d been with since my marriage to Ellie had imploded several months ago. Her betrayal had gutted me, leaving scars that still hadn’t fully healed. But since then, my life had taken turns I never could have predicted.

The first step in this unexpected journey had been Daniel’s confession. One night, over a few beers, he had admitted that he harbored a long-standing fantasy of sharing his wife Chloe with another man. To my utter shock, I was the man they had chosen to bring that fantasy to life. At first, I’d been hesitant, unsure if I could ever see Chloe—a woman I had always considered a good friend—in that light.

Chloe had always been beautiful, with her petite frame, small breasts, and impossibly sexy nipples. But I had never allowed my thoughts to stray toward imagining her as a sexual partner. That changed the moment she stood before me, vulnerable yet eager, ready to explore something new. From the very first touch, the chemistry between us had been undeniable.

Ellie had been good in bed, no question about it. But Chloe... Chloe was on another level entirely. She brought a fire and enthusiasm to sex that I hadn’t even realized I’d been missing. She was uninhibited, passionate, and completely attuned to my needs. Every time we were together, she left me feeling more alive than I had in years. If I were being honest with myself, she had set a new standard—one that I wasn’t sure any other woman could ever reach.

From that first experience with Daniel and Chloe, I had been introduced to the cuckold lifestyle—a concept I’d never imagined myself being a part of. They’d opened my eyes to a world where couples like them found fulfillment and excitement in sharing their most intimate moments with a trusted third party. It was Chloe who had first shown me the possibility that other couples might be in similar situations, seeking the same dynamic she and Daniel enjoyed.

I still remembered the moment vividly: Chloe perched in my office chair, her legs wrapped around me as we fucked, casually scrolling through ads that other bulls had placed. She had been so nonchalant about it, like browsing a catalog, and yet there was something electrifying about the way she’d presented it. Her confidence, her openness—it was intoxicating. Together, they had helped me craft my own ad, guiding me through what kind of boundaries and guidelines I wanted to set.

We published the ad, and within a week, Lee and Leigh had reached out. That simple message had led to last night’s encounter, one that had already left a lasting impression.

As I got dressed in the soft morning light, I reflected again on the events of the night before. It had been a step into unfamiliar territory, but one that felt oddly natural. I couldn’t help but feel that things had gone well. Leigh had seemed more than satisfied, her body responding to me in ways that were impossible to fake. And while I still struggled to fully grasp the need to share your wife with another man, I had caught glimpses of something deeper between them—moments where their love for each other shone through, even as I was fucking her.

Lee’s perspective was harder to read. I wasn’t sure if it was something he would openly express, or if this was simply part of the dynamic they had agreed upon. But I knew one thing: if their goal was to connect in a new way while giving Leigh an experience she’d never forget, then it seemed they had succeeded.

Before I checked out of the hotel, I decided to send them a quick text from my business phone.

Good morning, Lee and Leigh. I wanted to thank you again for last night. I had a fantastic time, and I hope you both did too. If you’re ever interested in doing this again, you know where to find me.

It was short and professional, but I felt it conveyed what I wanted to say. They’d made the first move in contacting me, so I knew the ball was in their court if they wanted to continue.

After returning my card key to the front desk, I stepped outside into the crisp morning air. The city was already coming to life around me, cars humming along the streets and people bustling to start their day. I located Chloe’s car in the parking lot and climbed in, the familiarity of it a welcome comfort after a night of new experiences.

As I started the drive home, my thoughts wandered. Last night had been a success, but it was just the beginning. The ad was still live, and I had no doubt other couples would be reaching out soon. Each new encounter would bring its own challenges, its own dynamics to navigate. But I was ready to embrace it.

The road stretched out ahead of me, and with it, the promise of more to come.

******

Slowly but steadily, the bull business began to pick up. At first, I wasn’t sure why. Was it word of mouth? Couples discreetly passing my name along in this underground community? Or were people simply watching, waiting to see how long my ad stayed up before deciding I was legitimate? Whatever the reason, the requests started coming in. Emails and texts began to fill my inbox, and the phone calls to set up arrangements grew more frequent.

Initially, I was amazed—not just by the volume, but by the sheer diversity of people interested in this lifestyle. There was a rush of exhilaration in realizing how many couples in the city harbored this particular kink. It wasn’t long before that rush turned into a flood of possibilities, the excitement threatening to spill over into something unmanageable. I had to rein it in, setting boundaries for myself to avoid overextending.

After a couple of months, I found my rhythm. Saturdays became my primary client nights, and I added another session midweek to balance things out. I made a point to keep Fridays open for Chloe—our time together was too important to me to sacrifice entirely. That said, Chloe was remarkably flexible. If I needed to reschedule for a client, she understood, as long as I didn’t leave her out completely. It was just another testament to the unique connection we shared.

As my number of clients grew, I began to realize something else: keeping track of everyone, every encounter, was harder than I anticipated. Each couple, each woman, came with their own preferences, their own quirks, and their own desires. At first, I could remember the details without issue. But as the weeks turned into months and the number of experiences increased, it became clear I needed a system.

That’s when I started keeping a diary. I told myself it was purely practical—like “game notes” for a coach reviewing past matches. After each new encounter, I’d jot down key details: what the couple liked, specific requests they’d made, or little things that seemed to light them up during our time together. My intention wasn’t just to keep track but to ensure that if a couple booked me again, I could make their next experience even better.

I’ll admit, at first it felt a little vain, like I was treating these intimate moments as part of a business portfolio. But it quickly became clear how useful it was. By reviewing my notes, I could bring a personal touch to repeat engagements—recreating moments that had resonated with them or refining what hadn’t quite worked the first time. For them, it felt thoughtful, even romantic, as though I remembered every detail because they had left an impression on me.

What they didn’t know was that I had help. My cheat sheets—perhaps not the most flattering term—were my secret weapon. They allowed me to recall those little details that made each encounter special. A particular touch, a phrase whispered at the right moment, or a favorite position could transform the experience from good to unforgettable.

One thing I quickly discovered in this line of work was that women were women. It didn’t matter much what size, shape, age, or skin color they were—or any of the other categories we often use to group people. Each one brought her own unique presence to the experience, and in the end, their shared desires and pleasures had far more in common than any superficial differences.

Before I got into the bull business, my experiences had been exclusively with white women—not out of prejudice, but simply because of circumstance. Growing up in a small farming community, there just weren’t many women of color around. My opportunities had been shaped by the demographics of my hometown, and I hadn’t thought much about it until my first call for a woman of color.

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous. Not because I doubted my ability, but because it was new territory for me, and I wasn’t sure what to expect. As it turned out, there was no reason to be anxious. The session was incredible—her energy was unmatched, and her enthusiasm made it easy to connect with her. If I had been blindfolded, I wouldn’t have known her skin was any different from anyone else’s. She was simply a passionate, vibrant woman who knew what she wanted.

Her husband watched us intently, seated nearby and stroking himself as we fucked. He was fully engaged, encouraging her with words and gestures, clearly thrilled to see his beautiful caramel-skinned wife enjoying herself. It also shattered another stereotype I hadn’t realized I’d internalized. He didn’t have some massive, intimidating cock that required two hands to handle. He was just a regular guy, average in every way, and yet his confidence and joy in the experience spoke volumes.

That session taught me a lot about my own assumptions—ones I hadn’t even realized I held. It was a reminder that people’s desires and dynamics couldn’t be boiled down to clichés or preconceived notions.

While I say size didn’t matter much, there were exceptions. One woman, in particular, stood out—not because of her height or weight, but because she was the smallest woman I’d ever been with. Her petite frame and delicate proportions weren’t the only reasons she became my favorite client, but they certainly played a part.

The contact came through a familiar process: an email from a man named Steve. He preferred to communicate via email initially, which was common, so we exchanged messages for a couple of days. During our conversations, Steve shared details about their marriage, and I got a glimpse into the unique dynamics of their relationship.

Steve explained that his wife, Angela, had cheated on him a couple of times during their marriage. The first time had almost destroyed them—it was a painful betrayal that tested their bond to the breaking point. But over time, Steve found himself reevaluating his feelings about her infidelity. The idea of his wife being with another man began to excite him in ways he hadn’t expected.

By the time Angela admitted to a second affair during a trip to visit family, Steve’s perspective had shifted entirely. Instead of anger or betrayal, he felt aroused by the thought of her with another man. It had been a journey for both of them, but now they were exploring the possibility of acting on those feelings openly, with consent and intention.

In fact, Steve had encouraged Angela to act on her desires again—but this time with his blessing, as long as she followed a few ground rules. She had to let him know where she was and keep him updated on the evening’s events. Most importantly, she had to come home and share everything she had done, both in detail and in bed.

After much discussion and planning, Angela finally agreed. Her first "sanctioned" experience was with a co-worker. According to Steve, the night Angela went on a date without him for the first time, he spent the entire evening pacing the floors of their house. He described the mix of emotions he’d felt: the thrill of knowing his wife was exploring her sexuality, the nervous anticipation of waiting for her updates, and the occasional pang of jealousy that would sneak in unexpectedly.

