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Emma and Bill Need a Real Bull

In the years that I have been a bull for cheating wives, or wives in open relationships, as well as cuckold couples, nothing was as erotic as the couple I met online last month. They are a professional, upper middle class couple that was just dipping their toes into cuckoldry.

Bill and Emma were frustrated with the flakes and posers who lurk in Reddit cuck subs and in chat rooms. As we posted back and forth, I had come to learn that their hopes had been dashed many times by these charlatans. Bill told me that he and Emma had a serious talk about giving up on making their fantasies a reality.

I told Bill that just he and I should meet and see how things pan out, before considering whether I was a good fit for Emma. He was impressed that I wasn't like the others who were interested in sending dick pics and jacking off to stories about their fantasies.

When we met at a bar downtown, what I wasn't ready for was how good looking the guy is. Bill is no physical slouch. At 5'11" and 200 lbs, he is definitely a gym rat. But for his full, dark beard and my blonde, clean-cut locks, we could be brothers. Each of us has a chiseled jaw, six pack abs and a friendly smile.

I found out that Bill is an entrepreneur who runs a few small companies that keep him pretty busy traveling. Emma has a high libido and the subject of her taking a lover while he is away, came up one night after sex. From there it evolved to fantasies of him watching her with an able lover or her sending a video while he is on one of his work trips where she fucks herself with a large dildo and tells him how good her new boyfriend is.

We had a few beers and talked about how watching Emma having sex with a strong male partner would be a refreshing loss of control for him. For Emma, she gets off when they role-play about her coming home from a date and treating Bill to a warm creampie.

The two initiated scenarios where she would call him by various names as though he was the alpha she was cheating with. Once Bill would blast his load inside Emma, she would offer it to him as part of his forced "clean up" duties. He told me that, while Emma likes being dominated in bed, she found it very hot to then see Bill's submissive side and to have her role in that as well.

They were both more than ready to find a bull, but it just wasn't working out. When it was time to leave, Bill asked if I could meet them for drinks on Friday, where Emma could make a decision about me, herself. He would green light me but her input was necessary. I asked Bill what Emma likes to drink and he said that she prefers strawberry daiquiris. I was happy to take him up on his offer for the three of us to meet, and formulated a plan based on what was discussed.

On Friday night, I arrived early to secure a booth with bench seating on each side. I told the male server that I would wait for my guests to arrive before ordering. Bill and Emma entered right on time, were greeted by the server, and escorted to our seats near the back of the bar. I was standing as Bill, Emma and our server approached.

Emma is much smaller than I had expected, having only seen a few pictures of her online in scant attire. Her bright smile while she eyed me up and down was a good sign. Emma is about 5'1", can't be more than a hundred pounds, and barely a B cup. She too, is in great physical form and was happy to show her petite body off in a yellow, virtually see through, summer dress. Emma's light pink nipples and areolas made lovely circles through the gauzy material. The hem was mid-thigh, and I was a bit excited that there was no semblance of panties to be seen as she walked toward me.

"Hi, Emma," I began, offering a polite peck on her cheek, and cut in between her and Bill to guide her into my bench. Her baby blue eyes met mine and she readily slid along the bench. Emma was blushing as I winked at Bill and shook his hand. "Nice to see you again, Bill." He grinned back and took his seat opposite his wife while I slid in close to her; the server looked mildly confused.

"Can I get you folks a drink?"

I spoke before Bill could, placing my right arm around Emma's waist. "The lady will have a strawberry daiquiri, and I will have a Stella." The server scrawled down the order, and took the time to look at their wedding rings while noting that I did not wear one. I added, "And her husband will have..." I looked at Bill intently, seeing his face flush, and listened as he stammered.

"Uhh, um, Bud Lite." He had a deer in the headlights look, but then relaxed a little.

Emma stifled a giggle and placed her left hand on my right thigh, just above the knee, while the guy finished writing our order down, and left. The smell of her long, auburn hair was pleasantly sweet. My fingers rested on the hollow of smooth skin just to the side of Emma's belly button, where my touch sensed her nervous breathing.

Bill leaned toward us, and said, "Jesus, that was freaky. Did you see the look on his face?" His own face was beet red at my taking control of his wife.

"Is this what you want, Bill?" I teased, pulling his willing wife into me and allowing my hand to fall to Emma's hip, to verify the lack of panties. My dick pulsed at Emma's willingness to play along.

"Well, you don't have to let EVERYONE know," he said, in a loud whisper.

At the same tome, Emma leaned in and reminded Bill, "His face? Did you see the look on yours? I thought you were going to pee your pants when the waiter saw Michael take me away from you!" She was getting right into this. With that, I kissed Emma full on the lips and she kissed right back.

Bill could only stare at his wife's wanton act. Just as Emma finished kissing me, she let out a moan, and it was Bill's turn to wonder what else was going on. Then he saw my right hand fully cupping his wife's breast through her dress. I rolled my thumb and index finger over the pale nub, to bring it to full blossom.

"And this, Bill. Are you sure you are ready for this?" He nodded slowly as I spoke. "And for whatever it takes to make Emma happy tonight?" I saw it in his eyes as he checked in with Emma; that moment of clarity where this was no longer role-play and he knew it. Bill's licking the dryness from his lips, plus an obvious gulp of his throat, was all I needed to proceed.

I relaxed my grip on Emma's breast and felt her hand sliding higher along my slacks. I knew from experience that dick pics don't have the same effect as the anticipation of finding out what a hung bull really has to offer. She kissed me once more when her small fingers followed the length of my nearly seven inches of manhood that was trying to expand beneath my clothes.

My right hand glided down the short path to Emma's dress hem and let my fingers drift to the smoothness of her inner thigh. Emma stared into her husband's eyes and her lips made an "O" shape will my hand rose to her warmest place. When I felt how wet Emma was even before I touched her vulva, I knew she was all-in. Two fingers entered Emma, and she leaned forward to grasp Bill's hand. Her eyes told him that I had penetrated her.

The server returned and dropped off our drinks, but was too busy to notice Emma's left hand exploring my confined and building tumescence under the table. When Emma spoke aloud, "He's at least as big as you, babe," I thought the server might drop the entire tray of drinks.

Bill looked at the server, then grinned and looked to me, but I was thinking that finally I found a cuck who wasn't a pathetic micro-dicked loser whose wife was unsatisfied with what he has to offer. Apparently, Bill is a man who can compete but doesn't want to; he is here for her pleasure, without the need to be the one who gives it to her. Bill held Emma's hand tightly as a wave of pleasure washed over her cute face.

Bill softly replied, "I think Michael likes what you have as well."

I took a large sip of my beer and held my glass out. "Cheers, Bill," I offered aloud and we clinked our glasses and sipped again. When I removed my hand from inside her, Emma took hold of it and passed my glistening fingers across the table to her husband.

"Look what Michael is doing to me, babe!" Bill looked around to ensure no one else could see what he was about to do. Then he leaned in and licked Emma's juices from my first and second fingers.

Emma held her glass out to us and said, "Here is to a new chapter in our marriage." Emma sipped from her glass with one hand, and despite the din of conversations around us, the sound of my zipper being lowered was heard by all of us. Bill's eyes confirmed the sound he heard, and I thought I heard a soft moan come from him.

I took a long drink of my beer and set down the empty glass, while Emma fished out my cock. Poor Bill just squirmed and watched what he could see of Emma's upper arm while she manipulated my shaft from my underwear, beneath the table.

"Oh, he is much thicker, though," said Emma, slowly stroking my cock. "I want him in my mouth."

Without missing a beat, I offered, "Well, drink up you two, and we can go somewhere to do that. If that is what you want, Bill." Bill looked at his beer, not having even taken more than a sip from it, while he had witnessed Emma's falling hard for me. Meanwhile, Emma placed the straw in her mouth and sucked all of the red, slushy drink in one smooth slurp.

Bill realized we were now waiting for him and gurgled down most of his beer and pushed the glass to the side. Just then, the server arrived and scanned the table, seeing the empty glasses. "Can I get you something else?" he asked.

I was sliding out from the bench as he spoke, taking Emma's hand and guiding her out. My fly was still unzipped but Emma had, at least, put my dick back inside. "No, I think I have all that I need." The server gawked at my open zipper and our holding hands. He peered at Bill to see what his reaction was to all of this. I looked at Bill and added, "You're welcome to stay, and have another if you like. Your wife and I will be in my car."

Bill turned crimson once more and stammered, "Uhhh, no. I'm g-g-good. I'm coming."

"Well, be a good lad and pay the tab then." I said, over my shoulder as Emma placed her arm around my hip; my hand was firmly planted on Emma's ass for anyone to see. We left him behind to settle the bill and made our way to the sidewalk.

"How am I doing?" I asked Emma.

"Oh, my God, you have me so wet! I've never seen Bill so unnerved. I bet he has a boner like never before!"

"Yes, I like how wet you are already, and we haven't really done anything."

I had the good sense to have my Cadillac Escalade parked right outside the bar, and had Emma climbing into the backseat when Bill came outside. I tossed him the keys unannounced and he fumbled a bit to catch them. "You're driving. You know your way home. Emma wants some private time." I turned and followed her into the roomy backseat. Her skirt no longer covered her vulva, and she made no attempt to cover up.

Bill walked around, got in and pushed the start button and the machine revved up. He hooked his seatbelt and peered at us in the rearview mirror. "Take the scenic route," I commanded, and leaned into Emma for a wet kiss; my fingers delved into the crease between her thighs and one finger slid easily between her slippery folds.

Bill witnessed his wife's head move down my chest and out of his view in the mirror, but needed to concentrate on avoiding the busy traffic around us. She made sure to get my pants down to my knees and make enough slurping noises that Bill would know exactly what was going on. Each time she made her way to the tip of my cock, her lips suctioned hard so as to make a popping noise as she released me.

My fingers, meanwhile, parted Emma's folds and entered the sodden vestibule while her hips humped at the welcome sensations. When Emma came up for air, she rested her head against my chest and asked Bill, "How are you doing up there, babe?"

"I am so fucking hard right now, Em!"

"Pull over for a minute," she demanded. The SUV nearly screeched to a halt on a side street. When it stopped, his wife pulled herself up between the seats, right next to his right ear. Emma looked down to see that Bill already had his cock out as well. She offered in a low voice, "Make sure you don't cum. You know how you aren't as eager to do be adventurous, once you've cum." I saw him flush once more at an obvious inside joke between them.

My hands roamed over the petite, rounded globes of Emma's backside, beneath the filmy dress. She pulled a bit more forward and whispered next to Bill's cheek, "Kiss me." His head turned to the side and I enjoyed the intensity of their tongue play, knowing that Bill would taste the musk and salt that my dick left in Emma's mouth. They kissed for a long few moments before she relaxed back into our seat again.

"Okay, get us home," Emma said firmly.

Bill put the car into drive again and I asked, "How much longer until we get to your house?"

"Maybe fifteen minutes," came the answer from the front.

I placed my mouth next to Emma's ear and whispered, "Have you ever sucked on Bill's balls?"

"Yes," came a quick whispered reply.

"Have you ever rimmed him?"

She pressed her lips near my ear, kissed it softly and answered, "No. He is more into doing that to me than I am to him. I don't let him do butt stuff." Bill's eyes checked back, unable to discern what we might be whispering about.

"I'm going to say some things but you don't have to do any of them. He just needs to think you would do them with me but not with him, okay?" Emma's face widened into an evil grin, and answered only with an excited nod.

