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Being the Best Man

I watched as my friends, Chris and Kristin, swayed together for their first dance as husband and wife, surrounded by a crowd of their friends and family. Kristin was absolutely stunning, with her hair artfully styled and a delicate veil pinned in place. Her wedding dress was breathtakingly sexy, designed to showcase her perfect breasts, with only a scattering of white flowers to conceal her nipples. A thin layer of chiffon revealed her smooth back and a flat stomach, and I could just make out her long legs, leading up to her curvy, rounded buttocks.

As she moved gracefully across the dance floor, my mind drifted, picturing those same legs wrapped tightly around me as I drove myself into her. I had no idea that my fantasy was about to become a reality.

***

Looking around the room at the sea of guests, I couldn't help but question why Chris had chosen me to be his best man. He had plenty of other options—friends he'd known since high school, cousins who were like brothers to him, and college buddies with whom he was far closer.

Perhaps it was simply a matter of convenience. We had been part of the same friend group in college, but after graduation, most of our friends had moved away for careers or to start families. Chris and I were the only two who had stayed in town, so we naturally became each other's closest companions by default.

Chris had been a groomsman at my wedding to Kate, a beautiful nursing student who was undoubtedly out of my league. I had to wonder if she was with me for any reason other than the size of my large cock.

It was a blessing and a curse. My nine-inch length certainly brought a lot of attention, and women were often eager to see if the rumors were true. However, most were only interested in my member, not me as a person, and our relationships were short-lived. The number of women who were instantly intimidated by it was also surprising. My friends nicknamed me "Jack the Lumberjack," and the guys assumed it was because of my large build—at six-foot-four, I'm a big Polish guy. But the women knew the real reason was the "log" I was "packing."

Anyway, Chris started dating Kristin shortly after Kate and I got married, and we often spent time together as couples. Kristin was a free spirit and always up for a good time, a stark contrast to Chris, who was more reserved and nerdy. Reflecting on it now, I was always the one taking the lead, deciding, and Chris would simply follow along. Our physical appearances seemed to mirror this dynamic—me, large and assertive, and Chris, smaller and more subdued.

When Kristin had a few drinks, she became incredibly flirty, once even suggesting that I could "feed my log to her hungry beaver" sometime. I was tempted, of course, but knew how complicated that would make things. Besides, my wife was just as attractive; the appeal of Kristin was simply the excitement of something new.

After Kate completed her nursing degree and started working, she left me for a doctor. I was shocked and heartbroken. She walked away from the marriage with a new Mercedes, and the divorce was swift and simple—she didn't want any of our assets and left me the house.

Around that same time, Chris and Kristin announced their engagement. At their engagement party, Kristin had a little too much to drink and told me she wanted to go for a "lumberjack log ride" before she took a new name. I laughed it off and said I'd be happy to oblige, but that I didn't want to ruin her for her wedding night.

About two weeks later, Chris asked me to be his best man. I was genuinely surprised, given all his other friends, but I graciously accepted. I didn't realize how much I'd be involved in the wedding planning, and I was constantly at Chris and Kristin's place for one thing or another.

***

One evening, I was over at their apartment helping with invitation envelopes when Kristin suddenly asked, "Do you know what the most important duty of the best man is?"

I replied with a laugh, "Keeping the groom sober and not losing the rings?" which made Chris chuckle.

"Yeah, that's part of it," she said, "but you also have to fill in for him whenever he can't perform his duties."

"His duties?" I asked, a bit confused.

"You know," she continued, "if he doesn't make it to the altar, you take his place."

I snorted, "Yeah, that's not going to happen."

"Or if he gets too drunk, you take the first dance," she said, her eyes fixed on me.

"Okay," I said, a little more cautiously.

She grinned mischievously and then said, "Or, if he can't or won't consummate the marriage, you do the deed."

I looked over at Chris, who was focused intently on addressing an envelope, evading eye contact.

"Seriously?" I asked.

"Seriously. Would you do it if he couldn't? Give the bride a truly fulfilling night?" she said, emphasizing the last three words.

I chuckled again, "Of course. Who wouldn't, with you as the bride?"

She smiled and asked, "Promise?"

"Huh?" This was feeling awkward.

"Do you promise to fulfill your duty?" she pressed.

"Yes, dear. Jack will bang your brains out if I can't," Chris finally chimed in. He glanced at me and said, "Just promise her. She won't let it go until you do."

I realized this was some kind of game they were playing, maybe even a fetish.

"Yes," I said, playing along. "I promise you won't be able to walk the day after your wedding if Chris can't perform. I'll do my duty."

Kristin laughed, "You promised!" and then returned to sealing envelopes.

I brushed it off as another one of Kristin's wild, flirty quirks, but I definitely had a few dreams about putting my "log" to her "beaver" after that.

***

The other incident that should have clued me in was when Kristin asked me to her wedding dress fitting. When I asked why she didn't take Chris or her bridesmaid, she said, "The groom can't see me in my dress before the wedding, and Amy won't be able to tell me if it's sexy or not. I want to look sexy. Just come and tell me what you think."

So we went to the bridal shop, where they led us into a private fitting room. I took a seat in the plush chair provided while the seamstress helped Kristin get dressed in the next room. When she emerged and stepped onto the platform, I must have gasped a little, which made her smile and say, "That's the perfect reaction."

She did a slow turn, showing off her legs and the bare skin of her midsection. I loved how her breasts were visible through the material, her nipples just out of sight.

The seamstress asked me, "Is it too much breast?"

I grinned and said, "There's no such thing."

Kristin gently pulled down on the fabric and said, "Maybe a little lower?"

The seamstress cautioned, "Your nipples might be visible if we go any lower."

Kristin replied, "That's okay. Just lower," as she watched me staring at her.

The seamstress nodded, "Alright, I'll have it ready in a few days."

Kristin then turned to the mirror and asked the seamstress, "Could you give us a few minutes?" The woman discreetly left the room.

Kristin then turned to me and said, "Take it off, Jack."

"What?" I said, my heart pounding.

"Take it off," she repeated. "I need to make sure it's easy to remove on the wedding night. It's just a couple of buttons and the hooks in the back."