As she sent him text updates throughout the night, his emotions fluctuated between excitement and the inevitable angst that comes with letting your wife be with another man. By the time she returned home the next morning, he was a ball of tension—but that tension dissolved the moment they were together again. The sex they shared afterward, as Angela recounted every intimate detail of her evening, was, in his words, the best of their entire marriage.

But Steve wanted more. He wanted to see it happen for himself, to witness another man take Angela while he watched. Not just anywhere, though—he wanted it to happen on their marital bed. For him, the symbolism of the act carried a kind of erotic weight. It wasn’t about humiliation or degradation; it was about trust, about fully embracing the fantasy and making it real in the most intimate setting possible.

This was something I hadn’t done before. Most of my sessions took place in neutral locations like hotels or occasionally in my own home. There was a safety element to consider, especially with new clients. A stranger’s home could be unpredictable, and I was always careful to protect myself. Still, in my communication with Steve, he struck me as a genuine guy—someone who deeply cared for his wife and wasn’t interested in playing games. His sincerity was evident, and while I didn’t immediately agree to his request, I didn’t rule it out, either.

We set up a meeting for a Saturday night a couple of weeks away. As per my usual routine, we agreed to meet at Murphy’s Supper Club in the city. It was a public place, neutral ground where I could get a sense of the couple before deciding whether to proceed. Steve seemed entirely on board with the plan, though he threw me a curveball when I asked for a picture of Angela.

“I don’t have a way to send you one,” he said, almost apologetically. “But don’t worry. I’ll describe her, and you’ll know it’s us when we walk in.”

It wasn’t the first time I’d encountered this hesitation. Some couples preferred to maintain as much anonymity as possible until they were face-to-face. Still, it left me curious. The way Steve spoke about Angela suggested she was someone unforgettable, someone who left an impression on everyone she met.

Steve began his description the way every husband should—with a compliment. “She’s beautiful,” he said, his voice warm with pride. There was no hesitation, no fumbling to find the words, just a man who genuinely adored his wife. That alone made me respect him a little more.

Then he got into the details. “Angela’s only five feet tall,” he said, and I immediately pictured a petite frame, compact and delicate. “She’s got long auburn hair, works out a lot, so she’s very trim and in shape. B-cup breasts,” he added, almost as an afterthought, but the mention of her size immediately brought Leigh to mind. Leigh had been a B-cup as well, and while I wouldn’t call it my favorite size, I’d certainly come to appreciate it after that night.

But the real standout was her height—or lack of it. I had never been with a woman that small before, and I couldn’t help but let my mind wander. The possibilities intrigued me. Would she be the type who embraced her petite stature, using it to her advantage in bed? Or would her small frame make her hesitant to try anything too adventurous?

My hope was that she would be open to more than just the basics. Missionary was fine for certain moments, but a body like hers—tight, compact, and likely flexible—could lend itself to so much more. If she wasn’t already into exploring new positions and techniques, I hoped she’d at least be willing to learn. After all, part of my job was to introduce new experiences, to help my clients push boundaries and discover pleasures they hadn’t known were possible.

Finally, Saturday night had arrived. I got to Murphy’s about fifteen minutes early, as always, and claimed a table that gave me a clear view of the entrance. My pulse was steady, but there was a low thrum of anticipation building as I watched the door, waiting for their arrival. When Steve and Angela finally walked in, there wasn’t a shred of doubt it was them. Steve had described her as beautiful, but that word didn’t even scratch the surface—she was absolutely stunning.

The first word that came to mind was pixie. Sure, I’d been prepared for her to be short, but the way she carried herself, the way her entire presence seemed to radiate confidence, caught me completely off guard. Her hair framed her petite, angelic face perfectly, and her smile was luminous—so bright it could’ve lit the entire bar. She wore a fitted knit blouse that clung to her curves in just the right way, paired with a sleek black leather pencil skirt that showcased a pair of lean, toned legs that could stop traffic.

As they made their way toward me, I couldn’t stop two thoughts from crashing into my head, uninvited and unapologetic. First, this guy had to be absolutely insane to let a woman like her out of his sight, let alone invite someone else to fuck her. And second? Thank God he was that kind of crazy, because I was going to take full advantage of it. I could already imagine the sounds she’d make, the way she’d writhe under me, and how utterly satisfying it would be to claim her, knowing he was watching every second of it.

I stood to greet them, keeping my excitement under wraps, though my heart beat a little faster as they closed the distance. Steve extended his hand first, his grip solid, his smile easy, as if he was meeting an old friend rather than the man he was inviting into his bedroom. Then Angela stepped forward, her presence somehow both commanding and demure at once. I leaned down to kiss her cheek, catching a faint, intoxicating trace of her perfume. As she turned to slide gracefully into her seat, I couldn’t help but notice the way her hair spilled down her back, long and silky.

In that moment, a vivid image flashed through my mind—gripping that hair in my fist while I took her from behind, my free hand leaving a red-hot print on her ass. Steve had mentioned she was forty-eight in our emails, but there was no way. Standing here now, seeing her up close, I wouldn’t have put her past her late twenties or early thirties. She was, quite simply, a masterpiece.

We chatted casually as we navigated the process of ordering food, the conversation flowing easily despite the electric tension between us. I steered the topic toward Angela’s past experiences with infidelity, curious about how it had all started and how she felt when Steve began encouraging her to explore it again.

She paused for a moment, the faintest flicker of hesitation crossing her features before she shook her head and began to explain. “Naturally, I was skeptical,” she admitted, her voice carrying a mix of vulnerability and self-awareness. “After the first time, when he was so devastated, I didn’t think it was something we’d ever revisit. When I went on that trip to see my family, I was terrified to tell him what had happened. I thought he’d have the same reaction, and I didn’t want to risk our marriage, so I kept it to myself.”

She leaned slightly forward, her fingers idly tracing the rim of her glass as she continued. “I tried not to let on that anything had happened, but I guess I underestimated him. By then, we’d been married long enough that he knew me better than I thought. He could tell something was different, even though I denied it at first. When he started hinting that he wouldn’t mind if I... you know, strayed again, I didn’t believe him at first. But eventually, I did. I confessed everything.”

Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, searching my face for a reaction before she pressed on. “He forgave me,” she said softly. “And not just that—he told me it turned him on. It took me a while to wrap my head around it, but once I did... well, it changed things.”

I nodded, leaning into her words, the vulnerability in her tone drawing me in. She glanced briefly at Steve, who gave her an encouraging smile, as if to say it was okay to keep going. She turned back to me, her confidence growing.

“That’s what led to my co-worker,” she said, a faint smile playing on her lips. “He was always flirting with me, even though he knew I was married. I think he just enjoyed teasing me, never thinking it could actually happen. When I finally told him that Steve was encouraging me, he didn’t believe me at first. I mean, who would?” She laughed softly, shaking her head. “But I kept at it. I even showed him the texts between Steve and me that first night. I think when he saw Steve reply, giving his blessing, it finally hit him that this was real.”

Her smile grew wider, a hint of mischief in her expression now. “That was eight months ago,” she finished. “And we’ve been having our fun ever since.”

“We had an amazing night together that first time,” Angela said, her voice dropping slightly, her eyes shining with the memory. “But for me, it was just the beginning. When I got home the next day, I found out Steve had stayed up nearly the entire night waiting for me. He was ready for his turn the moment I walked through the door.” Her lips curved into a sly smile, and I could see a flicker of heat pass between her and Steve.

She leaned back in her chair, absently brushing a strand of hair over her shoulder as she continued. “It felt strange at first—telling him everything, admitting I’d just been with another man. I didn’t know how he’d react, but…” She trailed off, her cheeks flushing slightly, though her grin widened. “The way he fucked me after, I could tell he loved it. It was like something had snapped into place for both of us.”

The tension between the three of us felt almost palpable, thick enough to drown in. As if on cue, our food arrived, and the clatter of plates being set on the table broke the moment. We all murmured polite thanks to the server, but none of us seemed particularly interested in eating. Forks moved idly across plates, pushing food around, but it was obvious where our focus truly lay.

I glanced between them, the unspoken current of desire hanging in the air like a fourth presence at the table. Angela’s earlier confession hung in the space between us, and I decided it was time to pull Steve into the conversation. If this was going to move forward tonight, we all had to be on the same page.

“So, Steve,” I said, leaning back in my chair with a curious smile, “tell me what you get out of all this. What’s in it for you? I’ve been doing this for a while now, but if Angela were my wife, I don’t think I’d let her out of the house—even just to go shopping!” I let the words hang in the air, both a challenge and a compliment.

Steve laughed, his tone easy and genuine, though there was a flicker of nervous energy in his eyes. “You’d think that, right? I mean, as gorgeous as she is. But the truth is, this hotwife lifestyle we have—it’s just as much for me as it is for her. Knowing what’s about to happen after we leave here is driving me crazy already. And tonight’s special—I get to watch for the first time.” He paused, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth as he glanced at Angela. “But honestly, what really makes me happy is knowing how much pleasure she’ll be getting. She’s incredible, and it feels right to share her with other men who can appreciate her the way I do. It works out perfectly for both of us.”