"Show me how bad you want it, Emma," I said, loud enough for Bill to hear. His eyes darted at the mirror to see Emma go down on me once more. Again, she made loud noises for Bill's benefit, and I guided her up and down. I shucked my one leg out of my pants and underwear, and leaned against the passenger door while Emma struggled to take my entire cock.

"Oh, yeah! Lick those balls, girl. Daddy loves that!" Immediately, Emma went down there, holding my cock straight up as she gently sucked one ball in. She rolled her tongue all around and then moved to the other one. "Fuck yeah, stroke it while you suck 'em! Oh, God, you are so hot!"

Emma became like an animal and I rewarded her by lifting her sundress up over her beautiful bare ass, gave it a loud slap, and ran my finger back and forth over her tight, pink sphincter. She ground her ass into me while laving my balls with saliva. My fingers slipped further into the sopping groove of her pussy.

I raised my ass off the seat and he could see my awkward posture. "Jesus! She's a rimmer, Bill! Good girl, eat that ass!" Bill's worried eyes filled the mirror and I made a face of pure bliss. What I wasn't ready for, was that Emma began to follow my lead! Her tongue grazed my rosebud and she nervously licked my sweaty ass. I moaned out loud and pushed my finger further around to push it in her sopping wet slit.

"Mmmmm," she said, and followed that with a muffled, "I'm cumming!!" I diddled her clit while her tongue fucked my asshole. Bill recognized her gasps and it was all I could do not to cum all over her head and hair. I pulled her hair, and once her climax ebbed, I brought her back up to lean into my chest.

"Oh, you are so going to get all of my dick when we get home!" Bill could see the look of satisfaction on Emma's face in the mirror. "Jesus, Bill! You didn't tell me what a live wire you married! You are a very lucky man." It was Bill's turn to look nervously pleased. I slid Emma's dress back in place and soon after, we pulled into their driveway.

Bill led the way, opening the front door for us. "Can I get you a drink? he asked.

I smiled and answered, "No, man. I'm drunk enough." His wife kissed me hard, and stabber her tongue into my mouth.

"What about you, Emma?"

She finished kissing me and offered, "Make me something strong. I think I need to lose some inhibitions."

Bill responded curtly, "Haven't you lost some already?" I could sense that Emma rimming me might have crossed the line for him, just as I had hoped. I know well the need to usurp both control and confidence from the cuck if I want to claim the alpha position. Bill walked to the bar and took out two glasses and poured two very tall Jack Daniels.

Emma's eyebrows furled, but before she could answer, I whispered, " Let me handle this."

Bill returned and handed his wife her Jack just as I was sitting her down on the loveseat. "Sit," I said, calmly, pointing to the lounger next to us.

"Bill, I've been doing this a while. You seem upset." He took a sip and rolled the highball glass in his hands. Emma stayed silent.

"Well, how would you feel if your wife never did something that you've always wanted her to, and in minutes goes right for it with a stranger?"

"I know. I know. Bill, It's like a drug, and when this drug wears off, Emma will be yours once again, okay? You'll see."

Bill was jittery; he knew he had fantasized about this, but couldn't have predicted the gut punch that comes with witnessing Emma totally submitting to another man. He was clearly in a full-blown state of cuckold angst - standing on the precipice of risk and reward. "I know. You're right." He sat back a bit, trying to relax.

"Emma," I said solemnly, "What is going to happen right after I leave?"

Emma reached across and gently touched Bill on his knee and said, "Baby, I will be yours right after. I promise. We've talked about this. Just give into the fun for a while. Michael has been such a gentleman."

Bill took another sip, as did Emma. "I know, Em. It's just harder than I thought."

I interjected. "Bill, I am going home tonight. You never have to invite me back if you don't want to. I am here because Emma AND you want me here. I'm not here to take her from you. And if it turns out that tonight is only a one time thing, then thank you for trusting me with Emma this once."

Emma took over. "We don't have to do anything tonight, babe. We can stop right now if you want." Her soft gestures confirmed her words.

Bill took a long drink that emptied his glass. "Fuck, no. We've come this far. I'm okay. You're having fun. This is all just such a mind fuck!"

Emma stood up and said, "Get another drink and get comfortable." She turned to face me and reached up on her toes to kiss me. Our tongues flicked while I reached around to unbutton her sundress. Bill refilled his glass and watched Emma's dress fall to the floor from where he stood at the bar, leaving her naked as a bird. He gawked as my hands caressed Emma's small, velvety soft ass cheeks.

Emma unbuckled my pants and dropped to her knees. She unzipped me and slid my slacks down to reveal my cock-filled boxers. Bill returned to where we were while Emma's thumbs hooked my underwear off my hips, revealing my thick member to both of them. Just as he started to sit, Emma grabbed his belt buckle and pulled him next to me.

Bill set his drink on a side table and watched his wife pull his pants and underwear off as well. She had my cock in one hand and his hard cock in the other. He is well over six inches, but with a more wiener-like girth. Mine is barely a cockhead longer, but wide enough around that Emma's tiny hand can't quite get the finger and thumb to meet as she strokes me.

Emma stretched her mouth over my cock knob while slowly jacking her husband. My right hand played with Emma's pale pink nipple and bumpy areola. Precum poured down Bill's knob and he took hold of his wife's hand to pull it away. In a low voice, he told her, "You need to stop or I will cum."

Emma looked up at him, withdrew her lips from my dick and said, "Just sit and watch." Bill did as told and watched from the lounger behind her while Emma went back to work on me. I ran my fingers through her long blonde hair as she fellated me. I then took hold of Emma's alabaster cheeks and parted them so Bill could enjoy the sight of his wife's tight pucker. That was all that he needed to lose his insecurities.



It wasn't long before he was down on his belly, feasting on Emma's anus while her and my moans filled the room. Her hands took my ass cheeks and drew my shaft deep into her mouth. When I slid a finger into Emma's sloppy pussy hole, the back of it slid against the back of Bill's middle finger.

We double fingered his wife while he ate her ass and she licked my shaft like a lollipop. Her hands pressed into my butt cheeks to guide me to turn away from her. Her thumbs parted my hairy cheeks and her tongue licked the furry crevice between them. I bent over and held my position on the arm of the loveseat so Emma could bury her face in my ass.

Once she began lapping at my ring, she reached one hand behind her to pull her husband into her own sweet bottom. Emma's and my moans filled the air. Nothing gets my cock more rigid than anything touching or entering my ass. All of us were more than ready for the inevitable.

I stood, turned around and took Emma's hand while Bill sat back on his haunches to see what I had in mind. My hands cupped Emma's twenty-five inch waist, and I easily raised her lithe body so her ass was just above my flagpole.

"Guide it in, Bill," I said, gently. A second later, his right hand fisted my shaft and I lowered his wife onto it until my helmet peeled her rubbery folds apart. My thick knob couldn't get past the small round muscles guarding her vestibule. Emma tried to assist by rotating her hips, while Bill wet the knob by sliding it up and down Emma's pussy lips. Despite her liquid readiness, my thickness was just too much to take.

"We need lube," I announced, my arms embracing Emma's small torso and large hands savoring her smooth as cheeks.

"Baby, go get the lube!" commanded Emma. I watched Bill run up the stairs wearing only his shirt, two and three at a time, and just pulled his wife into my chest until he returned. We glided tongues in the other's mouth for a few seconds.

"I think Bill's better now," whispered Emma, smiling all the while. With the length of my cock now nestled between her globes, Emma's hips glided back and forth gently along its length, making a slimy trail as she did.

When Bill returned, I raised Emma's fine ass higher and called out, "Use lots. Get it everywhere. Bill drizzled so much over my shaft that the honey pitter-pattered onto the carpet below. I felt his fist roll up and down my length a few times to slather the liquid along my entire shaft. "Lots on her, too," I added. Bill squirted more into the palm of his hand and soaked Emma's vulva in the slippery fluid.

"God, Emma, you've never been more wet!" He then held my dick by the root and pointed the blood red tip straight up, so he could watch me impale his tiny wife upon it. This time, with Emma's gyrations, and with the liberal oil applied, friction eased enough that my dick actually made a light plopping sound as it entered the warmth of Emma's baby oven. Bill sat back on his haunches, marveling at how the pliable ring of Emma's pussy flesh stretched downward at each painfully slow withdrawal; only to stretch back inside her as I plunged more deeply with every push.

Emma began to make songful moans as both my speed and depth increased with her acceptance. Soon, my blonde pubes would bristle against Emma's stretched labia, yet her mournful sounds were more from intrusion and fullness, and not from tickles of pubic hair.

A sloshing sound added to her moans of delight, and as her noises began to crescendo, only I could know what would come next. Only I had experienced what an overfilled pussy will inevitably experience, and it was clear by her clinging, grasping fingers around my body that something unnatural was building inside her.

Bill watched in awe from his position as more and more seepage began to spill from our union. When Emma buried her face in my neck, and cried a wailing song, I felt it and Bill gazed at Emma's explosive, convulsive spray of juices that soaked our thighs and rained down between us. Her lithe legs shuddered as a torrent of juice showered the carpet below.

"Oh. Ohhhh. Oh, FUCK!" were the only words she could convey. I continued my firm grip on her hips and forced her to experience the entire breadth and width of her G-spot climax by continuing my thrusts as deeply as able.

Bill said softly, "Jesus Christ," and watched his wife's body melt in ecstasy before him.

Emma's convulsive muscles did much more than just energize her orgasm. They milked my cock like the firm hand of a farmer on the udder of a cow. My moans and grunts were a countdown to my own release. "Fuck! Where do I cum," I announced, respectful that we hadn't discussed this earlier.

Thrusting at and impacting the tender protrusion of Emma's cervix, her response was stuttered. "In. Inside...side me!" she proclaimed aloud. "I'm fixed." Millions of babies were instantly injected into Emma's vagina with the next five or six thrusts, bathing her insides in my milky white ejaculate. Bill witnessed the appearance of my slurry each time my shaft retreated from Emma's depths, slathering my shaft in our mixed fluids.

My thighs were on fire from supporting both of our weights through this grueling but delightful fuck. Emma's kisses adorned my neck and throat. In time, my pace slowed and our heavy breaths abated. My hands gently lifted Emma up until my softened cock flopped from her labia, and hung freely. Her faucet dripped onto the hardwood floor and Emma stared down between our bodies to see my semen dribbling down and puddling on the floor.

I set my lover onto the loveseat and kissed her forehead. I moved to where my clothes were piled and quietly asked, "Can I use your shower? I know you two need some time."

Emma raised her knees and both of them observed small burps of bubbly semen spit from her gaped opening. Bill, captivated by the erotic scene before him, offered, "Sure," without looking away, "First left at the top of the stairs."

As I bent down to retrieve my pants and underwear, I heard Emma speak in a soft tone. "I'm ready. Do you want your turn now?" As Bill silently moved to her, Emma added matter-of-factly, "It's going to be very creamy in there." For a second, I thought he might have the urge to go down on Emma and complete their original fantasy. I hesitated, taking a peek over my shoulder.

Instead, Bill greedily tugged on Emma's ankles so she could receive his more than willing cock while on her back in the loveseat. On my way up the stairs, I recalled another cuck who described reclaiming his wife after me cumming inside her as, "it was like putting my dicklet into a jar of warm, creamy yogurt". Ah, the things you remember when life is good.