I stood, grateful she was facing away from me, because I had a massive erection from looking at her. I stepped behind her and examined the dress, making sure I understood how to unfasten it without causing any damage.

As I reached for the top button, Kristin said, "Pretend it's our wedding night and slowly reveal me. Unhook the ones at the waist first so the skirt slips off without stressing the hooks."

I looked at the back of the dress and saw a few more fasteners at her waist, which held the material over her hips. I could feel my heart hammering in my chest, standing so close to her in that sexy dress.

As I unhooked the fasteners at her waist, Kristin whispered, "That's it, Jack. Reveal your bride." My brain was on fire. Did she just say "your bride"?

The chiffon from her waist parted slightly, revealing her bare skin. I moved to her neckline, carefully unfastening the two buttons that held the most pressure, and then unhooked the line of hooks and eyes that ran down her back.

Kristin instructed, "Now, carefully off the shoulders, so they slide down my arms."

I gently pulled the material apart, and after it slipped over her shoulders, the entire dress slid down, pooling in a cloudy white pile at her feet. She was now standing in front of me in only a white thong, her bare breasts staring back at me in the mirror.

Kristin turned to face me, and I couldn't breathe as I stared at her. She was completely naked except for the thong, which covered very little.

She was beaming, and she pointedly glanced down at my crotch, where I could feel my dick straining against my pants. "Exactly the reaction I was hoping for," she said.

"I want it to be the best night ever," she smiled, her eyes on mine.

"Fuck," was all I could manage.

She bit her lip and said, "Yes, that would be next. But you'll have to wait until the wedding night, big boy." She then bent down to pick up the dress, her naked ass on full display as she hung it up. I was frozen, watching her as she casually paraded around the room naked. Her body was incredible, and my mind was racing, wondering what she would feel like to hold.

She turned and said, "Well, I better get dressed," and slipped into the changing room.

Consummation

After that, I had a hard time interacting with Kristin without picturing her naked. She never mentioned the incident again, but she was just as flirty as ever.

When I was standing at the altar behind Chris, I was certain Kristin gave me a wink as she walked by, acknowledging the show she had given me the last time she wore that dress.

On the wedding day, we checked into the hotel where the reception was being held. I had reserved a suite of rooms—the main bridal suite and a connecting side bedroom where Chris and I could get ready while Kristin prepared in the main bedroom.

The ceremony went off without a hitch, although I had a hard time controlling my erection when I saw the bride again.

The reception was held in the same hotel, and the usual crowd got progressively drunker. I stayed sober so I could handle any issues that might arise. It also gave me the chance to make sure the bride and groom got to eat, and I was to bring them their drinks.

When Chris went to the restroom, Kristin leaned over and said, "Get him doubles, okay? Let him have some fun."

"Don't want him too drunk for later," I laughed.

"What if I want him drunk? Remember who fills in for him? Who fills me?" she whispered into my ear. "It's your duty."

Fuck . She was still flirting with me on her wedding day. My mind raced back to the dress fitting, the promise I had made to fulfill my duty. It finally dawned on me she was serious about hooking up with me.

I asked, "Does Chris know? I mean, what is going on?"

At that moment, Chris returned. He handed me his glass and said, "Make it a triple, buddy. You really are the best man."

Kristin gave me a quick wink. I walked to the bar, trying to make sense of what was happening. This couldn't be real. I wasn't drunk, so maybe it was just the excitement of the wedding.

When I got back to the table, Chris took the drink, raised it to me, and said, "Remember your duty, buddy," before draining the glass and handing it back.

I looked at Kristin, and the bride gave me a shy smile and a wink. Holy shit. This can't be happening. I was in a complete fog as I walked back to the bar for a refill.

Just as I returned with another triple, they announced the cutting of the cake. I escorted the couple over to the cake table, and luckily there were no mishaps. Chris was definitely a little tipsy at this point.

I couldn't bring myself to get him another drink; he was clearly barely hanging on. I sat with him and got him some coffee while Kristin chatted with her guests. I could feel myself getting hard again as I remembered what she looked like underneath that dress.

Mercifully, the bouquet toss arrived. I scanned the single women in the crowd, even taking a picture with my phone so I could ask Chris and Kristin about any potential prospects or introductions later. There were at least two pretty redheads in the gaggle fighting over the bouquet, but sadly, they both had dates.

The bouquet toss was followed by the grand exit. Unfortunately, Chris was having trouble walking straight, so it was a little awkward, with the best man helping the bride and groom leave. I was sure that would be the one thing people remembered from their wedding.

We got Chris into the elevator, and as we rode up, Kristin said, "Thanks for all your help. It was a fun day."

I looked at her and said, "You were the star. Everyone only had eyes for the gorgeous bride."

Chris seemed to focus for a moment and asked, "Where are we?"

Kristin said, "The reception is over, Chris. We're heading to the bridal suite for our wedding night."

Chris blinked, and his eyes grew clearer. "Oh!" He looked at Kristin, then at me, and said firmly, "Oh!"

I chuckled, "Ah, I see you're excited for the wedding night! Give your bride a night to remember."

As the elevator doors opened and we headed down the hall, Chris said, "Oh, God, I hope it's a night to remember." I bet he was regretting all that whisky now.

When we reached the door, Chris fumbled for the key card, then opened the door. As we were about to enter, Kristin stood still, looking at us. "Bride over the threshold?"

"Oh!" Chris said. He turned to me and said, "Uh, I can't do this. Would you mind?"

I hesitated, thinking, "Why not just walk through and do it when he's sober?"

Kristin looked at me and said, "Your duty. You promised," as she held her arms out. It was feeling weird again, but I easily lifted her into my arms. She swept her dress to the side as I reached under her, causing my hand to slide up her leg, holding her bare ass instead of the fabric as she wrapped her arms around my neck.

I stepped through the doorway, and she turned her face to mine and planted a kiss on me, working her tongue between my lips. Despite my surprise, my natural reaction was to kiss her back. I was lost in a fog as we kissed for nearly a minute, our tongues dueling.

When we broke the kiss, I gently set her down. Chris was watching, and he said, "Perfect. Thanks, Jack." He didn't sound upset, but I couldn't imagine he was happy about it.