I studied him for a moment, still trying to wrap my head around the dynamic. I’d heard similar justifications from other husbands before, but it never failed to baffle me. The logic didn’t click for me, but then again, I didn’t need it to. If anything, I was grateful—grateful for their arrangement, for Angela, and for the night ahead.

“I won’t pretend to fully understand it,” I said with a slight shake of my head, letting a grin slip through. “But I’m glad to be part of it—for you both. And, okay, for me too.” I let the humor in my voice soften the edge, watching the flicker of amusement dance across their faces.

I leaned forward slightly, letting my eyes linger on Angela before glancing back at Steve. “Usually, I like to dance with the lady before we decide where the night’s headed. But I think we all know exactly where this is going. What do you say we skip the preamble and get right down to business?”

Their smiles widened, and they started to answer at the same time, voices overlapping in their excitement. Steve held back, gesturing for Angela to speak. Her lips curved into a slow, knowing smile as she met my gaze.

“Chris, that sounds like an excellent idea,” she said, her voice low and rich with anticipation.

We rose together, the unspoken promise of the night ahead thick in the air, and made our way to the parking lot. As we reached the vehicles, I suggested Angela ride with me so she could guide me to their house. She hesitated for only a moment before agreeing, her lips curling into a faint smile that sent a jolt of excitement through me. I escorted her over to my truck—a shiny, new lease gifted by the grateful owner of a local dealership after I’d spent a memorable evening with his wife. Opening the door, I offered her my hand, helping her into the passenger seat. Her touch was soft but confident, and I couldn’t help but notice how natural it felt.

Circling around, I slid into the driver’s seat, the engine rumbling to life as we set off. The truck was a five-speed, and I shifted gears smoothly, resting my hand on the console between shifts. After the second time I did this, I felt her fingers brush mine. Her hand lingered, then closed over mine. Her grip was light but deliberate, her skin warm against mine, and the simple act sent a charge straight to my core. Her tiny, delicate hand felt impossibly sexy. By the time we’d reached the third gear, I was already fighting the pressure building in my jeans.


Chapter 11

The twenty-minute drive felt like a blur. We pulled into their driveway just behind Steve, who had arrived first to get the house ready. The lights were already on, spilling warm, welcoming light through the windows. As we stepped inside, Angela turned to me, her expression soft but expectant. “Would you like a bottle of water?” she asked, her voice light but carrying an edge of knowing anticipation.

I smirked, already imagining the heat we’d generate before the night was through. “Sure,” I replied. “I’m hoping to need it later.”

She disappeared into the kitchen, returning with three bottles—one for me, one for herself, and one for Steve. Her efficiency made me smile. No small talk followed; no further formalities were needed. She simply reached for my hand, her confidence unmistakable, and led me toward the stairs, Steve falling in step behind us.

Angela’s hips swayed with every step, her tight skirt hugging her perfectly as she climbed. My eyes stayed locked on her, taking in the way her round, firm ass moved, the muscles in her calves flexing with every step. Every inch of her seemed purpose-built to tempt, and I knew this night was going to be unforgettable.

At the top of the stairs, she led us down the hall to their bedroom. Stepping inside, I immediately took stock of the space. It was tastefully decorated, but my attention was drawn to a chair near the corner. It had sturdy arms and a commanding presence, and I could easily imagine Steve sitting there, helplessly watching as I took his wife. For a fleeting moment, I entertained the idea of tying his wrists to the arms, leaving him completely at my mercy—forced to observe without the ability to move. A grin tugged at my lips, but I dismissed the thought. Maybe that was a game for another time. Tonight, I’d keep things simple.

It was time to take charge. The energy in the room was electric, and I knew it was my moment to direct the night’s events. I looked at Angela, my tone firm but laced with anticipation. “Strip Steve and get him in the chair,” I said.

She obeyed without hesitation, moving with a quickness that was both efficient and teasing. Steve chuckled nervously, a flicker of surprise crossing his face as she made short work of his clothes. Perhaps she moved faster than he would have liked, but I knew he was eager for what was coming next. He didn’t complain, settling into the chair as instructed, his eyes already glued to her.

I turned my attention back to Angela. “Now you,” I said, keeping my voice steady, letting the authority settle over her. She faced me, a playful smile curving her lips, and began her own slow striptease. This wasn’t hurried, not like she’d done with Steve. She was putting on a show for me, drawing out every movement, and I was more than fine with that.

She started with her shoes, bending gracefully to unbuckle them. The black heels were high—probably three inches, though I wasn’t one for exact measurements. Once she slipped them off, she somehow looked even tinier than before, her petite frame impossibly delicate but utterly captivating.

Next, she reached behind her for the zipper of her skirt. Her movements were deliberate, her gaze locked on mine as she tugged the zipper down. The leather skirt loosened its grip and slid down her legs, pooling at her feet. And that’s when the first surprise of the night stopped me cold—Angela wasn’t wearing panties.

I blinked, momentarily stunned, then glanced at Steve. He shrugged, clearly as caught off guard as I was. She hadn’t told him either. Instead of panties, there was nothing but the smooth, bare perfection of her pussy, fully on display. It was flawless, every detail seductive, and I felt myself harden instantly at the sight.

My restraint was tested in that moment, every instinct urging me to close the distance, to touch her, to feel if she was already wet. But I didn’t have to wonder for long. Angela’s hand moved between her legs, her index finger gliding effortlessly through the folds of her lips. When she withdrew it, it glistened with her arousal, a silent but powerful invitation.

And then, as if to prove her point, she raised the finger to her mouth, her tongue darting out to catch every drop of her own wetness. The finger disappeared completely before she pulled it free, clean and deliberate, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

This woman wasn’t just sexy—she was on fire. Every move she made was designed to drive me, and likely Steve too, to the brink. And it was working.

Angela crossed her arms and gripped the hem of her knit blouse, pulling it slowly up and over her head. The movement revealed her in nothing but a black lace bra that framed her breasts beautifully, and a delicate necklace that hung down, teasing just short of her cleavage. The contrast of the lace against her skin made the sight almost hypnotic.

She reached behind her, fingers brushing the clasp of the necklace, but I shook my head, a slow smile tugging at the corner of my mouth. “Leave it,” I said, my voice low and firm. I wanted to watch it swing, pendulum-like, as I drove into her later. The image alone was enough to send a spark of heat coursing through me.

Her lips twitched in amusement, but she obliged, dropping her hands. Instead, she unclasped her bra, letting the straps fall down her shoulders before discarding it entirely. The reveal was nothing short of breathtaking. Her breasts were flawless—a testament to her dedication to fitness, with only the barest hint of softness. Her nipples were already hard, standing proudly amidst dark, quarter-sized areolae that drew my gaze like magnets.

Her taut stomach was next, the gentle curve of her muscles accentuated by the way her belly button dipped in, a subtle but alluring detail. Every inch of her exuded strength and femininity in perfect balance, a body shaped by discipline and, clearly, a deep understanding of her own allure.

I gestured for her to turn around, and she complied, her movements fluid and confident. As she pivoted, her tight, round ass came fully into view. Seeing it bare, without the barrier of clothing, was a whole new level of perfection. It was firm yet inviting, the gentle curve leading to toned thighs that completed the package. Watching her climb the stairs earlier had been enticing, but now, standing there fully naked, she was utterly captivating—better than I could have imagined.

Most of the women I’d been with were hesitant the first time, their nerves showing in subtle ways—a shy glance, a tremor in their voice, a hesitating hand. But not Angela. If this was the first time she’d been naked in front of two men at once, she gave no indication of it. She carried herself with confidence, fully aware of how sexy she was and exactly why she was here. And she wasn’t shy about showing me she was ready for it.

I rose from my chair, my movements slow and deliberate as I closed the distance between us. Her gaze stayed locked on mine, her lips parting slightly in anticipation. When I leaned in to kiss her, I made a point not to touch her anywhere else, letting the restraint heighten the moment. Her lips were soft and warm against mine, and I could feel her eagerness, the slight tilt of her head inviting me to take things further. But I wasn’t ready to give her what she wanted—not yet.

I pulled back, watching her reaction as I grabbed her shoulders, guiding her gently but firmly across the room. I stopped in front of a bare section of the wall, directly in front of where Steve was seated, his eyes already glued to us. With a firm yet gentle turn, I positioned her to face the wall. “Put your hands up,” I instructed, my voice low but commanding. She obeyed without hesitation, raising her arms above her head. I took her wrists and placed her palms flat against the wall, then moved down to spread her legs slightly. The pose left her body open and vulnerable, her back arched slightly, and it reminded me of someone being frisked by the cops.

Of course, frisking was exactly what I had in mind—just not the kind that involved a badge. I started slowly, my hands barely making contact with her skin as I began to explore her. My palms slid lightly over the curve of her neck, fingers applying gentle pressure in a teasing massage. Her breathing quickened, a soft shiver rolling through her as I moved down her sides. I deliberately avoided her breasts for now, letting the anticipation build, and instead continued to trace her waist and hips, savoring the warmth and softness of her skin beneath my fingertips.