In the twenty seconds it took to climb the stairs, I heard the unmistakable grunt of male release and I wasn't surprised at all. I looked back down to see Bill collapse onto his wife's chest. Her arms soothed him in his recovery, and for a moment, Emma's eyes met mine, and she looked totally sated.

Stepping out of the bathroom following my shower, I saw that my cock was already semi-hard, and normally I would be willing to easily pound out another round into whoever it was I had just finished round one with, but Bill and Emma weren't quite ready for that. At the top of the stairs, I saw the two entwined on the loveseat; clothes still strewn all over the living room. I descended the stairs and walked to the front door, rather than to where they reclined.

"I won't bother you two. I very much enjoyed the evening, so I will leave it to you whether we are a good fit," I offered softly. As I turned the doorknob, I said to Bill, "You know how to get hold of me."

Both looked my way, and Emma raised her hand to offer a friendly wave. I closed their front door quietly behind me and strode down the driveway to my Escalade. I had no doubt I would hear back from them soon.


Emma and Bill Need a Real Bull Ch. 02

I was pulling into my driveway after my first meeting with Emma and her husband, Bill, when my phone rang from an unidentified caller. I shut off the engine and answered while still in the driver's seat.

"Hi, Michael, it's Emma." My face beamed with pride.

"Hi, Emma! How did you get my number?" I said with fake curiosity, as if I didn't know.

"I told Bill that I wanted it - to thank you for an interesting evening."

"Was Bill happy that you wanted my number for yourself? So that we can talk whenever you like?"

Emma answered playfully, "Well, yes. But I told him that it doesn't matter what he wants, because you have awakened something in me that I want to continue." It was obvious to me that Bill had to be next to Emma for her to be talking so bravely. She is clearly the dominant personality and this is just a part of their dynamic.

"Aw, that is good to hear Emma. Are you calling me from your bedroom? On speaker phone, by chance?"

"How did you know that?!!"

"I just figured that with poor Bill having been so excited that he came inside you in literally less than a minute, you may have wanted to take it to the bedroom for some more play. You are such a vibrant sexual being that his quick little squirt wouldn't be enough for you, even after our own play."

"Michael, I am very impressed. You really seem to have a sense of how people react." I ignored her compliment, changing the subject.

"And, now you have Bill's dick in your hand, and I bet it is responding to our chatting."

I heard both her giggle and his moaning in the background as she answered, "Right again."

I started the car and began driving. "Then my next guess is that you are calling because you are interested in some more fun and Bill wants to be a willing participant."

"Oh, you are good. But I have some bad news. Bill is leaving tomorrow for a work trip for the entire week." Emma's voice was like syrup - sweet and enticing.

"Oh, that is terrible, Emma. How will you ever survive, being so horny and alone?" I do love a willing couple.

"Funny you should ask, Michael. Bill was wondering if you might spend some time looking after me while he is gone. Isn't that right, honey?" The phone jostled around and then Bill answered.

As he spoke, there were sucking sounds, and then Bill tried to convey a simple sentence. "Yes, Michael... oooohhhh... would you please... uuughhh... please take care of Emma for me while I am away?" The sucking noises ended at his question.

"I'm sure I can entertain your wife for you while you are away. Would you like us to video some of our adventures and send them to you?"

"Yes, I'd love that!"

"I think we can accommodate you, Bill. But, I do have a question for you?"

I sensed his gut turning as he awaited my thought. "Bill, you mentioned to me before we met, that you and Emma role played her forcing you to eat her out after another man came inside her. I noticed on my way up the stairs that your wife didn't force you to do that. Were you happy just to experience Emma's well used pussy tonight?"

"God, yes! That was very exciting! Truly amazing feeling!"

"So, Emma, did it occur to you to push your husband's head between your thighs and make him eat my delicious cream pie?"

Emma quickly responded. "Fuck, yeah. I just wasn't sure that he was ready for that."

At that moment, I pulled the Escalade into their driveway and shut off the lights. Even with the streetlight from next door, the tinted windows let little light inside. I continued, "Can I assume you are naked right now, Emma?"

"Yes, of course," was her reply.

"Bill, here is what I want you to do. Get up and go to Emma's dresser. Let me know when you are there." I heard some blankets rustling and then a distant voice from across the room.

"Okay. I am here."

I spoke louder. "Bill, open Emma's panty drawer and have a look through. Tell me which are your favorite."

"She has a number of thongs..."

I interrupted. "No thongs. What else?"

"Mostly bikinis and boy shorts."

"Any patterns on the bikinis?"

I could hear the excitement in Bill's voice. "There are some stripes, and polka dots, and pictures of animals..."

"STOP! What kind of animals?"

"One is a lioness, one is a kitten."

"Go over and put those ones with the kitten on Emma and send her down to me, just like that. Leave her phone with you, in the bedroom. I am parked in your driveway." Bill noticed a slight tremor in his hands as his wife stepped into her undies. He slid them up Emma's legs and over her hips. The kitten on the front panel had a small curve to its whiskered nose, where the cloth was pulled between Emma's sodden labia.

They kissed a simple kiss, and then Emma practically ran downstairs. She opened the front door and peered up and down the street to ensure no one could see her half-naked body, before making her way to the Escalade. When she opened the front passenger door, I was already seated in the back. "Back here," I said, startling her.

I was reclined against the left rear door, my feet almost touching the right rear door when Emma pulled it open. My phone lit up the interior from where it sat on the console between the front seats. Emma's eyes were wide as she peered in to see my steel hard cock standing straight up and ready for her.

"Climb up here, Emma. Rub that cute kitty all over my fat dick." Bill's wife eagerly entered, closed the door, crawled up my body and squatted atop of my hips. She placed her hands on my chest for balance. Emma looked between her legs and rested the kitten's face at the base of my tumescence, before drawing the cartoon character up the full length of my dick, making my skin damp from her arousal.

I pulled on both of Emma's nipples as they hung from her. Emma moaned and rode the kitty downward so her clit would receive pleasure from the thick vein that she knew would soon deliver another salvo of sperm inside her.

"Just pull kitty to one side, Emma." She reached between her legs and pushed the fabric to the right so that the abundant lips of her sopping labia bathed my dick while she rode up and down my length.

"You better not be jacking off up there, Bill," I warned, as his wife made soft moans at my cock's frottage with her hardened clitty.

"I won't," promised her man, no doubt looking out their bedroom window to look for signs of movement from my car in his driveway below.

"Good. Now, Emma, do you want Daddy's fat dick inside you?" Her cunt continued dragging itself up and down in a more hurried pace, revving up for another deep penetration.

"God, yes!"

"Whose pussy is this, anyway?"

"It's your pussy, Michael. Please! I want your dick inside!"

"Don't tell me. Tell him!"

Her voice was loud and assertive, "Michael owns my pussy now, babe. You know that, right?"

A weaker and strained voice sounded from my phone. "Yes, honey. I know that now."

I continued, "Reach down, Emma. Put it in and ride me!" Bill had to have heard the sloshing sounds that Emma's pussy soon made as she fucked me like it was to be her last time with a dick.

"Oh, fuck! Fuck me, Michael," was Emma's frantic cry. Her body jolted through an orgasm moments later while my hands held Emma's ass firmly, guiding her to a frenzied pace.

"Keep that up, girl. Daddy's going to nut!" Emma slammed her hips hard into mine, and groaned each time she battered her tender cervix with my cock head. "Aww, fuck! You're cumming all over me, Emma! Holy fuck! Like a fountain!" Emma made sounds like no other woman I've been with, and her body was in full seizure mode. My lower torso, cock and thighs were soaking in the warm thin juice that exploded from Emma's G-spot.

Emma's ass slapping into my thighs made splashing sounds as her juices sprayed all over us, as well as my leather seats. I called out, "Fuck! Here I go," and grunted as my cock filled up her already juicy puss with spunk. My hands death gripped Emma's ass so I could expel my alpha seed directly into her spongy cervix. Emma leaned forward and onto my chest while I emptied inside her.

When I felt my dick was dwindling enough that it might fall out, I held Emma tight and rolled us over so she was on her back. When I did fall out, I said, "Wow, I've really made a mess. Take off your wedding rings, Em." She looked up at me as I held out my hand.

She carefully removed her wedding band and diamond and handed them to me. "How about I put them in here for safe keeping?" Emma's eyes grew wide as I placed her diamond into her oozing cunt; it floated on the white mucous.

Emma nodded and I dropped her wedding band on top of the diamond and used my middle finger to push both rings deep into Emma's vagina. I pushed them far below the frothy topping. I pulled her panties back in place. The cartoon kitty became soggy and warm. "Bill can get them now that I'm finished, if he wants them. Now, give me a goodnight kiss and get back to your husband. I'm sure he is waiting for you."

We made our kiss long and wet, and when Emma closed the car door behind her, I picked up my phone and said, "She's all yours, Bill. It's clean up time, buddy... Oh, and enjoy your week away."

A text from Emma just after I arrived back home told me we were in for a fun week.


Emma and Bill Need a Real Bull Ch. 03

About an hour after arriving home, I received an email from Emma with an attachment. She wrote, "Hubby got what he wanted and I got my rings back. Thank you for making this date so special for both of us. I hope you might want to visit while Bill is away in Albuquerque. He leaves tonight for four days. <3 Em"

I opened the attachment, which was a photo from Emma's phone. The camera was placed on her chest, looking down her naked body. Bill's face looked up from between her splayed thighs, his tongue extended. On the tip of Bill's tongue, in a gooey pool of cum, lay Emma's engagement diamond ring that I had pushed inside her pussy before I left.

Bill's full, dark beard was drizzled with splotches, droplets and tendrils of my milky load, from his efforts in retrieving his wife's rings. His hair was disheveled, no doubt from Emma's excited fingers guiding him while he searched for the treasure inside. Bill's face exhibited satisfaction at the consummation of their lusty experience.

I didn't respond right away, and instead called Emma the next morning so as to keep both of them wondering how I might react to the picture she sent. The silence often causes more angst because cucks are often so wrapped up in the moment, they become over thinkers and worriers after. I find it best to keep a cuck on edge whenever possible, and Bill's joy at giving Emma this taboo adventure confirmed his willingness to enter this lifestyle.

I sensed Emma's excitement as we spoke; she offered a quiet dinner for two at their home, but before accepting I changed the subject with, "I very much enjoyed the picture you sent me."

Emma's voice lit up as she responded, "Michael, you knew exactly how to get us to that moment, and once Bill dug out my wedding rings with his tongue, he said he wanted to reclaim me. Bill was so wound up that he was barely able to thrust six times before he came. Bill later told me that when he first pushed his dick into me, I was still so full of your cum that it oozed out all around his cock." Emma's raspy breath as she recounted their interaction told me she must have been as excited that night as Bill had been.

"Well then, it sounds like your husband is ready to experience a long distance session. I think dinner for two would be a way to start." Emma told me she couldn't wait for me to get there.

When I arrived, Emma had chosen a translucent chiffon blouse, buttons done only halfway up; her pink nipples showed there was no bra beneath. Emma wore a pair of silver tights, which sweetly parted her labia, and she didn't mind my long gaze at her sexy goods.

We talked about how well I had pushed their buttons the other night, and how wet she became just knowing I was on my way over. "Did you tell Bill what I told you to?" I asked.

"Yes. He thinks I will be Facetiming him tonight to replay our experience with you from the other night, so he can enjoy a good cum in his hotel room."

