

Fantasy’s Heartbreak
Scott slumped on the edge of the guest bed, his hands clasped tightly in his lap, knuckles white. The room felt too quiet, too empty, a stark contrast to the muffled symphony of moans and rhythmic thuds echoing from down the hallway. He'd left in a daze, shuffling from the master bedroom, unable to stomach the sight of Katie's legs wrapped around the bull's waist, nails digging into his shoulders as he thrust deep into her, their bodies slick with sweat, the air thick with the scent of arousal.
This was supposed to be thrilling, this long-held fantasy finally unfolding. Katie had been hesitant during their late-night talks, but eventually she'd agreed with a mix of curiosity and love lighting her face. Once they’d finally agreed to try something new, they'd scoured profiles online, landing on this guy—a professional bull with glowing reviews, photos showing a tall, muscular frame and a warm smile. When he arrived that evening, he shook Scott's hand firmly, introduced himself as Marcus, and complimented their home with genuine politeness. No bravado, just respect. Dinner had been civil, laughter shared over wine, until Katie led Marcus upstairs, glancing back at Scott with a nervous excitement that twisted his gut.
Scott had lingered in the doorway of the master bedroom, pulse racing, as Marcus guided Katie to the edge of the king-sized bed. The bull's large hands slid up her thighs, pushing her dress higher until it bunched at her waist, exposing her lace purple panties, damp with anticipation. Katie's breath hitched when Marcus hooked his fingers into the fabric and tugged them down her legs, tossing them at Scott’s feet. Kneeling between her spread knees, his broad shoulders forcing her thighs wider, Marcus leaned in to lick her pussy, his tongue flat and firm against her folds. Katie's head fell back, a nervous whimper escaping as she gripped the sheets, her hips lifting to press against his mouth.
Marcus worked her clit with precise flicks, sucking it gently before delving deeper, his tongue thrusting inside her while his fingers teased her entrance. Scott's cock hardened in his pants, the jealousy flaring hot as he watched his wife's body respond so eagerly—her back arching, toes curling, soft pubic hair matted with her growing wetness. “Oh God,” she moaned, her voice breathy and needy, one hand tangling in his short hair to hold him closer. For a brief second her eyes met Scott’s and then as Marcus’s tongue twisted inside her head fell back, her whole body shivering.
After bringing her to the edge, Marcus stood, stripping off his shirt to reveal a chiseled chest dusted with dark hair, then shoved down his pants. His cock sprang free, longer than Scott's, curving slightly upward with a flushed head already leaking precum. Katie's eyes widened, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as she reached for it with a trembling hand, wrapping her fingers around the shaft. Marcus groaned low, watching appreciatively as she pumped. After a minute of letting her feel the length and power of his cock, Marcus positioned himself at her opening, rubbing the tip along her slick slit.
Katie’s eyes darted to Scott, seeking approval, or reassurance. Marcus held off for a moment, just moving himself along her mound, waiting to see if there were any objections from the husband before finally pushing inside Katie with agonizing patience.
Her pussy stretched around Marcus’s girth, lips parting like a flower blooming. She gasped sharply, her walls clenching as he filled and stretched her in new ways.
Scott's throat tightened, a sharp pang of humiliation hitting him as he saw how Katie’s body accommodated Marcus, her juices coating his length on the first full withdrawal. Marcus moved slowly, rolling his hips to grind against her clit with each deep plunge. He took hold of her wrists and pushed them over her head, in full control as she became pinned beneath his powerful frame.
Katie's moans grew louder, her legs hooking around his waist to pull him deeper, urging him on with breathless pleas. “Oh… oh god… so deep… big…” Marcus’s thrusts picking up speed, the bed creaking under the force as his balls slapped against her ass. Sweat beaded on his forehead, dripping onto her breasts. Releasing her wrists, he placed his hands on her bouncing tits, squeezing and pinching her nipples making her cry out.
Scott stood frozen, transfixed by the way her pussy lips gripped Marcus's cock, clinging tight with every slick retreat, her body tumbling inevitably toward climax.
The intensity between them built, Marcus flipped her onto her hands and knees, gripping her hips to slam into her from behind. Katie's ass rippled with the impact, her face buried in the pillows as she pushed back, meeting his rhythm.
Scott could see everything—the way Marcus's cock disappeared into her soaked hole, stretching her wide, her arousal dripping down her thighs. Her cries turned frantic, body shuddering as an orgasm ripped through her, pussy spasming around the invading shaft. Marcus didn't stop, pounding through her release, his own grunts turning animalistic. He placed his hands on her cheeks, spreading them to ensure Scott got the full and complete view of his wife.
Marcus’s stamina seemed endless. He fucked her through her first orgasm, occasionally slapping her ass and encouraging her. “Good. Fucking tight. Show your husband how good it is to get fucked.”