When I reached her hips, I let my right hand drift back up her body, using just one finger to trace a line along her spine. The reaction was immediate. Her body flinched slightly, her muscles tensing under my touch, but she didn’t pull away. I could feel the tension in her posture, her anticipation growing with each second. The more I teased her, the more pronounced her reactions became—small, involuntary flinches that grew stronger the longer I continued.

I smiled to myself. She was perfectly responsive, her body singing to every whisper of contact. And this was only the beginning.

I stepped closer, closing the remaining space between us, until I could feel the heat radiating from her bare skin. Placing my hands on her taut stomach, I began to massage her in slow, deliberate circles. My touch was light at first, teasing, the kind that left a trail of goosebumps in its wake. With every pass, the circles grew wider, moving closer to the places I knew she desperately wanted me to touch. My fingers lingered just beneath her breasts and skimmed the edge of her pussy, enough to tease but not to satisfy. I could feel the way her body leaned subtly into my hands, craving more, but I wasn’t ready to give in. Not yet.

Instead, I shifted focus, lifting my hands to her neck, letting my fingers brush softly against her skin. She shivered at the contact, her breath hitching in anticipation. I trailed my touch downward, gliding over the top of her breasts. Her chest rose and fell rapidly now, her breaths shallow, and I let my fingers explore her curves with torturous precision. I traced circles around the soft mounds, ran my fingers through the valley of her cleavage, and even grazed the delicate necklace she still wore, letting it swing gently under my touch.

The teasing built a delicious tension in the air, and I could feel her restraint slipping. She was desperate for more, and I decided to push her over the edge. Without warning, I grabbed both of her breasts, squeezing them firmly in my hands. She gasped sharply, her body jolting against the wall as she let out a squeal that was equal parts surprise and pleasure.

I found her nipples, already stiff with arousal, and pinched them between my thumb and forefinger, rolling them slowly. Her breath came out in short, ragged bursts, and she instinctively started to lower her arms, as if to grab my hands and pull me closer. But I stopped her with a low, commanding murmur. “Keep them up,” I said. “Don’t move.”

She obeyed, though I could see the effort it took. Her body trembled slightly, her chest rising and falling under my palms as I worked her breasts, savoring the way her body responded to every touch.

When I finally released her, I let my hands trail back down her sides, tracing the curves of her body as I descended. This time, I didn’t stop at her hips. My fingers traveled all the way down, skimming the smooth skin just below her knees. I crouched slightly, taking my time as I explored the powerful lines of her thighs and calves. Her muscles were firm, defined, a testament to the dedication she clearly put into maintaining her body. She wasn’t just fit—she was a masterpiece of strength and sensuality.

I let my hands linger, caressing her legs, marveling at the perfect balance of softness and tension. Then, slowly, I moved back up, my palms gliding over her hips and settling on the firm, rounded globes of her ass. It was like touching perfection—her skin impossibly smooth, her muscles so tight and toned that it felt as though I were running my hands over a drumhead. Only this drumhead was warm, alive, and so much sexier than anything else I’d ever touched.

I couldn’t resist squeezing, letting my hands explore every inch of her. She let out a soft, breathy sound, a mixture of a moan and a sigh, and it sent a thrill racing through me. This wasn’t just foreplay—it was a game of control, of discovery, and I was savoring every second of it.

I stopped my teasing, stepping back as the growing need to escalate things took over. “Stay facing the wall,” I instructed, my voice low and firm. “Don’t move.” Angela didn’t turn, but I could see the subtle shift in her posture, the tension in her back signaling her anticipation.

It was time to shed my own clothes, though the process was never as smooth as I wished it could be. I really needed to rethink my footwear for these encounters. Wrestling with boots was always awkward, and tonight was no exception. I tugged at them, muttering under my breath, until I finally managed to get them off. Socks followed, landing haphazardly on the floor, and I made quick work of my shirt and jeans, tossing them into the growing pile. Now, down to just my underwear, I was ready to let Angela have her turn.

I leaned in close, my voice barely above a whisper. “Turn around,” I said.

She obeyed immediately, her movements fluid, turning to face me for the first time since the teasing had begun. Her eyes roamed over me, slow and deliberate, starting at my chest and working their way down. She took her time, drinking in every detail, but when her gaze landed on the bulge straining against my underwear, she froze, her lips parting slightly. A flicker of hunger flashed in her eyes.

“I saved this for you,” I murmured, gesturing to the obvious. The corner of her mouth lifted in a knowing smile, and she licked her lips, her tongue darting out in a way that made my cock throb with anticipation. Without hesitation, she lowered herself gracefully to her knees in front of me, her eyes locked on mine the entire time.

She didn’t waste a second. Her fingers curled around the waistband of my underwear, her touch firm but unhurried. In one swift, fluid motion, she yanked them down, leaving me fully exposed. My cock sprang free, standing tall, the sudden cool air against my skin only amplifying the heat coursing through me.

Angela’s gaze shifted, her attention now solely on me. Her eyes widened slightly, the anticipation in her expression unmistakable. I was naked before her, and the way she looked at me—like she couldn’t wait another second—was enough to make the blood in my veins roar.

As Angela knelt before me, her gaze locked onto my cock. Her eyes widened, and before she could stop herself, she let out a breathless, almost involuntary comment. “Oh my God… it’s huge.” The words tumbled out, filled with a mixture of awe and arousal, and her cheeks flushed as if she hadn’t meant to say it out loud.

I couldn’t help but smirk, her reaction feeding the already burning fire in my chest. But Angela didn’t waste any time lingering in her surprise. She leaned forward, her hands trembling slightly as they wrapped around the base of my shaft. Her fingers couldn’t come close to encircling it entirely, and the contrast between her tiny hands and my cock only made the sight more erotic.

She began by planting a soft, tentative kiss on the tip, her lips parting slightly as she exhaled a warm breath that sent a shiver up my spine. Then, slowly, she opened her mouth wider, sliding the head past her lips. Her mouth stretched to accommodate me, her lips pulling tight against the shaft as she worked me in, inch by inch.

The sensation was electric. Her tongue came alive, swirling around the underside of the head, tracing every ridge and vein with precision. She paused briefly, sucking gently, then began bobbing her head, taking a little more of me each time. Her hands weren’t idle either; they gripped firmly at the base, stroking in rhythm with her movements, twisting slightly as they glided up and down.

The combination of her small, soft hands and her petite mouth made my cock look enormous. I couldn’t take my eyes off the sight of her—her lips glistening with spit, her cheeks hollowing with every pull. It was like watching art in motion, and I found myself wishing I had a camera to capture the moment. Maybe next time.

Angela wasn’t just enthusiastic—she was skilled. Her tongue danced along the underside of my shaft, flicking and pressing against that sensitive spot just below the head in ways I’d never experienced. It was like she had an intimate map of my cock and knew every place to touch to send jolts of pleasure coursing through me. She moaned softly around me, the vibrations adding a new layer to the sensation.

Her pace shifted, alternating between slow, deliberate strokes and quick, hungry movements, keeping me on the edge, never letting me settle into a rhythm. Her hands mirrored the motion of her mouth, squeezing and stroking, her grip firm but never too tight. It was as if she was conducting a symphony on my cock, each motion and sensation building toward an inevitable crescendo.

I could feel my body tightening, the pleasure mounting with every flick of her tongue, every twist of her hands. It was almost too much. Part of me wanted to stay in this perfect moment forever, to draw out the experience and let her continue this incredible symphony. But another part of me was desperate to release, to flood her mouth and give in to the overwhelming sensation.

Angela must have sensed my dilemma. She glanced up at me, her eyes dark with lust, her expression wordlessly promising that she would take everything I had to give—and that she was ready for it.

The impatient part of me won out. The slow build of tension finally reached its breaking point, and I could feel the floodgates about to open. My knees wavered as the pleasure surged through me, my body giving in to the inevitable. Angela must have sensed the shift—the way my breathing grew ragged, my muscles tensed, and my cock throbbed in her hands. Just as I reached the edge, she added one last, devastating touch. Her tongue fluttered over the sensitive head of my cock in a rapid, tantalizing motion that sent a shockwave through me.

That was all it took. My entire body jolted as I let go, surrendering completely to the release. Angela pulled me from her mouth in one fluid motion, angling my cock toward her chest just as the first hot, thick rope of cum erupted. I groaned loudly, grabbing her shoulders to steady myself, barely able to keep from collapsing. The irony wasn’t lost on me—a 6'2" man relying on a petite 5'0" woman to hold himself upright, but in that moment, I didn’t care. She held her position, her eyes locked on me, a mischievous smile playing on her lips as she let me paint her chest with every pulse of pleasure.

The sensation was indescribable—like tiny electric shocks radiating through my body with every spurt. My legs felt like jelly, my vision blurred, and I was left teetering on the edge of control as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. I don’t think I’d ever cum so hard from a blowjob before. Each pulse of release felt more intense than the last, draining every ounce of tension from my body.