"That's my good girl." I placed my arms around her from behind as we walked to the dining room, and Emma sashayed her backside into my still soft bulge. We both felt it come to life while we made our way there. Emma started to get down on her knees, but I grabbed her by her elbow and shook my head, no.

There was no need to hurry through dinner, as my date would only become more aroused through a few glasses of wine and listening to my plan to keep Bill on edge for the next few days.

We retreated to their living room where kisses, light touches and caresses only amplified Emma's need to get fucked. I controlled the pace at every turn; Emma responded with moans and pouts of desperation. She knew what I was doing, and despite the fact that our foreplay had caused the crotch of Emma's leggings to become a dark, wet triangle of rayon, she willingly played the game.

We were still fully clothed when we made our way upstairs. Emma could wait no longer and turned to look up at me as we crossed the threshold to their bedroom. Her eyes begged, and her nose flared while her raspy breathing told of her need for more. I smiled and with a straight face said, "On your knees." Emma nearly fell to the floor, and quickly fumbled with my belt, releasing my slacks to fall to my feet; she was happy to finally be granted permission to touch.

"Where is your phone, Em?" I asked.

"It's in the living room," she said.

"Go get it. You will need it tonight."

I heard a soft "tsk" under her breath. Emma scrambled to her feet, and hurriedly made her way down the hallway to the stairs. I delighted in the sight of her firm buttocks bouncing as she went. In no time, Emma was back in the bedroom and held her phone out to me.

I did not accept it, but reached out and placed a hand on Emma's shoulder to guide back to her knees, in front of me. My cock was nearly erect; its tip peeked above the waistband of my underwear. "Take it out. Bill will want to see what we are up to," I ordered in a calm voice. Emma smiled that mischievous smile of hers; she was more than willing to comply with my every directive.

With the phone awkwardly held in one hand, Emma tugged at my shorts and drew them downward to expose my readiness. She began jacking me with one hand while looking at the screen to capture the close-up of the swollen head of my dick. She clicked the shutter and I held out my hand for the phone.

I said, "Say hello to your husband," and pointed the camera downward. Emma smiled wide as she looked up at me and kissed my cock just below its reddening tip; her bright red lipstick and fingernails contrasted with the pinkish hue of my cock head. After I snapped the pic, Emma took my dick in both hands and applied baby kisses to the spongy helmet. I let her worship her prize without words or gestures, enjoying the wanton look of her face while she fellated and masturbated me in earnest.

After a few moments of intense sucking, I felt Emma bringing me closer to the edge, so I slid my hand behind Emma's neck and took a handful of her shoulder length hair, pulling her up to a standing position. "Are you ready for some dick, Em?"

She nodded, "God, yes." She stood still while I slid my hand down the front of her leggings where her baby smooth labia peeled wide when two fingers intruded. There were no panties to get in the way. Emma's legs were shaking; I thought they might collapse at my touch. I pressed my lips into hers and pushed my tongue inside; a faint salty flavor greeted it. I removed my hand and offered her my sodden fingers; She savored her own feminine flavor until I commanded her to take off her clothes.

Emma quickly unbuttoned her blouse and tossed it aside, then hooked the waistband of her leggings and shimmied them down and off her feet. She reached up and pulled my shirt over my head so that we both were naked, but for my socks.

As Emma pulled me toward the bed, I hesitated. "Show me your lingerie drawer," I said. Emma could not hide her exasperation, but led me to her dresser and opened the top drawer. I looked about the sensuous pastels of yellows and blues, and the deep red and black satins and silks inside.

"Which is Bill's favorite?"

Immediately, Emma pulled out a black body suit and held it up. "Put it on," I demanded. Emma stepped into the one-piece bathing suit style mesh, which was woven with a serpentine pattern; a gauzy nylon that has holes precut for her nipples and pussy slit.

I slid two middle fingers easily through the slit and penetrated Emma's labia once more. They made a sloshing sound as I pushed in and out. "Mmmm, don't stop Michael!'" she uttered; rocking her hips back and forth and buried her head in my furry chest.

"But, it's time for you to call Bill," I countered, withdrawing my fingers. Her groan had just the right tinge of frustration in it. "Get into bed. Here." I patted the pillows where Bill would normally sleep. It is a must for a bull not to just take ownership of the cuckold's wife, but to subjugate him at every turn. Fucking Emma and jizzing all over his side of the bed is one way to mark one's territory, even if he isn't home to be forced to sleep in the wet spot after.

I handed Emma her phone so she could Facetime her husband. Emma sat atop the duvet and piled pillows behind her. She held the phone away from her so that the top of her body suit with her bare nipples could be seen in Bill's viewing window. I stood off to the side so as not to be seen.

Bill's phone only rang once before he answered, and his face lit up seeing Emma wearing his favorite outfit. "Great timing, Em! I just got back to my room a minute ago." His eyes gazed at the lower portion of the screen. "You look very sexy in that, Em!"

"Thanks, Baby. I know it's your favorite."

Bill began unbuttoning his shirt as he spoke. "Just give me a minute and I'll get into bed. It's been a hectic day, but I'm ready for some fun!" He was moving to the bed as he continued. "Thanks for thinking of me; I've been thinking about you all day."

His phone jerked about as he kicked off his shoes, and then Emma said, "Sorry, Sweetie. I don't have time to play, Michael's here. He came over for dinner." Bill's look of pleasure drained away at her words.

"Oh..." said Bill, in a hushed tone.

"Hi, Bill," I said eagerly, as I leaned into the frame. "Doesn't Emma look great? She told me this is your favorite outfit!" Bill had stopped his frenzied movements and just sat on the edge of the bed.

"Yes, Michael. You're right. Emma looks fantastic," said Bill with a hint of sarcasm.

Emma interjected. "Oh, stop it, Billy. We've done this before when you are away. But this time, I won't have to use a toy to get myself off for you. Tonight, I've got the real thing!" Emma grinned as she spoke, knowing that her husband was feeling total denial in the moment. I slid into bed beside Emma.

"Hey, Bill. Emma showed me that picture of you earning your wedding rings back. I take it you enjoyed the task I left for you?"

Bill couldn't hide his pleasure at the memory. "Michael, that was the craziest thing Emma has ever told me to do."

"Well, let's see if we can find something crazier... I'm sure I can come up with an idea."

Emma's thighs rubbed subconsciously as she listened to our banter, knowing the effect it was having on both of them.

I continued, "This isn't crazier, but it will have to do for now. Send him a picture, Em!" Emma tapped the buttons to enter her photos app and clicked on the picture of her on her knees, tonguing my dick. In a moment, we heard the bell on Bill's end, indicating its arrival. He stared intently at the picture of his depraved wife relishing the hardness of their bull.

"There ya go, Buddy, I'll get Emma to keep you up to date when we take breaks." In the moment that Bill's eyes widened at his wife's picture, my hand cupped Emma's left breast while my right thumb tapped the button to end our call.

Emma moaned softly at my gentle tug on her erect nipple. "That was devious," she sighed, handing me her phone.

"And he loves it. I'll bet you he cums in the next minute!"

Emma laughed out loud. "My husband is very much a horn dog, and you keep pushing him to the edge."

Emma pulled back the duvet and shuffled her feet beneath to kick the unwanted blanket and sheet to the foot of the bed. I put one foot on the bed to remove a sock, and then the other. "Get on your knees, Em. Face down, ass up!"

Emma assumed the position before I finished speaking. Her face was buried in a pillow, and both hands reached behind her to spread her ass cheeks wide, exposing her glistening twat and tight sphincter. I moved behind her and gave one ass cheek a firm slap before spanking my cock a few times against Emma's pucker.

Emma was moaning as I guided my rock hard cock up and down her swollen slit, gathering Emma's juices along the way. When I set the tip against Emma's pussy entrance, I asked, "Are you ready?"

Her response was only a whimper and a nod. I entered her in one brisk thrust. I drove my body into hers, collapsing her arched back and hitting home. "Ughhhh!" groaned Emma, her lungs fully exhausted from my weight forcing her into the mattress and my dick jabbing her cervix.

I placed my hands on either side of her petite body and began prone boning my lover in a slow and deliberate fashion. Grunts and moans filled the room while I gave Emma the fat cock for which she had so long craved.

I took her left hand in mine and drew it behind her back, and then Emma offered her right one as well. I gathered both hands in one of mine, and pummeled her pussy hard. Emma arched her head back in submission and grunted each time my groin slapped her cute buttocks.

In good time, I could feel my climax nearing. I pulled out and knelt upright. "What say we take another picture?" Emma rolled onto her back, watching me jack myself off while I took her phone in hand. Emma's right hand began a rhythmic teasing of her clit while I moved up her body and positioned my cock near her chin.

I tapped another button and added, "Even better! A video. Now, take this." I handed Emma her camera and she held it so as to show just her face. Emma said, "It's only been five minutes, Babe. Michael wants to show you something." The video rolled on with only the sound of my hurried breath as I neared climax.

Without warning, shot after shot of my milky mess spewed all over Emma's sweet face and into her auburn hair. She lapped up the string of goo that landed between her upper lip and nose, while I grunted and forced out the last few spurts. My reddened cock head came into view as I used it to smear my load all around Emma's visage, giving Bill's wife a porn star look. Emma kept her tongue extended to taste my jizz as my dick moved about.

Emma blinked one eye, trying to open it fully, but a tendril of cock snot did not allow the lashes to separate. I turned the camera from Emma, to face me. "That's all you get for now, Billy Boy. Sleep well, my friend. I will have your loving wife send you a memento from round two in the morning." I hit the button to end the video.

Emma got up and left for the washroom to clean up her cum splattered face. When she returned, I had her climb atop so I could eat her to her first orgasm of the night, through the slit in her sultry suit. It is no wonder Bill loves Emma's outfit, as the good parts are so easily accessed. We cuddled for a bit before I revealed my plan for our next date. It would require tearing a new hole in her body suit.

Emma and I went four rounds on the first night that Bill was away, taking more pictures and videos. She is the first woman to have fully exhausted me; normally the wife will succumb to multiple orgasms and a sore pussy, but Emma has true sexual stamina. As we lay in bed following our last round, I offered, "It's no wonder that your husband can't keep up with you."

Emma beamed with pride. "Actually, for years, I've had a love affair with my sex toys. Bill has no idea how often they've served me, but now I don't need them. I've got you instead."

I had Emma call Bill as I was showering, and tell him that, in order to see the video we took of our second round of the evening, Bill must set his phone up so he can jack himself off for her while he tells her what he fantasized what we did for round two.

I wanted her husband to have post nut clarity when he viewed his wife letting me paint her face with cum, and then seeing Emma impaling herself again and again on my thick tool. Even I was impressed with the intensity of our kisses while Emma bounced up and down on my steel hard dick. She was more than hungry for cock, and took it all like a champ.

I took my time in the shower, giving them enough time to complete finish up. When I returned, Emma was just putting her phone on charge at the night table. "Well, Em, how did he do?"

"Oh, God Michael! He was like a horny teenager again. His dick was leaking like a sieve when we connected. He asked how it was with you, and how many times did I cum. I told him I wasn't allowed to say anything until he did what he was told to do."

"And...?" I asked, seeing the delight on Emma's face.

"He said he pictured us 69ing in my bed and that I was rimming you again. He imagined you fisting me while I ate your hairy ass, until I juiced all over your hand. Bill barely got those words out before he told me he was about to cum. I told him, 'Yeah, that's it! Cum all over the floor, Billy! Spill that useless seed. I've got all the cock I need right here.' He came so goddamned hard!"