Katie was panting, her cheek pressed to the bed, eyes darting from Marcus behind her, powerful and dominating, and Scott standing dazed and impotent in the doorway. She reached out, trembling in ecstasy, “S…Scott…” But her gasps of pleasure overtook her pleas for her husband as another orgasm began to rage through her.
Finally, with a deep roar, Marcus buried himself to the hilt, cock pulsing as he unloaded his first load inside her, hot spurts of cum flooding her depths. Katie whimpered at the sensation, grinding back to milk every drop, her inner thighs glistening with their combined fluids. That's when it hit Scott hardest—the raw possession, the way Marcus claimed her so completely—and he fled in a shell shocked daze, stumbling to the guest room, heart shattering even as his erection throbbed painfully.
Behind him he could hear Marcus’s deep voice. “Not done yet.”
Now, alone in the dim guest room, Scott buried his face in his hands, the sounds from down the hall growing louder, more frantic. Katie's voice peaked in a sharp wail—'Yes, oh fuck!'—followed by the wet slap of skin on skin, Marcus's low grunts punctuating the rhythm. Scott's stomach churned, a cocktail of arousal and devastation. He’d wanted this, begged for it in whispers during their most heated moments, but seeing her beneath another man, her pussy clenching around a larger cock, ripped him open.
Katie's moans built to a crescendo, dissolving into sobs of orgasmic release. Marcus's pace remained firm as he drove in one last time, burying himself deep with a guttural groan. Then, silence. Heavy, suffocating silence stretched on, broken only by the faint creak of bedsprings.
Minutes ticked by—five, ten—finally the door to the guest room eased open. Katie peeked in, her face flushed, hair tousled, wrapped in her paisley silk robe that clung to her damp skin. Her eyes, wide with worry, locked onto Scott's hunched form. “Scott?' she whispered, stepping inside hesitantly, the robe parting slightly to reveal the faint red marks on her thighs from Marcus's grip. “Are… you okay? I... I got worried when I saw you left.” Her voice trembled, genuine concern etching lines on her forehead as she crossed the room, kneeling in front of him, her hand reaching out to touch his knee.
Scott flinched as Katie's fingers brushed his knee, her touch feather-light, laced with that familiar tenderness that usually grounded him. But tonight, it only amplified the storm raging inside. The robe gaped open just enough as she knelt, her thighs parting slightly in her worry, revealing the raw aftermath between her legs. Her soft pubic hair was matted and glistening with a mix of sweat and drying fluids framing her pussy—still slightly swollen and gaping from the stretch of Marcus's thick cock. A thin trail of cum leaked out, white and viscous, trickling down her inner thigh in a slow, undeniable drip.
The sight hit Scott like a punch in the chest, vision blurring at the edges.
He inhaled sharply, breath turning ragged, chest tightening and vision narrowing. The room spun, walls closing in, the metallic taste of panic flooding his mouth. Heart hammering wildly, he couldn't draw air—short, shallow bursts that left him dizzy, tears stinging his eyes unbidden.
"Scott? Oh God, baby," Katie murmured, her voice cracking with alarm. She surged up from her knees, sliding onto the bed beside him, her robe whispering against the sheets. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders, pulling him close against her chest, body warm and soft despite the chill of vulnerability hanging between them. One hand cradled the back of his head, fingers threading through his hair, while the other rubbed slow circles on his back. She pressed her lips to his temple, a soft kiss that lingered, her breath warm against his skin. "I love you. Shhhh, I'm here. I love you so much."
The words pierced through the haze, but the panic clawed deeper, his body shaking against hers. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, inhaling her scent—musk and salt, mingled with the faint, acrid trace of another man's sweat. "It... something… in me… it broke," he choked out, the confession spilling in a rush, words tumbling over each other as sobs wracked him. "Watching you like that—your body opening up for him, taking his cock, your pussy gripping him while you moaned his name. I thought I could handle it, that it'd be hot. But seeing him fuck you, fill you in ways I never could... it shattered something. I feel so humiliated, Katie. Like a weak piece of shit. I should be stronger than this, for you, for us."
Katie held him tighter, her eyes welling up as she rocked him gently, her cheek resting against his hair. The robe had slipped further, exposing more of her—her breasts heaving with each breath, nipples still pebbled from the earlier intensity—but she didn't pull it closed, too focused on him. "Hey, no," she whispered fiercely, her voice steady despite the tears tracking down her face. "You're not weak, Scott. You're the strongest man I know for even trying this. It's okay to feel this way—it's real, it's us. We're okay. I promise, we're okay. This doesn't change how much I love you."
He pulled back just enough to search her eyes, his own red-rimmed and desperate, the panic ebbing into a hollow ache. One question burned, inevitable, even as dread twisted in his gut—he knew the answer, had heard the bull's final groan, but he had to hear it from his wife’s lips. "Did he... did Marcus cum inside you?" His voice was barely audible, laced with a mix of shame and morbid curiosity.