As I finally emptied myself, gasping for air, the thought struck me like a bolt of guilt-laden clarity: How the hell am I going to explain to Chloe that someone just gave me a better blowjob than she ever has?

It took a moment for my heart rate to slow and my balance to return. Angela, ever efficient, sprang to her feet and disappeared into the bathroom. She reappeared moments later with a towel in hand, her movements light and quick. Without hesitation, she wiped the sticky evidence from her chest, her expression a mixture of satisfaction and amusement. She knew exactly what she’d just done, and she clearly enjoyed watching my reaction. The small, self-assured grin on her face spoke volumes.

She cleaned herself up with deliberate movements, her confidence radiating as if this were the easiest thing in the world for her. And honestly? Maybe it was. Angela didn’t just know she gave incredible blowjobs—she thrived on the aftermath, on the way men were left undone in her wake. I couldn’t help but grin at her as I caught my breath, shaking my head slightly in awe.

The score was one to nothing in my favor, and I couldn’t leave it that way. Angela deserved more than just to watch—I needed to give her the kind of pleasure that would leave her breathless. Without warning, I reached down and wrapped my arms firmly around her waist, lifting her off the floor in one smooth motion. She shrieked, a high-pitched sound of surprise that quickly melted into laughter, her hands instinctively gripping my shoulders. Holding her close, I pulled her into a bear hug. Her soft, full breasts pressed against my chest, the sensation stirring a fresh wave of heat through me. If this was a bear hug, it was the most erotic one I’d ever experienced.

I turned on my heel, carrying her effortlessly to the bed. She clung to me, her petite frame fitting perfectly against mine, until I reached the edge of the mattress and gently lowered her down. She landed with a bounce, her legs instinctively parting as she settled into place. Kneeling between her thighs, I couldn’t help but pause for a moment, mesmerized by the sight in front of me. Her glistening pussy lay open, the folds wet and inviting, catching the light as if winking at me in invitation.

That was an invitation I couldn’t refuse. Leaning in, I accepted it eagerly, my mouth meeting her with unrestrained hunger. Usually, I liked to take my time, savoring every moment, but tonight was different. I was starving for her, and patience wasn’t an option. Her legs spread wider as I dove in, her labia parting like petals, giving me the perfect target. My tongue darted out, sliding straight through her slick folds, and the taste of her—sweet and intoxicating—lit a fire inside me.

The first stroke of my tongue was met with an immediate reaction. Angela gasped loudly, her hips jerking toward my face, and I felt a fresh surge of her arousal flood onto my tongue. She wasn’t just wet—she was drenched, her body already primed from her earlier performance. Her hands shot down, fingers tangling in my hair with a force that surprised me. She gripped tightly, pulling me closer, as if she couldn’t bear for me to be even an inch away.

If she was going to grab, I decided I would too. My hands slid up her body, gliding over the soft curve of her sides before finding their target—her breasts. I cupped them firmly, relishing their weight and warmth, and my thumbs quickly found her hardened nipples. I could still picture how they had looked after she stripped off her black lace bra, those dark, quarter-sized areolae practically begging to be touched. I didn’t hold back, pinching and tugging her nipples with just enough force to make her gasp and arch her back.

Her response was immediate and intense. Angela moaned loudly, the sound vibrating through her entire body as she pulled harder on my hair, almost enough to make me wince. Her nails scratched lightly against my scalp, the slight sting sending a thrill through me. The sensation made me groan into her pussy, the sound muffled but unmistakable, and the vibrations drew an even louder moan from her.

It became a game, a delicious tug-of-war. Her hands worked my hair, tugging and twisting, while my hands remained firmly on her breasts, teasing her nipples with relentless precision. Every time she tightened her grip, I responded by pinching a little harder, rolling her sensitive peaks between my fingers until she cried out. My tongue never stopped moving, swirling and flicking against her swollen clit, occasionally dipping lower to taste the flood of arousal she couldn’t hold back.

I decided it was time to push Angela closer to the edge, to see just how far I could take her. First, I shifted my focus, moving my mouth from her entrance to her clit. The change in strategy brought an immediate response. Her hips bucked beneath me, an instinctive reaction as I zeroed in on her most sensitive spot. My tongue circled the swollen nub, alternating between light flicks and firmer presses. Each motion drew a gasp or moan from her, and I knew I’d found her weak spot.

But I wasn’t done. Letting go of her nipples, I slid my hands slowly up her torso, savoring the way her skin quivered beneath my touch. My fingers traveled over the delicate curve of her neck, wrapping gently around it. As soon as I did, her hands shot up from my hair to cover mine, her fingers gripping tightly, as if ready to pull me away. I could feel the rapid flutter of her pulse beneath my palms, a steady drumbeat that matched the increasing intensity of her moans.

She began to call out, her voice trembling with rising pleasure. “Oh, oh, oh, oh...” Each sound vibrated through her throat, the sensation traveling into my hands and amplifying the connection between us. Her breathing grew shallow, her chest heaving with each gasp, and I could tell she was teetering on the edge.

I decided to push her further. Applying slightly more pressure around her neck, I felt her body tense beneath me. Her hands tugged at mine, a half-hearted attempt to pull me away, but her hips told a different story—they pushed upward, seeking more of my mouth’s attention on her clit. I matched the increased grip on her neck with a renewed assault on her most sensitive spot, my tongue working her clit with focused, unrelenting precision.

Her response was immediate and explosive. She threw her head back, crying out, “OH FUCK!” in a voice that echoed through the room. Her entire body seemed to seize for a moment, muscles locking in place before she went completely wild. The orgasm ripped through her like a storm, her hips bucking with such force that I almost lost my balance. Her tiny frame was deceptively powerful—every thrust of her hips carried a strength that could knock the air out of me.

At the same time, her hands finally found the resolve to pull mine away from her neck. She gripped my wrists with surprising strength, forcing me to let go as her body convulsed in pleasure. The force of her orgasm seemed to radiate outward, her cries a mixture of ecstasy and desperation. Her body arched one final time before she collapsed back onto the bed, her chest heaving, her skin flushed with heat.

As Angela’s body began to relax, the aftershocks of her orgasm subsiding, I noticed the satiny sheen of sweat covering her skin. The way the light caught her glistening body only made her look more alluring, her flushed skin and heavy breaths a testament to the intensity of what we’d just shared. It seemed like a good moment to pause and hydrate—especially since the water bottles we’d set aside had been completely forgotten in the heat of the moment.

I walked over to the dresser where we’d left them, picking up one bottle for Angela and one for myself. Steve could fend for himself. Returning to the bed, I sat down beside her and slipped an arm around her back, helping her up. She leaned into me, her sweaty, warm skin pressing against my chest. It felt intimate and grounding, her body fitting against mine as if it belonged there.

Opening her bottle, I handed it to her, watching as she brought it to her lips. I closed my own bottle and set it aside, more focused on her than my own thirst. As she drank, I let my hands wander, lightly caressing her breasts. My fingers moved gently over her soft skin, tracing the curves and teasing her still-sensitive nipples. Angela’s free hand found one of mine, covering it as if to guide and encourage my touch.

When she finished, she set her bottle down next to mine, turning back to me with an expression that spoke of both satisfaction and lingering desire. Without a word, she leaned in, capturing my lips in a kiss that took me by surprise. This wasn’t just a casual peck—this was full-on, open-mouthed passion, her tongue exploring mine with a fervor that left no room for doubt. Her kiss was electrifying, her lips soft yet commanding, and I found myself completely lost in the moment.

When she finally pulled back, her eyes met mine, a mischievous glint in them. That smile—bright and genuine—erased any lingering doubt I might’ve had about how she was feeling. Before, I was fairly certain she was having a good time; now, after that kiss and smile, I knew for sure. Worrying about her enjoyment seemed ridiculous now.

I leaned closer, my lips brushing against her ear as I whispered, “Do you think Steve is enjoying this?”

Her smile widened, her confidence as unshakable as ever. “He may be enjoying it even more than I am,” she teased, her voice playful but laced with challenge.

Her words made me pause, a mock offense flashing across my face. “Is that so?” I asked, my tone dripping with faux indignation. “Well, if that’s the case, I guess I’ll just have to step up my game and fuck you raw.”

Angela’s grin turned wicked, her eyes lighting up with anticipation. “That’s what I hoped to hear,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction and excitement.

It was time. The energy between us was electric, every glance and touch heightening the tension. But before diving in, I had a couple of questions to set the tone. “How are we going to do this?” I asked, my voice low but firm. “Can you handle it if I get a little rough with you? I’ve got a couple of ideas, but they might be a little... kinky.”

Angela tilted her head back and laughed, the sound rich and confident. Her eyes sparkled as she looked at me, her grin both playful and daring. “Don’t worry,” she said, her tone full of assurance. “I’ll be ready for more long after you’re gone. After all, I’m sure Steve is going to want to reclaim me!”

Her words lit a fire in me. That was exactly what I wanted to hear. She wasn’t just ready—she was eager. I had been holding onto a particular fantasy for a long time, and tonight, I was finally going to bring it to life.