"It sounds like your cuck is ready for our live show tomorrow night, eh Em?"

Emma leaned in and kissed me. "Yes, I'm sure we both are. Are you sure you don't want to stay the night, Michael?"

I replied, "We have plenty of time for sleepovers when your husband returns." Emma's eyes lit up at the thought of going to that next level.

"You know best, Michael. What do you want me to wear tomorrow for you?"

"I want you to wear the same body suit as tonight. We will make a real mess of it, and save Bill's favorite outfit for him when he gets home."

On my way out the door, I told Emma to call Bill and let her cuck know that I had a special surprise for both of them when she and I resumed our fun. He was to be in his room and naked at eight o'clock if he wanted to be allowed to see the show. Emma was also to advise Bill that he was also not allowed to initiate communication with either of us in advance for the rest of the week, otherwise he would have to wait until he got home for any more updated pictures or videos. Emma promised to call Bill after I left and give him those orders.

Next afternoon, Emma had dinner waiting when I got to their home from work, and greeted me with a kiss. I asked her how she thought her husband was enjoying their new role as hotwife and cuck.

"I think Bill loves that the power dynamic is such a mind fuck. He knows that I am still his, except for the times when you want me. I feel it when I see the look of acceptance on his face when you or I set a limit on him."

We had a nice light dinner and a few drinks before the clock showed nearly eight PM.

I told Emma to go get changed into her body suit and come back down stairs. She wasn't long getting changed and returned smelling of lavender, yet her body suit smelled of salt and pussy and sex. I led us into the kitchen where I had set up a tripod to mount Emma's phone by the back door of their home, which opens into the kitchen.

Emma's face changed from confusion to excitement in an instant. "We are going to do it here?"

I didn't hide my pride. "Well, you know, the bedroom can get boring. And, soon there won't be a room in your house that won't remind Bill of one of our exploits." I set the phone on the tripod and added, "Now, it's time to bring Bill into the game. Give him a call."

Emma pecked at the display and soon we heard the sound of Bill's phone ringing. We had taken up a position at the kitchen table, with my arm around Emma's shoulder and my hand covering her modest B-cup breast, through the slit that laid her nipple bare. Bill appeared on the screen in his hotel bed, naked and erect. He smiled and offered, "Hi Michael. Hi, Em!"

Emma asked, "How was your day, Sweetie?"

Bill was toying with his aroused member while he spoke. "Geez, Em, I thought the work day would never end. All I could think about was what I might see tonight. Did you and Michael spend the day together?"

Before Emma could answer, I spoke up, telling an outright lie that was all part of the game. "Not all day, Bill. I did take your wife to that sex store on Davis Street. You know that one, don't you?" I didn't wait for a response, before continuing.

"I had Em find us a reasonable replica of your cock. She did a pretty good job, I think." I reached into a bag and pulled out a rubber cock that had molded veins and a realistic helmet at its tip. It was pretty much the same length, six-inches or so, and was about as slender as her husband. I handed it to Emma and she held the base of it by its realistic formed balls, and slowly jacked it with her other hand.



I wanted something as near to his size so as not to demean Bill, but something that would allow him to see the scene as though he were someone witnessing the three of us in the act of cuckolding.

Emma continued her seductive play with the rubber toy while I set the stage.

"Bill, I want you to imagine that you are a neighbor or friend who often drops by and normally just knocks and walks in through the back door. And, in front of you, there are three people; the beautiful Emma, her handsome lover who has been beckoned to please Emma in front of her very excited husband, and the husband himself - who will be played by our rubber friend here."

Emma smiled, raised the toy, and then moved it down her body to just above her aching clit. Fluid drooled from the head of Bill's cock, and onto his index finger as his fist wrapped around his six inches of awakened manhood.

I went on, "And as you watch them you are about to find out that your very close friend and his wife are not the vanilla couple you thought them to be." Bill's eyes went wide as Emma lowered the rubber dick and parted her sweet pussy lips. She savored the excited look on Bills face.

I moved Emma to the counter next to the sink and said, "Oh, look, Emma wants her husband inside her." All was silent as Emma plunged the phallus inside her, as her legs parted while she leaned her back against the counter.

"But what about me, Emma?" I asked as I unbuckled my belt and let my pants and underwear fall to my feet." Of course, Emma knew where this was going, and turned around, resting her head and one elbow on the countertop.

Her right hand now had the cock fully inserted and her fingertips slid the toy easily in and out of her slippery pussy. The gauze of her body suit stretched across her nice round buttocks.

"Ohhh," I moaned, walking between her wide stretched feet and placing my semi-erect cock against the meshed cloth, between Emma's cheeks. "Do you want me in your pussy, up against your husband's cock, Em?" I teased.

Emma looked back at me and at her husband who intently gazed at our naughty play. She called out, "No! You are too big to fit in here with Billy. He's big enough. The two of you would tear me apart." I love how Emma knows just what to say and when.

I slapped my hard cock against Emma's ass cheeks and asked, "So, where then, my love?"

Emma gazed into my eyes and offered, " Make a new hole in my tights!"

I feigned confusion. "You want me in your ass? But even Bill has never been allowed to enter there." I looked to the screen on the phone, and as Emma nodded, I said, "Is that alright with you, Bill? Should I be the one to give Emma that first experience? Should I give Em what she wants?"

Bill's right hand gripped his cock like a vice, stroking so quickly I feared he might go off any second. Emma spoke up at Bill with a needy look in her face; her own hand fucking her wet pussy with the rubber cock. "I'll let you fuck ke there when you come home, Baby. I promise. I just need Michael in there right now."

My cock was beginning to ooze precum in the short silence that at the time seemed interminable. Bill broke the quiet with, "If that is what you want, Em. Yes, Michael, give her what she wants." I let go of my dick and slid both thumbs between Emma's thighs to hook each side of the back edge of the slit formed in her body suit at her pussy.

I parted my hands quickly and ripped the slit violently so that it tore almost all the way up to the waistband. Emma's full, round buttocks appeared, and the pink pucker of her anus lay bare. I looked to the camera just as Bill's cock exploded. He groaned aloud as semen spilled all over his hand and down to his thighs.

"Oh, my God," exclaimed Emma. "We haven't even started yet!"

"Jesus," said Bill in a low tone, watching his jizz continue to spill as his orgasm overtook him. "Keep going," he said, and looked for something to wipe himself down with.

I looked back to Emma, and she at me, smiling wide. I had overlooked one thing in my planning - lube - that was a long way from where we stood. I gathered saliva in my mouth and formed a large spitball, which dropped directly onto the head of my cock. That, and its mix with my precum would have to do. I placed my cock against her anal orifice.

"No!" shouted Emma, drawing out her dildo. "I'm soaked. Just put it in me." I looked down to see the glistening toy exit Emma's body, and I easily slid inside her sopping wet pussy. My cock made a sloshing noise for the five or so full, deep strokes that were all that was necessary to lube my pole up.

When I pulled my thick meat out, it was just as shiny as her toy, and I placed my cock head against Emma's bunghole. From the phone, Bill called out, "I... I can't. Call me later, when you're done, Em," and with that, Bill ended our FaceTime call. Our fun had been too much for him to bear.

Emma looked to her phone and then back toward me. "What just happened," she begged, her face marked in confusion. Without entering her, I leaned forward and whispered in her ear.

"It's nothing but true cuckold angst, my love." His orgasm had brought him past the height of voyeuristic passion, and into the realization that he is hundreds of miles from his wife and unable to stop this vivid, surreal event. Bill's orgasm just flushed a load of dopamine into his brain, but as that chemical ebbs, cortisol takes over and all of the horrible thoughts of what could go wrong flit about his brain.

"He will be fine. The best thing you can do is to just enjoy the fun. I will go easy." I moved back into position, pushed my left thumb along my shaft from root to tip, and wiped the accumulated juices against Emma's wonderfully snug pucker.

Emma gave me her anal virginity right then. In a matter of a minute or so, I was able to get her to relax enough to take most of my length and breadth. Fortunately for both of us, her tight little hole brought me to climax very quickly - before we could overdo it and cause Emma days of pain.

Emma called Bill after we were done for the night, and asked if he was okay.

"I am if you are," came his reply. He had lay there worried that our play might have been too much for Emma to handle. "I think I might come home a little early, if that's okay." She told Bill that she was fine with him returning home prematurely.

After she got off the phone with Bill, I explained to Emma that his angst was now replaced with a need to reclaim her, and we could cool things down with him until Bill got back. Emma sent Bill a follow up text that she would wait until he got home before she and I would play anymore, and he seemed relieved at that idea.

Since Bill had done the Park-And-Fly thing when he left, he advised that his plane would get in around eight AM the next morning; he would be home around nine o'clock.

When he drove down their street, he was relieved to see that only Emma's car was in the driveway, and not mine. He pulled his car in next to hers, and opened the trunk to retrieve his luggage. When Bill closed the trunk lid, he was startled to find his next-door neighbor, Mrs. Kravitz, standing right next to him.

Ava Kravitz and her husband, Walter, is a very quiet, retired couple that has lived on the street for many years. She is always peering out her window to see what goes on in the neighborhood. Until that moment, Bill had never considered that my appearance at their home while he was away might be a problem.

"Oh, uh, hello Ava," he said.

The slight, weak looking old lady leaned in and replied in a hushed tone, "William, there has been a strange car in your driveway while you have been away. I thought you should know."

Bill attempted to respond but she added, "I mean, it's none of my business but he is a very handsome man, and, well, I knew you were away..." Her words gave Bill enough time to come up with something to explain it all to her.

"Oh, that. You see, Ava, Michael is an old friend from college, who has had some business in town and we let him use our guest room while he is here, He actually arrived last weekend, so I knew he would be in and out all week." Bill recognized his double entendre as Ava replied.

"Yes, I saw him coming and going in the middle of the night last weekend." Bill wondered how it was possible that his neighbor would even have been up that late to see me return for a second time on that first night. She might even have seen Emma run out to my Escalade to have sex with me in their driveway.

Bill patted her shoulder lightly and assured Mrs. Kravitz with, "So, no need to worry..." but his words faltered when his front door opened and two people stood in the doorway - Emma and me. His eyes grew wide for two reasons.

First, Bill never considered that I might have parked my Escalade inside the garage, and had expected he would be returning home to some alone time with Emma. But, second and much more importantly, Emma was standing at their front door in a nightdress and housecoat, while I stood next to her in a wrinkled tee shirt and boxers that did little to hide my impressive package. I'm sure my hair was just as disheveled as Emma's. He had no idea how to explain all of this to Ava. I did plan to have us greet Bill in bedroom attire as we did, I just didn't expect it to be a public spectacle.

"Hi, Bill," called Emma, and Bill kept pivoting his head between his neighbor and us; not knowing what to say or do. He finally just walked toward us, without saying anything more to the nosey old lady.

Emma gave a faint wave and offered, "Oh, hi Ava," but the elderly woman had already turned toward her own front door, shaking her head. Emma greeted Bill with a hug and a long kiss before we all retreated inside.

"Jesus! Now the whole neighborhood will know," uttered Bill, shaking his head as he closed the front door. He pictured the old biddy telling other neighbors about the kinky couple next door to her and receiving odd looks from others.

Bill set his luggage down as I stood back and let Emma console her him, albeit with a bit of a giggle. "You're home now. It's all good. I will have a chat with Ava later," said Emma, rubbing Bill's back. "Besides, Michael thought you might like a change of pace today."