"Okay, well, I better leave you two to your fun," I said.

"Wait, Jack," Chris said.

He addressed us both. "Now we exchange wedding gifts." He looked at Kristin, then at me, and said, "I hope you don't mind, but you are my wedding gift to Kristin. I promised her the most memorable wedding night ever, and I know your legendary log will do it."

"Wait? What?" This couldn't be true.

Chris said, "Besides, I've got whiskey dick, so it's your duty to fill in for me."

He was watching me, and I was having a hard time processing it. I looked to Kristin to see if she was laughing.

Kristin was looking at me with lust or adoration, but no humor at all. She breathed, "Yes, Jack. And my wedding gift to Chris is to give you the best wedding night a woman can have. I promised to give my whole body to you, in any way you want. You have full wedding night rights."

I was still stunned, thinking. "So, um, you want to watch us...?"

Chris said, "No. It's a proper wedding night, except you're taking my place." He added, "And no condoms, give her the full treatment. And make sure she can't walk in the morning," he laughed, looking at her. "I'll be in the side bedroom. She'll wake me in time for our flight, and you'll be gone. The only traces will be soreness and semen."

Kristin smiled at him and said, "I'll be a very energetic bride, Chris. Good night!"

And with that, he left.

Kristin smiled at me and said, "Well? You know how to take off the dress." She turned so I could see the fasteners and buttons.

My hands were shaking as I unfastened the dress, remembering the last time I had done this. I couldn't ignore that this was actually happening, and I tried to lean into the situation, no matter how unconventional it felt. As I moved to the hooks and eyes at the top, I said, "Do you know how many times I've thought about taking your dress off?"

Kristin said, "Probably not as often as I've thought about taking your gigantic cock inside me. I hope what I've heard is true."

As the last hooks came apart, I said, "I never heard you use dirty words. That's kind of sexy." I parted the shoulders, and her dress fell to the ground just like before. Kristin turned to me, and I saw she wasn't wearing even the thong. Her little shaved slit was in full view.

She smiled, reaching for my pants as she said, "You know what's sexy? When you ram that big cock into me and make me come as you shoot your loads into my married cunt. I want you to defile the bride, Lumberjack Jack."

Holy shit. She pulled down my pants, releasing my erection, which sprang free and brushed her face as she leaned back. I watched her stare at it for a moment before she grabbed it with both hands, saying, "Holy God. I can't believe it. This is what a nine-inch cock looks like!"

She leaned forward and kissed the tip, then took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it, causing me to groan. I was quickly removing my jacket and shirt, tossing them to the ground. This was really happening!

She released her grip on me to allow me to pull off my shoes, socks, and pants, then stood and took hold of my member again. She looked up at me and said, "Take me. Carry me to the bed and be the first man inside my married body!"

Fuck! I easily lifted her by her ass cheeks, kissing her as she wrapped her legs around my waist. I walked us to the bed and fell onto it with her, careful not to crush her. As I got onto my knees, I could feel her hand pulling my cock toward her pussy.

"Do you want to go slow?" I asked, wondering if she wanted some foreplay.

"No!" she said fiercely. "Fuck me now!" She was panting, and she took a moment to say, "I've been practicing for you. Chris bought me an enormous dildo, so I'd be ready for you."

I could feel her trying to guide me into her entrance, so I leaned forward, and she moaned as my cockhead parted her lips.

"All the way. Give me everything. I'm so ready for you!"

I could feel her warmth and her wetness. I pushed into her, feeling her tight pussy gripping me, but still yielding. This was completely new to me; only Kate had been able to take me, and that was after years of practice.

I was almost all the way inside her when she moaned and started shaking and bucking, an orgasm racking her body. It was surprising and exciting, and I held on tight until she calmed, then I pushed hard and worked the last couple of inches into her. When I felt our pubic bones meet, Kristin's eyes flew open, and she started another orgasm.

As I held on and watched her, I realized that I truly was the first man to fuck a newly married bride. I was bare skin deep inside another man's wife! I could feel my balls boil, and then the intense feeling of orgasm gripped me as I emptied hot semen into her.

She opened her eyes and watched me as I clung helplessly to her, my complete focus on my spurting cock. Her face slowly broke into a smile as she realized what was happening, or maybe even felt me flooding her.

As I recovered, I panted, "Sorry. I've never come so fast. I don't know what came over me. Fuck, I know what came over me—you! Someone else's wife!"

Kristin smiled and giggled and said, "Yes! Isn't it great? I came twice already, and you haven't even properly fucked me. I hope you can stay hard—I need to feel you inside me, ramming me deep!"

She felt so warm and wet, and I wasn't softening, so I started fucking her slowly at first. Her eyes lit up, and she said, "Yes! Do it!" After a few minutes, she whispered, "You're pushing all your sperm deep inside me, on my wedding night. Oh God, I... Ah!" She was gripped by another orgasm. Her orgasms hit her hard and fast; it was exciting, if a little unnerving. Most of the other women I had been with had signaled that they were getting close.

As she recovered, I continued fucking her, hoping to make her pop again. I wasn't disappointed as she shrieked and convulsed again. I again slowed, then continued, working on another. She had come four times in less than a half hour—I wondered how much she could take. When her fifth orgasm hit, I was ready and concentrated on filling her married pussy with my load.

After that, I needed a break, so I rolled off her, keeping my hands on her body.

She said, "You better not fall asleep!"

I laughed, "There's no way I can sleep with you here. I just need a break to reload."

As we lay still for a while, I asked, "You said Chris bought you a dildo to practice?"

She giggled, "Yes. He knew about your reputed size and wanted to make sure I could take you."

"He knew this would happen?"

"Yes. We've planned it for a few months. The dress fitting was his idea." She looked over at me and said, "When I saw how you looked at me naked, I was wet all the time, thinking about tonight."

"How did you decide? I mean, how did... When did..." I tried to figure out how to ask.

"Well, Kate bragged about your cock one time when she was drunk. I couldn't stop thinking about how it would feel ever since then. When you guys divorced, I tried to tempt you a few times."

"Things turned out to be easier, because when I asked Chris what he wanted for a wedding present, he said he wanted me to sleep with another man."