Without another word, I stood and turned to face her, wrapping my arms around her waist and lifting her effortlessly. Her body pressed tightly against mine, her soft curves molding perfectly to my chest. She gasped in surprise but melted into the kiss I claimed next, our mouths colliding with an intensity that matched the moment. Her legs instinctively wrapped around my hips as I carried her to the same spot on the wall where I’d had her earlier in that frisk position.

Breaking the kiss, I leaned close to her ear, my voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Okay, Angela, here’s what we’re going to do. I want you to lower yourself down onto my cock, nice and slow, while your back stays against the wall.”

She nodded, her breathing shallow, her hands gripping my shoulders for support. I shifted my hips, aligning myself with her as she began to lower herself. My hands supported her thighs, holding her steady, while I adjusted the angle of my cock to meet her descent. Her movements were tentative at first, and when the head of my cock brushed her wet folds, she gasped sharply.

The teasing contact sent a shiver through both of us, but I struggled to find the right position. Frustration mingled with anticipation as I poked and prodded, trying to locate her entrance. Angela, ever the problem-solver, reached down between her legs, her delicate fingers curling around my shaft. She guided me with precision, her touch firm yet gentle, until the head of my cock pressed against her slick, swollen pussy.

The moment we connected, she froze for a beat, sucking in a sharp breath as her body processed the size of me. Her eyes fluttered shut, her lips parted, and a low, trembling moan escaped her throat. Then, with determination, she gripped my shoulders tighter and forced herself down onto me, taking me in inch by inch. The heat of her surrounded me, her tightness almost overwhelming as she adjusted to the intrusion.

Her back pressed against the wall, her body trembling slightly as she took me deeper. The mix of her control and surrender was intoxicating, and I held her steady, my hands supporting her thighs while I felt her stretch and mold to me.

I had to admit, she took me faster than I expected. In no time, my cock was buried deep inside her tight, wet pussy, her body stretching to accommodate every inch. Her eyes lit up with pride, a small, satisfied smile curving her lips as if she knew exactly how impressive her feat was. That smile was something I wanted her to share, especially with Steve, who was witnessing this for the first time.

“Tell him,” I said, my voice low but firm, a wicked grin spreading across my face.

Angela’s smile turned coy as she looked over at her husband, her confidence radiating. “Honey,” she said sweetly, her tone playful yet laced with desire, “his cock is in my pussy.”

Steve didn’t miss a beat, his grin widening as he responded. “I can see that. Does it feel good?”

Angela nodded, her expression softening as pleasure flickered across her face. “Oh yes,” she moaned, her voice dripping with arousal. “It feels so fucking big! I think I’m going to ride it for a while.”

Her words sent a jolt of heat straight through me. This was the moment I’d been waiting for—the chance to make one of my longest-held fantasies a reality. “Put your arms around my neck,” I told her, my voice steady despite the storm of excitement coursing through me.

She obeyed, wrapping her arms tightly around me, her breasts pressing against my chest. I braced her, grabbing her ass firmly, and stepped back from the wall. Her short but powerful legs locked around my midsection, holding her steady as I began to move. There I was, fucking this gorgeous little pixie while holding her in my arms. The sheer control and intimacy of the moment were intoxicating.

I began lifting her by the curve of her ass, her body rising and falling in a smooth, rhythmic motion. Her pussy gripped me tightly, the wet heat enveloping me completely with every downward thrust. She let out gleeful gasps and moans as she bounced on my cock, her body moving with a natural ease that made it seem like she was born for this.

Realizing the possibilities, I began to walk. Each step shifted the angle of penetration slightly, drawing new reactions from her as I moved us through the room. Her hands clung to my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin as I carried her effortlessly, fucking her with every stride. It was incredible—her muscular legs provided just enough support to make it comfortable for both of us, leaving me free to focus on the intense pleasure of her riding me.

I carried her over to the mirror on her dresser, the two of us reflected back in perfect clarity. The sight was electrifying. Her petite body, wrapped tightly around mine, glistened with sweat, her face a mixture of pleasure and abandon. My cock disappeared into her over and over again, slick with her arousal, while her ass fit perfectly in my hands, giving me all the leverage I needed.

“Look,” I said, my voice rough with exertion and desire. “Turn your head and look.”

Angela obeyed, her gaze shifting to the mirror. Her eyes widened slightly, her mouth falling open in a soft gasp as she took in the sight of us. I began lifting her faster, the slap of her ass against my hips growing louder with each thrust. “Keep looking,” I growled, my voice heavy with command and urgency.

I pounded into her with increasing intensity, feeling my own sweat beginning to bead and drip as the heat between us grew unbearable. Each time she bottomed out, her clit ground against the base of my cock, brushing against the curls there, sending fresh shudders through her. Her breathing turned ragged, her moans higher-pitched, and I could feel her body starting to tense in my arms.

Her orgasm was coming—I could sense it in the way her nails clawed at my back, her hips rolling in desperate counter-movements to my thrusts. Her pussy clenched tighter around me, her cries growing louder, filling the room with the unmistakable sound of her impending release.

“Watch your face in the mirror as you cum,” I growled, my voice rough with effort and desire.

Angela turned her head, her gaze locking onto mine in the reflection. Her face was flushed, her lips parted as she panted, her breaths coming faster and faster. The tension in her body coiled tighter with each thrust. Then, just as her control began to shatter, she let out a desperate, guttural, “FUCK ME!” Her arms tightened around my neck, her fingers digging into my shoulders as if holding on for dear life.

When her orgasm hit, it was explosive. Her body convulsed in my arms, and she couldn’t keep her legs wrapped around me any longer. They shot straight out behind me, trembling violently as she twitched uncontrollably. Her cries filled the room, a chant of “oh god, oh god, oh god, oh FUCK!” Her voice was raw and unrestrained, her pleasure spilling out in a way that left no doubt she was completely lost in the moment.

She tried to keep her eyes on the mirror, but the intensity overwhelmed her. With a final cry, she buried her face against my chest, her long auburn hair cascading over her face and obscuring it in the reflection. I could feel the heat of her breath against my skin, hot and rapid, as her entire body went limp in my arms.

I stopped thrusting, holding her steady to give her a chance to recover. Her breathing remained erratic, her chest heaving against mine as she clung to me, arms still wrapped tightly around my neck. Her skin was slick with sweat, her body trembling in the aftershocks of her climax.

Gradually, her legs, still draped over my hips, went completely slack. Taking care not to let her slip, I eased her down, sliding my cock from her pussy as I gently lowered her tiny frame back to the floor. Her legs barely supported her, and for a moment, she stumbled, her knees threatening to buckle.

Instinctively, her hand shot out to steady herself, grabbing onto my cock for balance. The unexpected touch sent a jolt through me, and I twitched slightly under her grasp. Angela noticed and let out a soft laugh, her grip lingering for just a second longer than necessary before she released me.

Finally, she regained her footing, standing unsteadily as she adjusted to being upright again. She stepped closer to me, her arms sliding around my waist as she leaned in. Her lips found mine, pressing against them in a slow, lingering kiss that felt both grateful and full of renewed desire.

When she pulled back, her eyes met mine, glowing with satisfaction and warmth. In that moment, I knew she’d just experienced something unforgettable—and so had I.

Since the orgasm score was 2-1 in her favor, it was time to even the match. I decided to make this moment unforgettable for Steve. Guiding Angela to the bed, I had her position herself on her hands and knees, facing her husband as he sat riveted in his chair. The anticipation in the room was electric, and as I moved behind her, my eyes roved over her flawless curves. That ass—firm and inviting—practically begged for my attention. Leaning in close, I brushed my lips against her ear, my voice a low murmur that was just for her.

“Talk to your husband while I fuck you. You know he loves this as much as you do.”

She shivered under my words, her body responding before her voice followed. She turned her gaze to Steve, her lips curling into a playful yet sinful smile.

“Steve,” she purred, her voice dripping with anticipation, “he’s getting ready to fuck me again. Do you like knowing his big cock is about to ravage my pussy?”

Steve’s reaction was immediate, his breath hitching as he nodded fervently. “Oh god, yes! I can’t wait to see your face when he’s inside you!”

Gripping my cock, I lined myself up with her entrance. She was still dripping from earlier, her wetness glistening as a vivid reminder of how thoroughly we’d been enjoying each other. Sliding into her now was effortless, her body yielding to me like it had been waiting for this moment. As I sank deeper, Angela arched her back slightly, her hips pushing against me as though she couldn’t stand to wait another second.

When I was fully inside her, her body clenched around me in a way that made it clear just how close she already was. I took hold of her hips, steadying both of us in that intoxicating moment before the plunge.

“Ready?” I asked, my voice thick with need.

Her response came immediately, breathless and desperate. “Fuck me!”

And so I did—starting slow, drawing out every moment of friction, but it didn’t take long for us to find a rhythm that consumed us both. Angela wasn’t just taking it; she was giving back, her hips meeting mine in perfect harmony. Together, we moved like a machine fine-tuned for one singular purpose: pleasure. Her body, her gasps, her moans—it was all a testament to how well we worked together.