I noted a tad of annoyance in Bill's voice. "Change of pace?"

Emma's arms hung around Bill's neck as she said, "Yeah, Michael thought that, since I made you a promise, you know, letting you take me from behind, that maybe you should enjoy being part of something that is a first for us."

"A first? You mean Michael didn't take your anal virginity the other night?" I heard a tinge of hope in his tone as Bill looked quickly to me and back to his wife.

"Oh, yes. We did that," said Emma in a matter-of-fact tone. "But it seems it will take some time for me before I am able to accommodate Michael's girth easily back there." Emma stopped to give Bill a kiss, before continuing. "The first for us would be having my two men penetrate me at the same time. What do you think?"

Bill's relief was palpable. To have gone from being in the room on our first encounter, to witnessing our interactions from afar and over video, had made Bill worry that I was taking over and that he might forever be denied sexual access to Emma. It was a real consideration for Bill that I had already taken his wife from him. Ah, the tricks one's mind can play can really mess up a cuck.

"Yeah, sure. We could do that. Like, now or tonight?" Bill's eyes went from Emma to me, and back. Emma looked to me, and with my nod, replied, "Now, if you're up for it." She took her husband's hand and led us up the stairs. When they entered their bedroom, I stood in the doorway as the couple reunited with kisses and touches, while peeling off their clothes, not caring that anyone might be watching.

Bill was already erect, so Emma warmed him up with a very sloppy blowjob while on her knees. "I've missed you so much, Baby," she said between licks and sucking noises. In the meantime, I yanked off my shirt and shorts, and awaited Emma's direction of the scene.

When she got up and kissed her husband, Emma shared with Bill, the flavor and saltiness of his cock. Their kiss broke, and immediately, Emma turned to me and said, "Michael, how about, you lay down on the bed and I will climb on top?"

I moved to their bedside. Emma and I rolled down the duvet and sheet to the very foot of the bed. Cum from Emma's and my early morning encounter had made a large stain on the fitted sheet, right where Bill would sleep. Bill stood there, rock hard, gazing between Emma's naked body and my erection while I settled in the middle of the bed on my back. Emma climbed atop and squatted down over my pelvis, facing the headboard, so she could guide me inside her pussy.

Just before our sexes met, a generous glob of semen dribbled from Emma's labia, interspersing with my thick pubes. I chuckled, and offered, "Now I will know how you felt when you fucked Emma after our first date, Bill! She is still full of my cum from this morning!" I felt pride at being rock hard so soon after having shagged Emma just before Bill got home.

Bill realized in that moment that despite Emma texting him that we wouldn't have sex until he got home, my sexual prowess was too much for her to keep that promise. He also recognized that Emma's sexual wants and needs were an absolute driving force in his brain, and he wasn't even disappointed that Emma had broken her promise.

Emma impaled herself as I spoke, and in no time was bouncing on my girthy dick. "Mmmm, so creamy fucking a cum-filled pussy, right? I said to Bill with a smile, looking past Emma's shoulder.

He didn't answer, but nodded and slowly flogged his cock while awaiting Emma's instructions. After a dozen or so plunges and a number of moans, Emma leaned over and rested her body on mine, revealing for Bill a view of my cock spreading her pussy wide. As well, Bill took in the sight of his wife's fully accessible pucker beckoning him.

Emma turned her head back toward Bill and said, "You better get some lube. Michael hasn't been in there today." Bill opened the night table drawer on his side of the bed, and froze. "Is that your...?"

Emma let out a slight giggle. "Oh, yeah. That is our favorite lingerie in there, Sweetie. Michael wanted you to see what was left of it, after we fucked two nights in a row." In a crumpled ball, the semen-crusted body suit stunk of sex and cum. Bill held it up to see where I had torn it wide to gain access to Emma's then undefiled rear entrance.

I added, "Feel free to use that on nights where Emma doesn't invite you to participate in our fun, Bill! " He dropped the nasty garment back into the drawer, pulled out the bottle of lube, and got up in the bed with it. Bill slathered the slick oil all up and down his precum-drooled cock, and used two fingers to apply a large dollop of K-Y all around, and into his wife's anal opening.

"Are you ready, Em?" he asked nervously.

I began a very slow, rhythmic in and out motion while Bill pressed into the unrelenting orifice of Emma's ass. She kissed my neck and when I felt her body relax, Bill uttered a guttural moan, and instantly my cock felt his dick sliding into Emma's colon on the other side of the thin membrane that separated us.

"Ohhhhh," moaned Emma. Bill was barely half way in, when she added, "I'm so full!"

His and my movements countered the other; Bill's cock sliding in as mine retreated, and then he withdrawing while I plunged back in. Emma's face nestled into my chest while I held her tightly, as Bill and I double-teamed her lithe body. Emma emitted soft, muffled moans while we seesaw fucked both holes. The pressure of both males inside her immediately caused Emma to have a G-spot orgasm that flooded my cock with its watery flow.

The sensation of my hefty cock moving so near Bill's as we fucked Emma together, was more than he could take. Bill called out, "Oh, God!" His hips jerked forward five or six times as Bill pelted his wife with spurts of jizz deep into her colon. I held Emma tight to me and continued my slow strides, not anywhere near ready to reach climax. A long, "Ughhhhhh," preceded Bill slowing bringing his movements to a standstill.

Bill withdrew from Emma's ass entirely, and when his dwindling member flopped free of her, I felt the warm wash of Bill's seed as it exited Emma's body and flowed like a milky lava onto my balls and base of my shaft. Bill knelt back and gazed down at his accomplishment; his mucky load burped from the small contractions of Emma's pink pucker. He had finally taken Emma anally and was totally sated.

Emma shimmied up the bed a bit, forcing my hardness from inside her; my cock jutted vertically once freed, still ready to go. Emma rolled off and onto her back beside me. We both looked down at Bill, who was unable to take his eyes off the sticky mess between Emma's thighs. In a soft, sweet voice, Emma offered, "Cleanup duty?"

Bill hesitated, not entirely comfortable with performing this wanton act on his wife in front of me. His desire overcame his shyness when Emma reached her fingers between her legs and scooped up globs of Bill's seed from both her ass and the bed sheets, and slathered it along her pussy lips and clitoral button. Emma's imploring words, "I need to cum," set him off.

Bill bent down and slid his arms up Emma's thighs, drawing her knees over his shoulders; his eyes focused on Emma's gooey feast. My cock remained semi hard due to the feeling of power when one witnesses how far a man will go to appease his wife. Bill took a few tentative licks along Emma's labial folds.

Emma ground her pelvis, and in her own neediness for sexual release, admonished Bill. "Get in there!"

With that, and the heady essence of sex and sweat and salt filling his nose, Bill began a delirious assault on Emma's sopping pussy and ass. His hands cupped her round ass cheeks and raised them enough to lap at her rear portal and its silvery prize.

Once all remnants of his own semen had been tended to, Bill looked up at Emma and suckled on her rubbery clit; his scruffy beard tickling her mons. Emma cupped Bill's head with both hands, forcing him into her needy cunt. His licks and flicks upon Emma's engorged bud caused her hips to begin to shake and buckle under the orgasmic jolts searing through her body. Their eyes locked as Emma's climax ebbed.

Bill unclamped from Emma's pussy and smiled at her while cock snot and pussy juice soaked his beard. Just as Bill raised his knees as if to get himself up from his prone position, Emma said plainly, "What about Michael?" With raised eyebrows and a devious smile, Emma nodded toward me, encouraging her man to slip deeper into his bisexual submissiveness; a willing wife and her devoted husband offering me control over both of them.

As Bill looked at my softening cock shaft that glistened in some places but was speckled with dried juices in others, he contemplated a response. Bill was already reaching for my shaft when I offered, "It's mostly your wife's juices, Bill. Think of it as an Emma popsicle." Even Bill had to giggle with his wife and I at my tease.

Bill took hold of my shaft, weighing it, surveying its heft and girth. "It is so big, up close," he whispered.

"Tell me about it," joked Emma.

Bill proceeded to press the flat of his tongue along the veiny process. Bill's hips were now masturbating his cock into the bed sheets while he made his way higher and onto the spongy helmet of my cock head.

Emma encouraged, "Take him in your mouth, Baby," and her husband did as told. His lips stretched wide while his tongue teased the fleshy tip. Bill did not stay long there, but instead continued to mop up our love juices all around my dick.

Emma and I were silent while Bill went about his deed; my fingers carelessly tousled Emma's wavy hair while we witnessed Bill's play.



Finally, Bill was sated and looked up to see the look of his wife's approval. "Come up here," she said softly, and soon she and Bill enjoyed a very long, wet kiss, sharing the liquid remnants of our earlier fucking.

I can count on one hand the number of times that I've bedded down a couple, and was the only person who didn't cum. And, while I did fancy taking back my power in the moment, it seemed best to leave that day's fun as it was.

I did stay long enough for Bill to make the three of us lunch on the barbecue. When it came time for me to leave in the early afternoon, Bill just sat on the sofa with a drink, while Emma walked me to the door. I saw neither hesitation, nor angst in his face while Emma and I made out for a while as I tried to leave.

Things between us were going along very smoothly at this point. But, as with so much of this lifestyle, there will always seem to be some bumps along the way.


Emma and Bill Need a Real Bull Ch. 04

This is just a reminder that this is the fourth chapter in the story. One should read the previous chapters to better understand the dynamics of the characters involved.

I had my own business out of town for the following week, so Bill and Emma had lots of time reconnecting. She texted me often and I set down a rule that she was not allowed to masturbate or use any of her toys until we got together when I returned. Emma was told to rid herself of any sexual anxiety with Bill; he was to be the only one quenching her thirst while I was away. I knew the timing was perfect to instill a little confidence back into Bill.

On Friday, Emma was to tell Bill that her pussy was off limits because I wanted her to be clean and ready for my return. He could use her ass though, to get off, and I made it clear that she was to rim and suck her husband each day. If Emma wanted this lifestyle, there would be prices to pay for her as well as her husband. Bill was obviously glad that my boundaries worked in his favor for a change. Emma told me that he was really glad that they had found me in their quest to spice things up in their marriage.

Emma called a few times on the weekend, begging me to have phone sex with her as her pussy was aching for my attention. I was having none of that. I told her that she would be well rewarded for obeying my demands once I returned.

On Tuesday, I picked up Emma to take her shopping. I had her check her Find My app and watch for when Bill was on his way home from work. Once Emma saw that he was on the freeway, she made the call, and it went like this.

Bill: Hi, Em, what's up?

Emma: Hi Babe! Michael called me today. I've got some really good news!

Bill: Let me guess. He's coming over tonight?

Emma: No. Better than that. He's taking us out to a poker game. (His wife stayed silent while Bill tried to figure out why, of all things, I had chosen poker for our entertainment that evening.)

Bill: Uh, okay, I guess.

Emma: Yeah, he picked me up this morning, so you will have to figure out dinner for you. We will come by to get you around seven PM.

Bill: Yeah, uh, sure. That's fine. Did you go to his place? Are you having dinner there? (The cuck always needs details and he always expects that the wife has found a way to have sex with the bull.)

Emma: No. I think Michael is trying to drive me up the wall before I'm allowed to enjoy good sex again. (Emma looked over at me when those words tumbled out unintentionally, and giggled at her slight of Bill's sexual prowess.)

Bill: So you two haven't played yet today...