"Really?" I asked. "Seems a strange thing to ask for your wedding night."

She laughed, "No, I think he meant for it to happen as a bachelorette party, or before the wedding. When he asked what I wanted for a wedding gift, I told him I wanted to try your nine-inch cock. That's how you became the best man."

"Funny, while I was planning the wedding, Chris was planning a way for you to fuck me." She laughed, "He did a good job of it, didn't he?"

She was fondling my cock, which was becoming hard. She continued to stroke me harder as she said, "I get my nine-inch wedding night cock, and you get to be the first to fuck Mrs. Reed." Kristin leaned up and kissed me as she swung her leg over me, ready to impale herself on my erection, as she said, "And you're going to do it again now. Oooh," she moaned as I felt her slide onto my hard cock.

We had sex nearly all night, in every position she wanted. One good thing about a big cock is that every porn position is possible. Finally, at around 5 am, she fell asleep. As she drifted off, she said, "If you want, you can fuck me while I sleep."

I was sex-drunk. My balls ached, and I smelled of sex and sweat, but I couldn't sleep. I pulled on my clothes, then searched the room for travel documents so that I knew when they had to leave for the plane. I finally found that they had a 2 pm flight, so I set the alarm for 11 am, then quietly crept out of the newlywed suite.

I wandered the halls in a fog for a few minutes, unable to think straight about where I should go or what I should do. I then remembered that I had a room and headed there. My stuff was still in a bag, so I headed home, rather than sleep at the hotel. I wasn't sure how to react to Chris if I ran into them.


Friends With Marital Benefits

My head was spinning in the days after the wedding. I braced myself for angry emails or texts, but nothing came from Chris or Kristin. I hoped I hadn’t destroyed their marriage at the very beginning, even though I knew, deep down, that they had both planned our wedding night encounter.

As much as I felt guilty, I also felt a surge of excitement knowing I had been the first man to have the bride! I had watched my friend say his vows, place the ring on her finger, and share their first dance. But I was the first penis to be inside Mrs. Reed. My sperm were the first to flood her married vagina—multiple times! The same mouth that said her vows and kissed her new husband was wrapped around my cock just a few hours later.

Then, I received the call I had been dreading. Chris and Kristin invited me over for dinner after they returned from their honeymoon. It was the same casual invitation I had accepted dozens of times before, both when I was married and after Kate had left me. A barbecue, some beers, and watching the game while Kristin cleaned up.

I accepted. What else could I do? I had to “man up” and face the consequences. I prepared myself for what I was certain would be the most uncomfortable evening of my life—second only to the night Kate had told me she was leaving.

I arrived at their house, my stomach churning with nerves. As I rang the doorbell, I fiddled with the bottle of customary bourbon I always brought.

Chris answered the door, smiling as he took the bottle. "Man, it's great to see you. Thanks for coming."

“Coming inside your bride,” my guilty brain echoed.

As he walked me toward the small bar, he said, "The meat's on the grill, and Kristin’s getting ready. How have you been? We've missed you. Kristin can’t wait to see you."

I stopped walking, ready to face the music. Chris looked at me, curious about my sudden halt.

I asked, "Even after the wedding, uh... night?"

Chris smiled. "Dude. Don’t get so worked up about that. You gave Kristin the best wedding night ever, according to her."

"And you?" I asked, needing to hear it from him.

Chris pulled out two glasses. "Man, I got to give my bride an unforgettable wedding night. Does it really matter that it was your dick?" He looked over his shoulder as he poured our drinks. "You’re my friend. I knew you’d do the job and just keep it about the sex. It’s not like you’re going to use her up." He chuckled as he handed me my drink. "Although it sounds like you tried!"

We clinked glasses, and I said, "Uh, okay then." I was relieved, even though the whole situation was still incredibly bizarre.

As we sipped our drinks, Kristin appeared at the top of the stairs. She was dressed in her usual style: tight jeans, a fitted top, and flat shoes. Her attire was nothing out of the ordinary, except that the last time I’d seen her, she was passed out naked on her bridal bed, dripping with my semen.

"Hey!" she said brightly.

"Hey there, Mrs. Reed!" I replied, trying to act cool. Chris excused himself to check on the steaks.

Kristin walked up to me and kissed me on the lips. It was definitely more intimate than her usual peck on the cheek, but there was no tongue or passionate embrace like before.

She cocked an eyebrow and asked slyly, "What are you thinking?"

"Just about the last time I saw you," I said truthfully, trying to walk the line between politeness and flirting.

"Oh," she nodded her head slowly. "You mean when I was naked, impaled by your massive meat, while you were trying to drive me through the bed?"

I just stared at her, instantly horny, but trying to figure out how to respond.

She winked and said, "I think about that all the time," as she walked to the kitchen and pulled a bottle of wine from the fridge.

As she filled a glass, she said, "I'm glad you could come for dinner. Chris and I want us to all stay friends, even though I've got a new name."

Chris reappeared, carrying the steaks from the grill, and we sat down to eat. The conversation was just like old times, sharing stories from work and hearing about their honeymoon trip to the islands.

After dinner, Chris and I retired to the living room to watch the game while Kristin cleaned up.

At halftime, Chris said, "Hey, I'm heading out of town for a couple of nights next week. Would you mind keeping Kristin company?"

"I don't know, man. I mean… I don't know." How was I supposed to answer that? Was this another hookup? How could I "take care" of Kristin after we'd already had sex?

Chris turned to look at me and said, "She really wants you to. You're not getting any pussy right now, are you?" My stomach churned. I never expected a repeat of this, even though I had thought about it a lot.

"No, I'm not. You mean?" I had to hear it from him explicitly.

Chris said, "Yes, I do. Look, I won't be using her, so you might as well. This way I know she won't be getting it from anyone else. Besides, I think she’s addicted after the wedding night."

Shit. This was real. How do I accept without sounding too excited or not excited enough? Which was better?

Kristin entered the room at that moment, seeing us talking. "What are you guys up to?"

Chris said, "I was telling Jack about my trip and seeing if he'd keep you company."

Kristin looked at me and said, "Should I expect you to come Tuesday and Wednesday?"

We all heard the emphasis in her voice.

I said carefully, "Yes, I'll probably be coming."