Through it all, she kept Steve firmly in the moment. Her eyes locked onto his, her voice trembling with ecstasy as she narrated every sensation.

“Steve,” she moaned, her words laced with desire, “he’s fucking me—he’s so big! It feels incredible, sliding in and out of my pussy. Oh, Steve, can you see him fucking me?”

Steve responded, his voice thick with arousal, “I can see him fucking you, baby—it looks so incredible!”

That was all the encouragement I needed. Gripping Angela’s hips tighter, I drove into her harder, each thrust punctuated by the sound of our bodies colliding. One particularly deep plunge made her head drop, a guttural groan spilling from her lips. Her body trembled under me, and when I looked up, Steve’s hand was wrapped firmly around his cock, stroking himself with abandon as he watched the scene unfold.

It became a race—who would reach the edge first? The challenge only fueled me further. I wanted it to be Angela. I wanted her cries of pleasure to echo in Steve’s ears, to leave him utterly captivated by the sight of his wife unraveling on my cock.

Angela lifted her head again, her eyes wild as they locked onto Steve’s. Her voice broke the air like a crack of lightning. “Oh, FUCK!”

I knew that sound. That was her body’s signal—a desperate shout announcing the approach of her orgasm. I doubled down, pulling her back onto me with every thrust, using her hips to force her even deeper onto my cock. Her body arched, and I could feel her pussy tightening, gripping me like a vice as she began to lose control.

And then she let go.

Looking straight into Steve’s eyes, she screamed, “Oh fuck YES! I’m cumming, baby! I’m cumming on his big fat cock! OH SHIT...”

Her climax hit her like a wave, rippling through her body as she shook in my hands. Steve’s reaction was immediate—his eyes widened, his grip on his cock tightened, and he erupted, spilling himself into his hands with a groan that sounded like both surrender and satisfaction.

It was my turn now, and I didn’t hold back. With a final thrust, I buried myself deep inside her, a guttural grunt escaping my lips as I emptied myself into her quivering pussy. The last plunge sent a tremor through her body, her scream cutting through the air one last time. My hands found their way to her back, gliding down the curve of her spine to her ass, as both of us rode out the aftershocks together.

It was perfection—the kind of night that made this entire lifestyle worthwhile. In my mind, Angela and Steve had just claimed the top spot.

As I pulled my softening cock from her still-throbbing pussy, heat radiated between us, and I crawled off the bed. Angela followed, her legs slightly unsteady as she stepped toward me. Without hesitation, she wrapped her arms around my neck, and I instinctively scooped her up. Her legs curled around my waist, and our lips met in a kiss that was both tender and consuming.

The kiss lingered, each second stretching into eternity, our tongues exploring in a way that felt almost intimate—dangerously so. I knew Steve was watching, and I knew it was driving him crazy, but I didn’t care. This moment wasn’t about him; it was about Angela and me.

Finally, she broke the kiss, her breathing ragged as she looked into my eyes. I held her close, brushing my lips against her ear as I whispered, “Angela, you are amazing. I’d love to spend an entire night with you sometime. You let me know when you’re ready to do this again. But for now, I think I need to leave. You’ve got some more work to do.”

Her lips curved into a soft smile, her voice warm and satisfied. “Thank you, Chris. I know we both enjoyed this, and I promise you, there will be a second round soon.”

With that, I gently released her from my hold, letting her feet find the floor as her body swayed slightly, still trembling from the aftershocks. I grabbed my clothes, a satisfied smirk playing on my lips, and made my way toward the hallway.

Before I could step out, I glanced back to see Steve already climbing onto the bed, his hunger for Angela evident in the urgency of his movements. He wasn’t wasting a second—his need to reclaim her burned as hot as the night had been.

As I slipped into the bathroom to get dressed, their sounds filled the air—a mix of breathless moans and fervent whispers, the unmistakable rhythm of passion resuming. Their connection had reignited with a ferocity that rivaled anything I’d witnessed tonight. I couldn’t help but grin to myself as I pulled on my clothes, wondering if Angela would even survive the night with Steve in this state.


Chapter 12

The night I met Lenke wasn’t meant to be anything special. Daniel and I had gone out for beers at a low-key bar downtown, a place we frequented when we needed a break from our usual routines. It wasn’t the kind of bar that attracted attention—dim lighting, battered wooden stools, and a jukebox stocked with songs older than either of us. I was nursing my second beer, laughing at one of Daniel’s stories, when I saw her.

She was standing outside under the glow of a flickering neon sign, a cigarette perched between her fingers. I didn’t notice her at first, not really, but then she turned her head slightly, and our eyes met through the window. The connection was instant—a jolt that made my breath catch. She was tall, at least six feet, with broad shoulders that made her look strong in a way I wasn’t used to. Her slightly chubby frame didn’t fit the typical women I was drawn to, but something about her radiated confidence. Tattoos covered her arms in vibrant, chaotic patterns, and the way she moved—slow, deliberate—made it clear she didn’t give a damn about what anyone thought of her.

I couldn’t look away.

“What are you staring at?” Daniel asked, glancing over his shoulder. When he saw her, he raised an eyebrow. “Well, that’s not your usual type.”

“No,” I muttered, still watching her. “It’s not.”

Her gaze lingered on mine for a second longer before she flicked her cigarette away and walked into the bar.

She didn’t hesitate, walking straight to the bar and sliding onto the stool next to mine, even though there were plenty of empty seats. Up close, she was even more striking. Her tattoos were vivid and detailed—floral patterns weaving around abstract designs, a kaleidoscope of stories etched into her skin. She smelled faintly of smoke and something warm, like vanilla or amber.

“You’re not bad-looking for a guy sitting alone,” she said, her voice low and husky, with a Danish lilt that made every word sound both sharp and smooth.

I smirked, trying to play it cool. “Well, I’ll take that as a compliment. I’m Chris.”

“Lenke,” she said, lifting her beer and taking a sip.

There was no shyness to her, no hesitation. Her confidence was magnetic, pulling me into her orbit before I even realized it. She leaned in slightly, her lips curving into a teasing smile.

“You come here often, or is this just a lucky night for me?” she asked.

I laughed, taken off guard by her boldness. “I guess it’s your lucky night.”

From there, the conversation flowed effortlessly. Lenke had a sharp wit and didn’t hold back—she teased me about my drink choice, told me stories about growing up with her Estonian mother and Danish father, and even made a few sly comments about the women she imagined I usually went for.

Daniel eventually clapped me on the shoulder, grinning. “Well, I’ll leave you two to it,” he said, standing to leave. Lenke didn’t even acknowledge his departure, her attention fixed on me.

She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “So, you’re just going to sit here all night, or are you going to take me somewhere more interesting?”

Back at her hotel, Lenke moved with the kind of confidence that both intrigued and unnerved me. She kicked off her boots as soon as the door closed, tossing her jacket over a chair without a care. Turning to me with a mischievous grin, she leaned back against the desk, crossing her arms as she studied me.

“Let’s make this fun,” she said, her eyes glinting with mischief. “I’ll make you a bet: I can make you cum in under a minute. If I win, you spend the rest of the night going down on me.”

I let out a laugh, equal parts amusement and disbelief. “That’s a bold bet,” I said, my usual confidence kicking in. “You’ve got no idea what you’re up against.”

Her grin widened. “Oh, I think I do.” She pushed off the desk, stepping closer until she was right in front of me, her presence overwhelming. “Deal?”

I nodded, letting my smirk linger. “Deal.”

Without wasting a second, Lenke shoved me gently back onto the bed, her hands tugging at my shirt and jeans with a precision that spoke of experience. When my cock sprang free, her eyebrows lifted slightly, and a low, appreciative hum escaped her lips.

“Well, aren’t you impressive,” she said, wrapping her hand around me. Her grip was firm but smooth, the warmth of her palm sending a ripple of anticipation through me. “One minute starts the second I touch it.”

Before I could respond, she lowered her head, and her mouth was on me.

The first contact was electric, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock with a skill that made me instantly rethink my confidence. She took me in deeper, her lips sealing around me as her hand pumped at the base. The heat of her mouth was overwhelming, but it was the way she moved that undid me—smooth, deliberate, as though she knew every inch of me and exactly how to push me to the edge.

Her free hand roamed, teasing my thighs, gripping my hips, amplifying every sensation until I felt like my whole body was being lit on fire. She alternated between slow, torturous licks and deep, rhythmic strokes, her tongue pressing against sensitive spots I hadn’t even realized existed. The noises she made—soft hums of approval as she worked—vibrated through me, driving me closer with every second.

I tried to focus, to hold back, but she was relentless. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, her gaze filled with amusement and a wicked confidence that told me she knew exactly what she was doing. That look pushed me over the edge.

Forty-six seconds. That’s all it took before I exploded, my body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Lenke didn’t stop, her mouth staying on me until she’d taken every last drop. When she finally pulled away, she licked her lips and sat back, her grin wide and triumphant.

“Forty-six seconds,” she said, laughing softly. “I win.”