Emma: Nope. Michael promised me a great time later. We are just at the mall looking for something for me to wear tonight.

Bill: All right then. I'll make my own supper and see you at seven.

Emma: Oh, and Michael says it is casual dress at the poker tables.

Bill: Okay, Em. Bye.

We finished finding the items needed for the evening and picked up fast food for supper. When Emma and I pulled into their driveway, Bill noticed the front passenger seat of my Escalade was empty and tried to look through the tinted glass for Emma. I hit the button to lower the window, and said, "You can ride with Em," while Bill made eye contact with Em in the seat behind me. Bill opened the rear passenger door and stood there, gob smacked.

Emma, having had her nails and toes painted, and her hair coifed, sat in her newest outfit - a black micro miniskirt - in a stretchy cotton blend. Never had Bill ever imagined Emma would wear something so bold and revealing. So short was her skirt that in her seated position, the hem could no longer hide the delicate petals of her freshly shaved pussy.

"Do you like it, babe?" she asked him.

Bill stared blankly, barely able to hear Emma's words. The black camisole she wore with the skirt bulged where her push up bra set Emma's B cups upon a shelf. Bill took a second before he climbed in beside his wife.

"You look fantastic, Em! Maybe a little over dressed for a casual poker game though, but I love it!"

Emma could not help but to laugh out loud. "WE aren't playing poker. YOU are. Michael and I will have our own fun in the next room. Won't we, Michael?" For some reason, the picture that had come into Bill's head was some seedy Motel 6 with an adjoining suite. Boy would he be wrong. And then he noticed that I was wearing a newly pressed button-down shirt and bow tie.

Emma's words cut him like a knife. Bill knew that a nice evening of cards for the three of us was too good to be true. He felt that we were dropping him off like Fido to a dog sitter, while Emma and I had our fun. He looked at my eyes in the rearview mirror. "You certainly know how to mix things up, Michael." Bill's words were delivered in a tone of acceptance than disappointment.

I answered, "I think you'll fit in at Boomers, Bill. The poker tables are quite entertaining."

"Boomers? Isn't that the huge rave club downtown? Filled to the brim with teens and twenty-somethings?"

I shook my head. "Just on Fridays and Saturdays. It is very much a different venue on Tuesdays, but you will have a good time the poker room none the less."

Entering Boomers, I greeted Marcie, the hot little twenty-three-year-old hostess at the reception desk. "Hello, Michael. Are these the new guests you told me about?"

"Yes, Marcie. This is my date, Emma, and her cuckold, Bill."

As Marcie welcomed Emma with a cheek kiss, and Bill with a handshake, she said, "I'm really happy to meet you both. Boomers is just the place for people in the lifestyle, like you. Bill bristled a bit at my public acknowledgment of his new status, but he seemed to quickly shrug it off when he noticed that Marcie didn't even flinch at the word 'cuckold'.

Marcie told Bill that the $200 cover charge includes a lifetime membership, meaning that any future evenings would only cost $100 for Emma and him. She also mentioned that the price included free drinks for both, all evening long. Bill pulled out his Visa card and asked her, pointing to me, "How much for my wife's date?"

She smiled at me, and explained to Bill, "Oh, your bull? Michael is on staff here, so there is no charge for him. You only owe for Emma and you." The hostess looked quite pleased as Bill arranged payment. From the front desk, we went through a set of doors to the grand ballroom.

The large hall was draped in linens that separated it into various areas of privacy and public display. In the center of the room sat an ornate, four-poster bed with ten-foot tall spirals and a mattress that could entertain at least twenty bodies in a huge orgy. Around it were a number of chairs, set up like ringside seats. Fuck benches and smaller beds, some in more private settings than others, filled the room. Stations of tables supplying towels, condoms and lube dotted the hall as well.

Bill didn't think much of it at the time, but did notice that there were as many cameras in the ballroom as one would expect at a casino.

I said, "This is quite the place, isn't it, Bill?"

He spoke as he continued to take in the impressive sight. "It sure is, Michael. It looks like they've thought of everything." Emma seemed entranced by the decor, no doubt imagining what might happen once the lights go down. Bill seemed entranced by how much thigh his wife was showing in her cocktail dress, and shot me a look of pride in how good his wife was looking for me.

A DJ was setting up in one corner, a full bar was serving in another. Translucent glass walls surround the room. Beautiful couples milled about, sipping drinks and taking in the amenities while staff added finishing touches - wastebaskets and buckets of bottled water. All of the men were sharply dressed, while the women wore items like hot pants, g-strings, patent leather shorts or dresses skimpier than Emma's. There were no casually dressed men in the room, except for Bill, but that was soon to change.

We made our way to the back of the hall and through another set of doors, to a room where a dozen poker tables were set up, some already full. The sign 'GOOD LUCK CUCKS' greeted the male gamblers.

I led us to an open table with where five other men were seated. The dealer stood at the ready, cards fanned out and a poker chip set was filled with multi-colored discs. In front of each player was a video display flush mounted in the felt tabletop. A waitress appeared, in a typical black cocktail dress; her bouncing bosom on display, and long thighs strode confidently.

"Hello Michael, this must be Bill." She smiled and pecked me on the cheek.

"Yes, Lori." I put my arm around Emma's hip, gently cupped her ass cheek through her skirt, and offered, "And his wife Emma is my date for tonight."

Lori touched Emma on the shoulder and said, " You look great, Emma! You will love it here. I'm sure Michael and his friends will take very good care of you. There are some guys you just have to meet!" Bill looked increasingly nervous, as we had never discussed bringing other bulls into their dynamic. I always do it this way, as the psyche of the cuck is one who is easy to subtly manipulate, if this lifestyle is to be successful. Bill is an excellent candidate as he has such empathy for Emma's sexual happiness.

Lori asked Bill if he would like a drink, as she would be his server for the night. Bill asked for a double of Jack Daniels and she scribbled the note on her pad.

Emma remained at my side, while the guy next to Bill introduced himself as Frank. Just then, a six-foot tall, fiftyish brunette with 36 DD breasts approached the table with a taller, fit, black young man on her arm. "And, this is my wife, Darlene," continued Frank. "Devonne is my wife's date tonight. Darlene, this is Bill, and his wife Emma. You already know Michael, obviously." Darlene blew me a kiss; she is easily the kinkiest wife at Boomers and she loves me to take part in her escapades.

Bill took a look at the voluptuous, woman, who was wearing red leather pants and matching button down blouse out of which most of her heavy breasts were tumbling. "Nice to meet you, Darlene," offered Bill. Devonne reached in and shook Bill and Frank's hand and nodded politely. His shirt was black silk, unbuttoned to near his belly, and it exposed a clean shaven, well developed chest and the top of a solid six pack abs set.

Bill noticed that Emma had become fixated on a hefty bulge in Devonne's dress pants that formed a long tent in the hollow where his left thigh meets his slender torso. Darlene, too, recognized Emma's gaze, and placed her thumb and forefinger at Emma's chin, to draw Emma's gaze to her. "Yes, Sweetie. That there is the real thing!" Everyone but Bill broke into laughter at Darlene's comment. He could only offer a nervous smile.

Darlene's DD's stood proudly as she leaned in to kiss her husband. "I'm off, babe," she said to Frank. Darlene turned to Emma and added, "I hope to see you inside, Sweetie." As Darlene turned to walk away, Bill noticed she was wearing a silver necklace that had the letters 'QOS' on it. Emma blushed at the indecent proposal, but leaned in to kiss Bill as well.

"I'm off too, babe. Good luck at the card game." I took Emma's arm and off we went, following the sexy sashay of Darlene's long legged walk.

Frank began telling Bill his life story. He's been a cuck for over ten years, and has been married to Darlene for fifteen. He is a casting agent who has never gotten himself in trouble with women complaining about 'casting couch' improprieties. But, that was only because he has had erectile dysfunction and is unable to get it even up to the most beautiful of women. Apparently the only way he can ejaculate is when he feasts on Darlene's pussy or ass, once her night at the club ends. He seemed very proud to be his wife's clean up guy. All of this was a little more information that Bill needed to hear, but he nodded and smiled as Frank spilled his guts.

With Lori returning with Bill's Jack Daniels, the dealer began the game. Bill was glad to have something to keep his mind off of what might be going on at the other side of the glass wall. Any hopes of seeing what Emma was doing on the other side was now gone. Most if the other cucks at his table kept to themselves.

A few minutes later, the display screen on the table in front of both Bill and Frank lit up with a question:

WANT TO SEE WHAT YOUR WIFE IS UP TO?

$20 FOR TWO MINUTES. PAY DEALER NOW.

Bill looked confused at the display and Frank filled him in. "It's a money grab, Bill. They will offer you a peek every now and then, while your wife plays with various people inside. Twenty bucks and you can see what she's up to." Frank handed a crisp twenty to the dealer, and so did Bill. Immediately their screens lit up with a bird's eye camera on what their wives were doing in the fuck room. In this case, it was the same camera.

Inside the room, the ear bud in my left ear chimed with a notification that my hotwife's cuck would very soon be seeing what his wife is doing. It just happened that at that moment, while Emma was sucking on my dick, Devonne was fucking Darlene from behind. His incredibly long thrusts foretold his formidable length. The sounds emanating from Darlene suggested that Devonne was more than capable. Darlene had already begged Emma to let her eat Emma out, so she was face down in Bill's wife's cunt. Devonne's earpiece chirped as well, and both Bill and Frank were now being shown what was happening in our bed.

On the poker room side, Frank laughed, pointing at his screen that was showing the two bulls and hotwives interacting, and announced, "Geez, Billy. We could have saved twenty bucks and just used one screen!" Bill peered back and forth, verifying that it was in fact, the back of Darlene's head that was munching away on Emma's wet pussy.

Bill just stared in disbelief as Emma's fingers tousled the well-endowed woman's hair while getting the first lesbian experience of her life. Meanwhile, Michael continued abusing Emma's mouth with expert thrusts, and Devonne pounded Darlene. Emma was nearing orgasm when the time ran out, and both Frank and Bill's screens went blank.

"Darlene likes girls?" asked Bill, intrigued by the sight of Emma enjoying a female tongue on her puss. His cock was rock hard from the sneak peek.

"Darlene is a pleaser, Billy boy! She loves dick and pussy. Has your wife never been eaten out by another woman?"

"Not that she's ever told me. I had no idea how hot it would be to see a woman eating Emma's pussy!" Bill offered another twenty-dollar bill to the dealer, who refused it.

"Sorry, sir. Cucks have no control over when or if they will be allowed to watch their wives. At Boomer's, wives always have final say. Keep your eye on the screen, and if the same offer comes up, you can buy more viewing time then." While Bill accepted his fate, Emma was with me, on the bed, spewing her pussy juices into Darlene's sweet mouth, while welcoming my first load in her own mouth. She obediently gobbled down my nut in frenzy while her own climax ebbed.

The dealer continued dealing hands and the game turned back to normal for almost another ten minutes. Bill's terminal dinged and the screen lit up with:

EMMA WANTS DEVONNE TO FUCK HER PUSSY.

DO YOU WANT DEVONNE TO FUCK EMMA:

A) BAREBACK?; OR

B) USE A CONDOM?

(CONDOMS ARE PURCHASED FOR $12 EACH AND WILL BE BILLED TO YOUR ACCOUNT.)

Bill stood up next to his stool and called out to the dealer, "What is this about? I didn't make any deal about another men being with Emma. I only agreed for Michael to play with Emma. Where is the NO option?"