Kristin smiled broadly. "And that's why you're the best man. I can't wait!" She headed upstairs, probably to bed.

Chris and I watched the rest of the game, and then he walked me to the door. As I was about to leave, he said, "Tuesday, okay? She's all yours."

"Okay," was all I could say. This was weird, but I was happy to have the chance to nail the bride again.



When Tuesday arrived, I left work and drove straight to Chris and Kristin's house. Chris's car was gone, which I expected, but it still felt strange. I went to the front door, and as I knocked, I realized I should have probably brought flowers or something.

Kristin answered the door, wearing only a bathrobe. Even in that, she looked incredibly sexy.

"Hi, what's up?" I said.

Kristin stepped back to let me in and answered, "I'm horny."

"Oh, okay. So…?"

"We fuck. I've been waiting for this for three weeks. Fuck my brains out like you did on my wedding day." She grabbed my hand, and her robe fell open, exposing her nakedness.

As she led me to their bedroom, she said, "Fuck me in our bed. Take me like I'm yours!" She pulled me close and kissed me fiercely as she fumbled with my clothes. When she broke the kiss, she said, "I AM yours! Fucking break me, big boy!"

I was so worked up that I didn’t hold back. I finished taking off my clothes and was inside her in a flash, pounding her like I hadn't had sex in a month—which, of course, was exactly how long it had been. Whenever I felt sated, I'd think about how she was a newlywed and I was taking her in her husband's bed, with his knowledge, and I found a fresh surge of energy to continue.

When we finally lay exhausted in the bed, Kristin said, "Well, you certainly don’t disappoint. You ARE the best man."

I finally registered what we had done, and I asked, "Um, what about protection?"

My friend's wife laughed. "It's a little late for that, don't you think?" She then said, "I'm on an IUD. I had it put in last week when I knew you'd be coming." She chuckled at her own joke. "Actually, it's the hormone kind, so I should stop having periods."

She turned her face to mine and said, "I'll be ready whenever you want me."

I said, "I think this is just for when Chris travels, no? He said I could have you when he's not around."

She studied my face, then said, "Sure, when he's gone." She touched my face. "But every minute when he's gone, okay?"

I looked at her gorgeous naked body and smiled. "That's a deal."

She asked, "You hungry?"

"Yes."

Kristin spread her legs. "Well then. I've got a pussy that needs eating. Right now!" She pulled my head down to her tasty slit, and I gave her some more orgasms before we lay together and fell asleep.

I spent the next day and night living at Chris's, having sex with Kristin multiple times. It was strange but fun and very exciting.

Thursday morning, as I was about to leave for work, I gave Kristin a kiss. "I guess this is goodbye, until Chris's next trip?"

"Sure," she said. "But we'll still have you over for dinner."

"Okay, I guess dinner will be good."

Kristin smiled. "But not as good as fucking."

"No, definitely. Not as good as fucking," I said, leaving before I could say anything more.

***

I spent the next week thinking about Kristin and how Chris was okay with me sleeping with his wife. I wondered when I'd get another dinner invitation, or if one would even come again after our last visit.

About a week and a half later, I got the call to come over for dinner. Again, there was nothing unusual about the call, and when I arrived with a bottle in hand, my friend greeted me just like always.

We had a drink, and Kristin joined us for a while as we waited for the grill to do its job. Kristin looked sexy, as usual, and I had a hard time not thinking about her naked. After a bit, Chris excused himself to check the meat. I waited for Kristin to be the first to say something.

Kristin finally said, "It feels like home when you're here."

"Mmm," I said.

She leaned forward and said, "It feels like home when you’re inside me." She met my eyes. "Does it feel like home when you're inside me?"

I whispered, "It feels like adultery." I felt the words come out a little harsher than I had meant them.

Kristin tilted her head a little and said, "And how does that feel?"

I grinned. "It feels better than anything I can describe."

Kristin smiled brightly. "Good. I enjoy making you feel that way. Adultery it is."

Chris returned and announced that dinner was ready, so our conversation ended. We all enjoyed the dinner and had a couple of drinks. There weren't any interesting games on, so the evening ended a little earlier than usual.

As Chris and Kristin walked me to the door, Chris said, "Hey, I'm away on Tuesday. Wanna take care of Kristin?"

"Yes, absolutely!" I was no longer worried about how strange this was.

Chris handed me a key. "Key to the house. Mi casa es tu casa."

"Uh, okay." I wasn't sure why I would need a key if Kristin was home, but whatever.

Kristin's voice came from behind us. "Mi esposa es tu esposa." We both looked at her, and she chuckled, "But you already have the key to that," as she glanced at my crotch.

***

On Tuesday, I went directly to their house, using my new key to enter. I put down my laptop and overnight bag and headed into the kitchen, where I heard Kristin. 

She was completely naked at the counter, mixing a salad. Her body was incredible, and I watched as she turned to face me. "It's the man of the house!" She quickly closed the distance between us, threw her arms around my neck, and gave me a deep, passionate tongue kiss. 

When we broke the kiss, I said, "I wish I were the man of the house, I'm just filling in." 

Kristin looked up at me. "Why do you think Chris gave you the key? Symbolically, he gave you his home—which includes me. There are two men of the house, but you're the best man." 

I felt her grope my erection as she fell to her knees. "And speaking of filling in, you have some filling to do!" I felt her release my throbbing cock, then swallow it as she moaned, "Oh God, I love your Polish sausage, Jack." 

I don’t think we ever made it to the salad. I remember lying in bed with her after a couple of hours of playing, and she said, "I love my IUD." 

"Well, that's random." 

Kristin chuckled. "Yeah, I guess. I would have been on my period today. But instead of leaking blood, I'm leaking your semen." She kissed my chest. "I love it when you fill me! I love feeling you pulse, millions of your baby makers boiling out of your balls deep inside me." 

She touched my face so that I looked over, and she said, "Deep inside your friend’s wife." She winked and said, "Adultery. Still your favorite feeling?" 

"Umm, yes," I agreed. 


Take What You Want

Over the next several months, the pattern became routine: I would go to Chris and Kristin's for dinner, and then stay the night whenever Chris was away on business, which was typically every three weeks.