Before I could recover, she stood and began to undress. She wasn’t rushed or shy, pulling her shirt over her head and letting her jeans fall to the floor with a confidence that left me speechless. Her body wasn’t the type I usually found myself drawn to—broad shoulders, soft curves, a belly that jiggled slightly as she moved—but in that moment, I found her absolutely mesmerizing.

She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself above me, and for the first time, I noticed her pussy. It was full, natural, with dark curls framing her lips in a way that would have turned me off in the past. But now, looking up at her, it was the opposite. I was captivated.

“Time to pay up,” she said with a smirk, lowering herself onto my face.

I wasted no time, pulling her down gently as my tongue explored her folds. Her taste was intoxicating, musky and warm, and her reaction was immediate—a sharp gasp followed by a low, throaty moan. Her hands gripped the headboard as she rocked her hips against my mouth, her confidence making every movement feel deliberate and powerful.

I focused on her clit, circling it with my tongue before drawing it into my mouth, alternating pressure and speed to keep her guessing. Her moans grew louder, her thighs trembling slightly as she ground against me. I reached up, gripping her hips to steady her as I pushed deeper, letting my tongue explore every inch of her.

Lenke was vocal, her cries filling the room as I worked. “Fuck, yes,” she groaned, her voice raw with pleasure. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. Her body trembled above me, her thighs squeezing my head as her moans turned into incoherent gasps. When her first orgasm hit, it was powerful, her entire body shuddering as she cried out, her hands gripping the headboard so tightly her knuckles turned white.

But I didn’t stop. I kept going, my tongue relentless as I brought her to the edge again and again. By the time she finally collapsed onto the bed beside me, her chest heaving, her skin glistening with sweat, she looked completely undone.

“You’re good at that,” she said breathlessly, a satisfied grin spreading across her face.

“I aim to please,” I replied, wiping my mouth and grinning back.

She laughed, then rolled over and straddled me, her hair falling around her face. “Let’s see how you handle me on top,” she said, lowering herself onto my cock.

The sensation was incredible—her warmth, her fullness, the way she moved with such confidence and abandon. Watching her body—her soft belly, her full breasts—bounce as she rode me was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. Every inch of her was captivating, and as she leaned down, her lips capturing mine in a kiss that was both tender and consuming, I knew this wasn’t just another night.

It was something entirely different.

Six weeks after meeting Lenke, I found myself sitting at Chloe’s kitchen table. It was familiar—too familiar. We’d shared countless moments here over the years, whether it was laughter, wine, or the kind of charged silence that came before we let our desires take over. But tonight felt different, heavier.

Chloe poured two glasses of wine, her movements fluid and relaxed as if nothing had changed. But for me, everything had. She set my glass in front of me and took her seat across the table, her legs tucked under her in that casual way of hers.

“You’ve been quiet,” she said, breaking the silence. Her voice was soft, but there was a hint of curiosity there, maybe even concern.

I ran my finger around the rim of my glass, stalling for time. “Yeah,” I admitted, glancing up at her. “There’s something I’ve been meaning to talk to you about.”

Her eyebrows lifted slightly, but she didn’t interrupt.

I took a deep breath, steadying myself. “I think it’s time for me to step away from being a bull,” I said, the words feeling both heavy and liberating as they left my mouth.

Chloe tilted her head, studying me. “Step away?” she echoed. “Why? What brought this on?”

I hesitated, not sure how to explain it without sounding dramatic. Finally, I settled on honesty. “I met someone. Her name’s Lenke. She’s... different. Nothing like the women I’ve been with before.” I paused, searching for the right words. “And I don’t want to keep splitting my time or attention. I want to see where this goes—with her.”

Chloe’s lips curved into a small smile, and she leaned back in her chair, cradling her wine glass. “Different how?”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “She’s confident in a way I’ve never seen before. She doesn’t care what people think about her—whether it’s her body, her tattoos, her smoking. She’s just... herself. And she makes me feel different. Like I don’t have to be ‘the bull’ or the guy who fixes everything. I can just be me.”

Chloe’s smile widened slightly, her eyes softening. “She sounds like she’s got you figured out already.”

“Maybe she does,” I admitted, my voice quiet. “But it’s more than that. I don’t just like her—I respect her. And I don’t want to screw this up by being half-in with her and half-in with this life.”

Chloe nodded slowly, taking a sip of her wine. “You’ve been thinking about this for a while, haven’t you?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Meeting her just made it clear. I’ve spent so much time helping other people, playing a role in their fantasies, being the guy they turn to for something they can’t find elsewhere. And I’ve loved it—I don’t regret any of it. But with Lenke... it feels like I’ve finally found something for me.”

She set her glass down, folding her hands in her lap. “You know, Chris, I’ve always admired how much you give to others. You’ve been there for so many people, including me and Daniel. You’ve never once made it about yourself. But maybe it’s time you did.”

Her words hit me harder than I expected, and I looked away for a moment, staring at the swirling red wine in my glass. “Do you think Daniel will understand?” I asked, my voice quieter now.

Chloe smiled, reaching across the table to place her hand over mine. “Of course he will. We both will. You’ve given us so much, Chris. You deserve to have something for yourself.”

I squeezed her hand, gratitude welling up in my chest. “Thank you,” I said softly. “For everything. You and Daniel... you’ve been a big part of my life.”

She leaned back, crossing her arms as a teasing smile played on her lips. “Well, don’t think you’re getting rid of us entirely. You know we’ll still call you when the dishwasher breaks or the kids need rides.”

I laughed, the tension breaking as warmth filled the room. “I wouldn’t expect anything less.”

For the next hour, we talked—about the past, the journey we’d shared, and the possibilities ahead. Chloe didn’t make me feel guilty or selfish; instead, she celebrated the decision as though she’d been waiting for me to come to it.

When I finally stood to leave, she walked me to the door, her expression a mix of sadness and pride. “You’ve got a good heart, Chris,” she said, leaning in to hug me tightly. “Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”

I hugged her back, holding on a moment longer than usual. “Take care of Daniel—and yourself,” I said as we parted.

As I walked to my truck, I felt a strange mix of emotions—nostalgia, gratitude, and hope. I thought of Lenke, of her boldness and laughter, and the way she made me feel like I was finally stepping into a life that was mine.

For the first time, I wasn’t just someone’s bull, someone’s handyman, or someone’s fleeting escape.

I was just Chris, starting something real.
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Power: Taken

Power. It's just a five-letter word. A simple concept on the surface. But the deeper you dig, the harder it gets to define. And the more you struggle to hold onto it, the more it starts to slide through your fingers.

Well, that’s how I felt as I sat next to Becky, my pretty, much younger new girlfriend. Now I know what you're thinking: a thirty-something-year-old man, sitting on the sofa with his 20-year-old girlfriend playing with his cock, can't exactly complain. And normally, I'd say you're right.

But I wasn't just sitting there with her playing with my cock. No, I was sitting there as she dragged every detail of my wife's affair out of me. Every brutal, embarrassing detail. How I knew what she was doing. How I used to go down on her after she did it. How I just couldn't say stop.

It's like every time Becky made me cum, she took another small part of that power. As she pushed my face down between her legs, telling me to clean up the mess I'd just made while I told her how I used to do this to my wife while she was cheating on me, I don't know what happened.

But I didn’t fight. I didn’t struggle. I just let the embarrassment wash over me, letting that power slide through my fingers as I surrendered all of it to Becky.

Submission: A Couple's Brutal Journey Into Big Black Submission

For a second I started to think back, wondering how we got to this point. Back on the balcony, the cool night air washing over us. The city lights twinkled below, but the scene was anything but peaceful. My wife Kelly was bent over the railing, her body trembling as Leon powerful black body crashed into her from behind. His hands gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts deep and powerful as Kelly’s moans echoed softly in the night air, her fingers digging into the railing for support.

And beside her, I was in the same position, bent over the railing as Venice pounded me from behind. Her strap-on filled me completely, each thrust sending shivers of discomfort and shame through me. My hands gripped the railing, knuckles white as I tried to steady myself, but there was no escaping the feeling of her inside me.

Kelly’s hand slipped into mine, our fingers intertwining as we both moaned, our bodies trembling with the rhythm of the fucking. In that moment, as humiliating as it was, I turned my head slightly and caught her gaze. She mouthed the words softly, her lips forming the shape I knew so well: I love you.

I squeezed her hand, my heart pounding in my chest. “I love you too,” I mouthed back.

Bigger: A White Wife Discovers Size Really Does Matter

As Sophie looked down at her husband's face looking up at her from between her legs, she noticed it. Something different, a look she hadn't seen before. She couldn't quite place her finger on it. Fear? Terror? Disgust?

And then it hit her. He hated the taste of cum just as much as she did!

And for a moment, just a split second, she thought about stopping. This was her husband, the man she loved between her legs. And then, as Sophie reached back and wrapped her hand around his little cock she knew she wasn't going to stop. Sophie wanted to cum again. Even though Lucas's big black cock had made her cum multiple times that night, she wanted to cum again.

She wanted her husband to make her cum with his mouth the way his cock never could.

Sophie had experienced Bigger. And now she knew. Size really does matter.
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