Katie's lip quivered, fresh tears spilling as she nodded, her hand cupping his face, thumb brushing away a tear from his cheek. "Yes," she admitted softly, her gaze never leaving his, raw and honest. "He did. He pulled me close at the end, and I felt it—hot, pulsing inside my pussy. But Scott, it was just physical. It doesn't mean anything." She leaned in, kissing him softly on the lips this time, tasting of salt and lingering passion, her body pressing against his in silent reassurance.
Scott's breathing steadied against Katie's chest, the vise around his lungs loosening slightly as her words wrapped around him like a lifeline. The panic receded, leaving a raw, exposed ache in its wake, but beneath it, something darker stirred—a twisted hunger that clawed at the edges of his mind, refusing to let go. He lifted his head, eyes locking onto hers, still glistening with unshed tears. His voice came out halting, rough and uncertain, like gravel in his throat. "Katie... show me. Please."
Her eyes widened, a flush creeping up her neck, mixing embarrassment with a flicker of hesitation. She bit her lip, searching his face for some sign that maybe he was joking, but the plea in his gaze held. Slowly, hands trembling, she eased back onto the bed, reluctantly pulling away from her husband. The silk robe fell open, pooling around her like discarded inhibitions. She drew her knees up, heels digging into the mattress, and spread her legs wide, exposing herself. With tentative fingers, she reached down, parting her slick folds, her pussy lips still puffy and red from Marcus's relentless pounding. There, deep in the glistening pink, a thick river of cum began to seep out—creamy white strands oozing from her stretched entrance, coating her inner thighs in lazy trails. The scent hit the air, musky and sharp, a stark reminder of the bull's claim.
Scott stared, transfixed, his heart pounding anew but for a different reason. Watching Marcus thrust into his wife, hearing her gasp as that massive cock split her open—it had torn at him, left him hollow. But this... the aftermath, the visible proof of her being used, filled, marked—it ignited something feral. His cock twitched, hardening against the fabric of his pants, a rush of blood making him throb with shameful need. He couldn't tear his eyes away from the way her hole clenched slightly, pushing out more of the load, the evidence of another man's seed dripping from his wife's body.
In a haze, possessed, Scott rose from the bed, his movements jerky and trance-like. His fingers fumbled with his zipper, the sound sharp in the quiet room as he freed his erection—his cock springing out, already rigid and leaking pre-cum from the tip. He wrapped his hand around the shaft, stroking firmly from base to head, eyes glued to her displayed pussy, the cum-glazed lips beckoning him. Each pump of his fist built pressure, his breaths coming in harsh pants, the humiliation twisting into grotesque arousal.
Katie watched him, confusion etching her features—brows furrowed, lips parted in surprise—but heat bloomed between her legs as she watched him begin to stroke. Her own body responded despite the emotional weight. A soft whimper escaped, her fingers still holding herself open, and she whispered, voice husky and encouraging, "That's it, baby... look at me. See how full he made me? This is what you wanted, right? To see me dripping with another man’s cum?"
Her words snapped the tension, pushing him over. Scott's strokes quickened, hips bucking into his grip, a guttural groan ripping from his chest as his balls tightened. Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock, splattering across Katie’s open folds, mixing with Marcus's remnants in hot, sticky bursts. He shot stream after stream, painting her clit, her entrance, her thighs—claiming the mess in his own way, his body shuddering as the release left him drained, knees weak. Katie gasped at the warmth, her pussy clenching around nothing, a shiver running through her as she finally let her legs fall. Her arms reached out to him, pulling him down to her in the afterglow.
Katie dipped her fingers into the warm mess glazing her skin, tracing lazy circles over her swollen clit and along her slick lips. She smeared the combined loads—Marcus's thick deposit now blended with Scott's fresh spurts—across her pussy, coating every inch in the sticky evidence of their shared claim. Her eyes drifted down, watching the way the cum glistened under the dim bedroom light, her folds shiny and marked by two men. A soft sigh escaped her as she explored the sensation, the slippery warmth heightening the ache still pulsing inside her.
Scott collapsed beside her, his body spent and heavy, chest rising and falling in ragged breaths. He lay there, arm draped loosely over her waist, the silence between them thick but not uncomfortable, broken only by the faint sounds of her fingers gliding through the wetness. For those quiet moments, Katie kept touching herself, her hand moving in slow, deliberate strokes, savoring the intimacy of lying exposed with her husband while the remnants of the night lingered on her body.
Finally, she turned her head toward him, her touch pausing as she searched his face, vulnerability etching lines around her eyes. "Scott... are we okay?" she asked softly, voice laced with worry.
He met her gaze, leaning in to press a tender kiss to her lips, lingering there as if drawing strength from the contact. Pulling back just enough, he whispered against her mouth, "I'm not sure, Katie. But we'll figure it out. Together."
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