Around Christmastime, Chris and I were having drinks at his place. Kristin was out at a holiday event with some friends from work. It was probably the first time he and I had been alone together since before the wedding.

He was drinking more heavily than usual, in a lighthearted mood as we watched a holiday show on TV. After a moment of silence, he said, "Hey man, thank you."

"For what?"

"For, you know, taking care of Kristin. I mean, for fucking her. I know it's weird."

I sensed his filter was gone, so I kept my reply simple. "Yeah, it's weird."

He looked at me with a slightly drunken expression. "I know. I just have this thing about her. I want her to cheat. To be used and sent home. It gets me excited. I think the term for it is cuckold."

"Okay…" This was more than I was prepared to hear, and I hoped the conversation would end there.

"It works out well. I know you'll just fuck her and bring her back because you're my friend. I can't trust anyone else like that." He took another swig of his drink. "There’s no one else I can trust to take my place in our bed. In our house. You just take control. Because you're stronger, bigger—a lot bigger, according to Kristin."

"Umm," I chuckled nervously.

He looked at me, trying to focus, and said, "You can have her whenever you want, you know. Not just when I'm traveling."

My eyebrows shot up in surprise, and he continued, "Yeah. Just come take her, like you're borrowing a tool. Just walk in the front door, say 'I'm taking your wife and will bring her back when I'm done,' then drive her to your house."

He leaned forward a bit. "Would you do that for me? That would be so cool! Just take my wife and use her whenever you like. You don't have a girlfriend yet, do you?"

I shook my head, my mind reeling. "Really? You really want that?"

"Oh, God, yes!" he said eagerly. "I want you to take her whenever you want her. I know you'll bring her back, hopefully all used and messy. I like to know she's been with you."

He swung his head, clearly convinced. "There you go! Your Christmas present. And mine. Kristin is yours to take whenever you want. I think you're officially our bull."

"Um, shouldn't we check with her?" I said, thinking how insane this sounded.

"Nope. All she does is talk about your gigantic cock and how much she loves it. She'd be a slut if you weren't banging her."

I tried to follow his logic. I figured she was already a slut because I was banging her, but I kept that thought to myself.

We went back to watching the show again. Chris had either bared his soul and was too drunk to continue, realized he had said too much, or had simply reached his final decision.

I switched to Coke so that I could drive and think on this with a clearer head. I was just about to leave and went to the bathroom. When I returned, Kristin had just arrived home, all dolled up in her Christmas dress, which showed off her legs and cleavage.

She was a little tipsy and was making fun of Chris's drunkenness as he struggled to get off the couch. When I appeared, she said, "And here's drunk number two!"

Chris was standing, trying to figure out how to defend himself.

I looked at his wife and said, "Wow, you look hot!"

She struck a pose and said, "'Cause I am hot, Jack."

I wasn't drunk, but I wasn't completely sober either. I was at that "here, hold my beer" level of sobriety, so I decided to test the waters.

I turned to Chris and said, "I'm taking your wife home with me. I'll bring her back when I'm done using her." I took her hand and pulled her toward the door.

Kristin looked alarmed. "Chris! What the fuck? What is going on?"

I looked at her and said, "Chris has nothing to say about this. Now quiet down and come with me before I stick something in your mouth to shut you up."

She followed me out the door, looking at Chris, then at me. I put her in the car, then got in and started it. As we pulled away, she said, "Where are we going?"

I said, "To my house. You are mine tonight, so I'm going to fuck you in my bed. You can go back to your husband when I'm done with you."

She was quiet for a bit, then asked, "Just like that? You take me from my house to fuck me like a piece of meat then dump me when you're done?"

"Yep."

"Oh, my God! Oh my God! Yes! Oh, please yes!" she said before she reached over, undoing my pants. She sucked and licked me for the couple of minutes it took to get to my house.

When we pulled up, Kristin said, "Oh God! In your bed." As we walked into the house, she said, "This is the first time I've slept away from Chris since we got married."

I held the door open for her and said, "Get used to it. I'm taking you from him whenever I want."

That night was almost as good as the wedding night. It was also the first night she had anal sex, and I knew she’d be sore the next day. I woke a little earlier than her and read up on "cuckold" to see what to expect from Chris. He apparently got off from both the cheating and the humiliation.

When I dropped off Kristin the next day, I parked a block away so that she would have to walk past all the neighbors, if they were out. When we stopped, she said, "Why are we stopping here?"

I ignored her and got out, then opened her door. She reluctantly got out, still dressed in her sparkly Christmas dress, which was wrinkled, rumpled, and crooked. Her makeup was smeared and her hair was a mess. "Why?" she asked.

I smiled and said, "Walk of shame. For your husband."

I held her hand and started down the sidewalk, as she looked very uncomfortable. As she looked from side to side, she said, "The neighbors might see me."

"They will see you," I said as we walked slowly, hand-in-hand. "And they'll know you're stepping out on Chris."

She looked at me in surprise and said, "They'll think I'm a slut!" I just stared at her, a slight smile on my face.

Her eyes opened wide, and she said, "Oh my God. I AM a slut." She was panting, not quite hyperventilating, but very excited. As we approached their house, she pulled my hand to her ass and whispered, "Fuck. I am so turned on, I think I might orgasm." She looked at me and said, "I am a slut. Oh god. Yes."

When we reached their front door, I pulled out my key and opened it. I gave her a smile and said, "Full access."

I opened the door, and Chris was standing there, a grin on his face. I pushed Kristin into the house by her ass and said, "Here you go. I'm done with her for now. Thanks." I had a hard time saying that to my friend, but I was sure I knew what he wanted.

Chris automatically said, "You're the best man, so anytime."

I replied, "Yep. Anytime." Then I turned and left, not saying anything to Kristin. I figured she would enjoy being treated like a slut—after all, just the idea drove her close to orgasm when I first took her.

As I drove home, I received a text from Chris: "Thanks, buddy. That was perfect. I appreciate you."

***

Christmas passed quickly, with all of us consumed by visiting family and friends and attending endless cocktail parties. The only contact I had with Chris and Kristin was a single text from Chris after Christmas that said simply, "She's yours whenever you want."

I replied, "I know, don't worry."