One of the other cucks at the table made a comment about Bill being a 'fuckin' newbie' while the dealer calmly responded. "Sir, did you, or did you not have an agreement with Michael that he would do things with your wife and you only have three options; one, to watch it, or two, to walk away and leave her to her pleasures, or three, to say no and end all contact between Michael and your wife?"

Bill, only more upset, said, "Yes, but that..."

The dealer replied, "Sir, that is not a question on the screen. It is your wife, telling you what she wants or needs. Now, you can make your choice of condom or bareback, and then sit back and watch. Or, you can make your choice of condom or bareback, and then play poker for a while and allow your wife to enjoy a brand new experience. Or, finally, you can get up from the table, go into the fuck room and tell your wife that you no longer want to put her needs first. You can tell her that your thoughts of self-doubt have overridden your desire for her pleasure tonight. Then you can advise her that the two of you are giving up your membership at our club and that Michael and your wife are done - for good. Now, the timer is counting down. What will it be?"

Bill looked in astonishment at the screen that now added another line:

BAREBACK DEFAULTS IN 25 SECONDS.

The timer continued to click down while Bill froze in panic. Frank placed a hand on Bill's shoulder. "Billy boy, it's just a fuck. Our wives fucked guys long before they fucked us, and if we die tomorrow they will fuck lots of guys again and again. Just let it go. This gets easier, believe me."

Bill rested against the edge of the stool and looked back at the screen. The choices of BAREBACK and USE CONDOM glared back at him. The dealer offered, "And sir, just a reminder that all of our bulls are medically tested each week. Devonne is just as safe and safe as Michael."

With just six seconds left in the countdown, Bill finally pushed the 'A' button, announcing, "I hope Em appreciates this."

Frank answered, "That fucker will tire your cute little wife right out She's not that big of a girl, and Darlene says that black spear of his hits hard! She's going to love it, and it is all because of you. Are you going to watch?"

Bill's screen once again offered:

WANT TO SEE WHAT YOUR WIFE IS UP TO?

$20 FOR TWO MINUTES. PAY DEALER NOW...

"I think I'm good for now. Deal me in this hand," Bill asked the dealer. Frank watched Bill closely and noticed that he was very distracted from the game, having to be reminded that it was his turn to act on three occasions. When the hand was complete, Bill pulled out a twenty and gave it to the dealer. His screen came alive and this time it was Emma who was on her knees, feasting on Darlene's slick pussy while the young, black bull fucked Emma from behind.

Frank handed the dealer another twenty, and his screen came alive as well. "Fuck, Billy! Your wife is a fast learner! She is right into Dar's cunt!" Besides munching on Darlene's muff, Emma was all out finger banging her as well. When Darlene orgasmed from Emma's ministrations, she spewed like a faucet onto Emma's hand and forearm.

I was having a drink of water after having fed Emma my cock snot, and when I got the signal in my ear bud that Bill and Frank were watching from the poker table, I knew that Bill couldn't avoid seeing the train wreck that is Devonne, as he absolutely railed Emma with his nearly eight-inch black pole.

Bill's time viewing the action soon ended but he had already offered another bill to the dealer to allow him to see Darlene's orgasm, as well as when the black bull completed the act of filling Emma to the brim with his thick and virile seed. Bill was in awe at the torrent of Devonne's creamy goo that Emma was excreting. Her pussy was unrecognizable with what was flowing from inside her, as well as the small pool of jizz that the bull jacked off all over Emma's vulva, to complete his manly deposit.

When Devonne reached for a towel to wipe the remnants of his climax from his thick snake, I took his place between Emma's thighs, but reached for the lube. Emma was ready to have her third hole filled with my cum, and I was ready to deliver. I slapped her ass and hit the button on my earpiece that would send Bill a message:



EMMA WANTS MICHAEL TO PENETRATE HER ANALLY.

DO YOU WANT MICHAEL TO FUCK HER:

A) BAREBACK; OR

B) USE A CONDOM

Bill asked his new friend, " Why is it asking for permission for Michael to take Emma anally? He's already done that before."

Frank answered, "That is the beauty of the system, Billy boy! The club doesn't care what you and your wife do somewhere else. They need your permission here, at the club, for the first time only. You will never get asked to give Devonne permission to fuck Emma's pussy ever again. And after he fucks her ass tonight, you'll never be asked for permission for that either. He will have that privilege for life now."

Bill reached into his wallet and drew out one more twenty-dollar bill and offered it to the dealer before choosing the B button. Baby steps, he thought. He figured that the only control he still had over me was to limit me to using a condom to fuck Emma anally.

Frank continued, pressing the MENU button on his screen, "I will never be asked to give permission for Darlene to fuck any bull in the club, until they hire a new one. Every one of them has done everything possible to my wife." He tapped the STATUS bar on the menu and added, "All 174 of them. See?" The screen showed the exact number of bulls who had serviced Darlene over the years, and Bill was impressed at the sophistication of the process.

When Bill's response was beamed to my ear bud, I pulled out the foil packet and bit off the corner. Emma looked at the latex ring that I retrieved from the packet and made a pouty face. I said, "Is there a problem, Em?"

She answered, "I want to really feel all of you back there, and not have to smell burning rubber.

"No problem, I said, pressing a button on my ear bud which sent one more message back to the poker table. Bill's display read:

EMMA IS NOT PLEASED WITH YOUR LAST CHOICE. YOUR OPTIONS ARE:

A) ALLOW MICHAEL TO FUCK EMMA ANALLY BAREBACK; OR

B) REFUSE TO CHOOSE OPTION A

NOTE: EMMA'S RELATIONSHIP WITH MICHAEL AND DEVONNE WILL END AS WELL; YOU WILL BOTH BE ESCORTED FROM THE CLUB AND YOUR MEMBERSHIP TERMINATED, IF YOU CHOOSE OPTION B

Bill looked to Frank, who had been reading the message as well. Frank offered, "Buddy, everyone sitting in this room has been in your position. We have all done the right thing and now it's time for you to do the right thing. You know what I mean?"

Bill said nothing. He pressed the A button, and got up from the table. Frank looked inquisitively and pointed to Bill's screen.

Bill was surprised to see yet another question pop up. It read:

EMMA IS OFFERING YOU TO ENTER THE FUCK ROOM AND TO WATCH OR TO ENGAGE

WATCHING IS CHARGED TO YOUR ACCOUNT AT $5/MINUTE

ENGAGING IS CHARGED TO YOUR ACCOUNT AT $10/MINUTE

CHOOSE AN OPTION:

A) WATCH ONLY

B) ENGAGE WITH WIFE AND BULL(S) AS INSTRUCTED BY EMMA

C) DECLINE EMMA'S INVITATION AT THIS TIME

NOTE: YOU MAY ELECT TO WATCH OR ENGAGE AT ANY TIME, SO LONG AS YOU RECEIVE PERMISSION FROM EMMA AT THE TIME OF YOUR REQUEST

D) REFUSE TO CHOOSE OPTIONS A THROUGH C

NOTE: CHOOSING OPTION D WILL CAUSE EMMA'S RELATIONSHIP WITH MICHAEL AND DEVONNE TO END AS WELL; YOU WILL BOTH BE ESCORTED FROM THE CLUB AND YOUR MEMBERSHIP TERMINATED

Bill quickly chose C, and stood up. Given his options, at least he could show his displeasure by refusing to watch.

Frank asked, "Where are you going, Billy boy?"

"Men's room, Frank. I can't watch, and I cannot sit here and not watch. This is all moving too fast for me." Bill patted Frank on the shoulder and offered, "I hope it's over by the time I get back." Frank nodded and let his new friend deal with his decision in his own way. About ten minutes later, Bill returned, looking defeated.

"You did the right thing, buddy," offered Frank softly. "By the end of the night, you will know this to be true."

"Meanwhile, in the fuck room, Darlene was having a cigarette while Devonne encouraged Emma to ride his pole until I received word from Bill as to how I would be taking his wife anally. Devonne pulled Emma to his chest so I could deftly push my dick into the recesses of her bowels. Our cocks rubbed against the other through the thin membrane between Emma's vaginal and anal orifices.

This brought Devonne to climax pretty quickly, and as soon as he did, the young bull pulled Emma up to French kiss while I finished. Devonne's semen oozed from Emma' puss, when his semi-hard dick flopped from her pussy lips, while I savored the silkiness of the tight lining of her bowels.

Soon, Emma's fingers slipped between her thighs to massage her clitoris to yet one more orgasm while I drilled her sweet bunghole. Just as Emma's anus squeezed my cock from the contractions of her self-induced orgasm, I felt the urge to let go. I gripped Emma's full hips and fully penetrated her ass, and felt spurt after spurt wash Emma's bowels in my warm jizz.

Once my second load was delivered, I asked Emma if she was up for another round, but she said she had to tap out; Devonne and I had given her much more than she had ever experienced. Both of her holes were too sore to continue.

I told Emma that whenever a hotwife has had her fill of bull dick at Boomers, she has to ring the reclamation bell. Emma had no idea what that all meant so I filled her in and took showed Emma the button next to the bed that would ring the bell. At that moment, the screen on Bill's poker table came to life. It read:

EMMA IS READY TO BE RECLAIMED.

TWO BULLS HAVE PENETRATED EMMA DURING THIS VISIT -

1) MICHAEL (ANALLY)

2) DEVONNE (VAGINALLY)

WHO DO YOU WANT TO AWAIT YOUR ARRIVAL IN THE RECLAMATION ROOM WITH EMMA?

A) EMMA ALONE

B) EMMA AND MICHAEL

C) EMMA AND DEVONNE

D) EMMA AND BOTH MICHAEL AND DEVONNE

As Bill read the instructions, Frank patted him on the back and said, "Don't worry. Your wife did well to go this long with those two bulls! Darlene will be at least four more hours in there tonight. Last time we were here, she had eight different bulls in that room. That is her personal best, and she was a fucking mess afterwards. You should have seen it! She was on a high for almost a week after that."

"I get it Frank, but what does all of these options mean?"

"Oh, that's easy. Some cucks are only interested in seeing their wife after she's played in the club... you know, to either get sloppy seconds from her well used pussy or ass, or to clean her up, or both. Other guys are more willing to show their appreciation to the bull by cleaning both the bull AND the wife. That is always my option now, but it wasn't the first few visits."

Frank went on, "Since your wife has had two bulls, they offer you all of those options. You can taste the dried jizz and pussy juices from Devonne's nice big cock, or you can taste dried jizz and ass juice from Michael. Or you can decide to clean up all three of them. You can even just eat her out and personally thank the guys for meeting Emma's needs. It's all up to you. The good news is that the club doesn't charge you extra for who is involved in the act of reclamation. The bulls do this part for free."

"That's mighty big of them," pronounced Bill sarcastically. "But what choice am I supposed to make." He shook his head as he gazed at his options. Frank leaned over, placed his arm across Bill's shoulders, and with his other hand he hovered his index finger over option D.

"Billy boy. Make this easy. Choose the whole package so your wife doesn't force you to choose the whole package, if you know what I mean. Trust me on this." Frank awaited Bill's nod of consent before pressing the D button to complete the act.

"Thanks, Frank," Bill muttered as he got up from the table. He patted Frank on the back and added, "You've helped me a lot. I know you're right."

As Bill opened the door to a room with a sign on it marked RECLAMATION ROOM - CUCK ENTRANCE, Frank called out, "You're a good cuck Billy, boy."