On New Year's Eve, I received a quick call from Chris saying that they were having a few neighbors over for drinks, and they would love for me to come.

"Come inside my wife," was what I was thinking. I was horny and had nothing else going on, so I decided to go.

I arrived around 9 pm, and there were already about eight couples at Chris and Kristin's house. When I got there, Kristin answered the door and seemed both excited and nervous to see me. She took the bottle I had brought and quickly steered me to the bar. As she put ice in a glass, she said, "Hey, I want you to know about a few of our neighbors."

I nodded, and she continued, "That skinny tall redhead over there is Sloane, the short skinny blonde next to her is Linda, and the blonde with huge fake tits is Alena." She glanced around and said, "They have been asking about you. I'm sure Alena saw our 'walk of shame,' and they all gossip. I’m sure they think we're fucking."

I glanced over at the trio, who were looking at us. I turned back to Kristin and said, "First, it's your walk of shame, not ours." I winked at her and said, "And they're right about us fucking. What's the problem?"

She handed me a drink and said, "I don't know. Doesn't it bother you?"

I smiled and said, "No, but it's different for guys. You seemed to be excited to be known as a slut." I turned my head slightly and said, "Besides, Alena looks more like a slut."

Kristin grew an evil smile as she said, "Yeah, we're all pretty sure she's been fucking around on her husband. He's that nerdy guy by the fireplace. I'm not sure he's ever had an erection in his life."

Kristin looked at me eagerly and said, "What are your plans tonight? Are you gonna take me from Chris?"

I smiled and said, "Slut. We'll see what midnight brings."

I recognized a few of the people from past parties with Chris. I found my friend and hung out with him for a while, then went to refill my drink. While I was pouring another scotch, the three women that Kristin warned me about slid up to the bar. It was just me and them, so I expected some shenanigans.

"Hi. You're the best man, aren't you?" Alena said. She was obviously the ringleader. All three were staring at me like they were starving wolves and I was a sheep.

"Hi. Yes, I am. What can I do for you ladies?"

The tall redhead pushed her glass forward. "Would you fill us up?"

I looked at her and said, "Until you can't walk."

The redhead's mouth flew open, and the others giggled.

Linda, the blonde, said, "You're quite a big one, aren't you? All over?"

I looked at her and said, "I just offered to let you know. Or you can ask Kristin."

She blinked, shocked at my words. Alena said, "Oh, but we're married women, Mr. Big Guy."

I poured wine into each of their glasses and said, "Those are the best kind. They want just one thing. I bet you ladies want that one thing desperately."

It looked like Alena was about to say something, but Chris rolled up at that point. She choked back her words as she looked from me to Chris and back again. Chris said, "I see you met my friend and best man, Jack."

"Jack, this is Alena, Linda, and Sloane. Be careful with these three; a man can get in trouble with them," he laughed good-naturedly as he filled his glass.

"That's just what we were talking about," I said, giving them a wink.

The three women exchanged glances and turned to find another conversation.

After they had departed, Chris said in a lower voice, "I think I'm the only one in the neighborhood that hasn't fucked Alena. If I wasn't married to Kristin, Alena would be my girl." He gave me a knowing grin. He loved sluts.

As midnight approached, nearly all the people had left. There was just the redhead and her husband, another couple, and Alena. Her weaselly husband had left hours earlier.

I grabbed my champagne and sought Kristin, who was in the kitchen talking to Alena. Alena gave me a big smile and raised her eyebrows as if she knew something. Chris followed right after, saying, "Almost time for the midnight kiss! About 30 seconds, I think." We could hear the countdown on the TV in the main room.

I was feeling a little buzzed and frisky, and I thought Chris might like a cuckold moment. I turned to him and said clearly, "I'll be taking Kristin's midnight kiss." Alena and Kristin heard me clearly and watched Chris's reaction. He looked at all three of us, then said, "Okay."

He took a small step toward Alena, and I said, "No. Also mine." which froze him in his tracks. Alena's eyes were as big as saucers as she watched me raise my champagne glass and toast Kristin and Alena as the count hit "zero."

As we heard the cheers of "Happy New Year!" I grabbed Kristin and pulled her tight, locking lips and exchanging tongues for nearly a minute as I ran my hand under her skirt and gripped her ass. Alena and Chris just watched.

I released Kristin and turned to Alena, doing the same. The ferocity of her kiss surprised me. She had a snake for a tongue, probing the back of my throat as I grabbed her firm ass and felt those fake tits pushing against me. Her hand surprised me, groping around my crotch and rubbing my erection. The feeling of her tongue so deep in my mouth drove me wild, pulling her tight, my hands on her naked ass cheeks.

I finally broke the kiss, taking a moment to catch my breath.

Alena was wearing a smile of amazement and looked at Kristin, saying, "Now I know why! Oh God." She said intently, "I get him after you're done. You'd be a fool to let that go, though."

She turned and walked out of the room. As she passed Chris, she said, "You can't compete, sorry."

My mind was swimming, overwhelmed by what I'd just gotten away with.

Finally, Chris said, "Wow. Okay. What now?"

I could see the redhead paused at the entrance to the room, hesitant to disturb our conversation. For her benefit, I said, "I'm taking her home. My cock will be the first inside her this year. You can kiss her when I bring her back."

I locked eyes with the redhead, whose mouth hung open. She quietly backed away, fleeing to another room.

We all filed out of the house around the same time, wishing happy new years and promising to see each other soon. The redhead and Alena paused on the sidewalk to watch me put Kristin in my car and drive off.

It was very exciting to be the first inside my friend's wife for the new year. As we lay in bed, soaked and exhausted from the New Year's bang, Kristin said, "Are you going to fuck Alena?"

"I don't know. She's a good kisser. And, apparently a slut. Would it bother you?"

"Maybe. Would you leave me for her?" Kristin persisted.

"No. Don't you want to share? She would only get a taste of what you get all the time. How would that feel?"

"Mmm, maybe. You're mine and I only let her get a teaser? That sounds fun," my friend's wife admitted.

I chuckled. "Now you know what Chris feels."

"Oh my God, you're right." After a few moments, she said, "It's okay. Go ahead and fuck her."

"Sounds like Alena wanted me after you were done with me. You'll have to talk to her and set the rules, which includes her husband's consent. Won't that feel powerful?"

"Hmm, yes. Maybe. You’ll let me whore you out like that?"

I laughed.

"Oh. I get it. You're me now. And you'll fuck whomever I tell you to," she said.

"Yep."

"Wow. This is more complicated than just sex, I guess. Let me sleep on it before I turn you into a whore, okay? Just remember that cock is mine, and just on loan." She yawned and rolled over.

I put my arm over her naked body, pulling her warm soft flesh next to me. I felt myself getting hard as I realized that this was another man's wife.


Bull With Benefits

Chris  and Kristin  invited me to their  house about a week later, which was a pleasant surprise. I hadn’t heard a word about Alena  during this time.

When I arrived at the house, Chris met me at the door as usual, for the bourbon handoff. He led me to the bar, where I was surprised to see the tall redhead and her husband. He was thin like her, about her height and dressed like a hipster, but with a very nerdy look, wearing wire-rim librarian glasses. If he wasn’t with this beautiful woman, I would have assumed he was gay.

Chris  introduced us as he made me a drink, “This is Sloane, and Joel is her husband. They live a few doors down. This is Jack , my friend and best man at my wedding.”

Both Sloane and Joel were inspecting me, and they said, “best man,” almost together. Sloane had heard me telling Chris that I was going to be the first cock inside his wife at the New Year party, so she definitely knew we had a close but strange relationship. I couldn’t tell if her husband knew.

Joel said, “Well, nice to meet you. Both Kristin and Chris talk about you fondly, I guess you’re all close?”

I nodded, as I sipped at my drink.

“I hear you take care of Kristin  when Chris  is traveling.” Sloane said. “She said you’re very good to her.”

I had a hard time not choking on my drink. This was getting close to home.

Sloane gave a slight smile as she said, “ Chris  and Kristin  have a very trusting relationship, I see.” She tilted her head as she met my eyes and said, “Joel and I have been working on the same trust.”

I noticed Chris  had kept himself busy during the exchange, but joined the conversation just then. “Yeah, I have absolute trust Jack  is taking care of Kristin  when I’m not around. I think she even looks forward to my trips,” he chuckled.

“Hey, Joel and Sloane brought a tray of ribs, as well as a cheese spread and some kabobs. Let’s go check them on the grill.”

We headed out to the grill, passing through the kitchen, where Kristin was fiddling with something on the counter. I hung back for a moment and quietly asked, “Everything OK?”

Kristin smiled and sipped her wine, saying softly but firmly, “You’re mine first, you whore.” Her intensity spoke of anger, but her face and smile said things were OK. Something was definitely going on. I suspected she was not so happy at being known as a slut, but couldn’t put the pieces together.

I joined the rest at the grill, and we got busy setting out dinner, eating, and having drinks. It felt a little uncomfortable, the way Sloane and Joel kept watching me. I suspected they were wondering how a big pollack like me was nailing a hot number like Kristin.

Sloane was quite a woman herself, standing probably 5’8”, with small perfectly shaped breasts and a firm skinny body, she looked like one of those athletes in track. She was probably 5 years older than me, with thick red hair that flowed over her shoulders. I wondered idly if she was a natural redhead. She had a gorgeous face, but only occasionally smiled, mostly looking like she was shy of the world.

At the end of the evening, Joel said, “Hey, can you help us carry our stuff back? I’ve got some Johnnie Walker Blue waiting if you like scotch.” I would not pass up a taste of a $250 bottle of scotch, so I grabbed two serving plates and followed them to the door. As we left Chris ’s house, he said, “ Jack , we’re gonna close up early here. Make sure you take your car keys.”

It seemed a little strange, and I wondered if he was trying to keep me from taking Kristin  for the night. She was pretty cold most of the night, so I wondered what had transpired. I never took her away after our dinners, I think Chris  preferred the anxiety and surprise of never knowing when she’d be gone.

As I followed Joel and Sloane to their house, I couldn’t help notice her firm ass and long legs. That fiery hair was a tremendous turn on for me as well, I only wish she smiled more.

Their house was cheery, similar to Chris  and Kristin ’s, but laid out a little differently. We deposited the dishes on the counter, and Joel steered me to a side room that was finished as a den. He had quite a collection of scotches on display and immediately poured us both a neat Johnnie Blue.

As we savored tiny sips, Joel said, “You know, we’ve known Chris and Kristin for a couple of years, but I didn’t really get to talk to him a lot until after the New Year’s party.”

I sensed some revelation or confrontation coming, but tried not to look nervous.

He gave me an appraising look, then continued, “Sloane overheard you and Chris talking at the end of the evening, and told me about it.” He sipped his drink, “I was surprised, because I didn’t think anyone I knew felt the way Sloane and I do. So I was excited enough to visit with Chris and ask him.”

He held up his glass, looking at the liquid, then casually said, “It turns out we’re both cuckolds.” I nearly snorted my drink, as I stared at him.

Joel cocked an eyebrow and said, “But you already know that, because you’re their Bull, aren’t you?”

Sloane quietly entered the room, carrying a small backpack.

Joel barely glanced at her as he said, “ Chris  says you have a key to their house, and just take Kristin  whenever you feel like having her. And you take Chris ’s place as husband when he’s traveling. Is that true?”

I wasn’t sure what could be gained by lying, so I carefully said, “Yes.”

I heard Sloane’s quick intake of air.

Joel put down his glass and said, “Thank you for your honesty. Can I ask something?”

What could there be to ask? Details? How did it happen? What the heck. I said, “Sure.”

Joel took a deep breath, then said, “Would you consider being our Bull, too? Chris said you only take Kristin every week or two, so you should have bandwidth?”

I almost laughed at ‘bandwidth.’

I looked at Sloane, who was staring at me in anticipation, her breathing quick and short. Her nipples were poking through her bra and shirt, and she gripped the backpack with white knuckled intensity.

Joel reached into his pocket and put a key on the table. He said, “I assume the same rules? House key so you can have her here or take her whenever you want. Bareback only, no pulling out. She never says no, and you can keep her as long as you want. I also trust that you’ll always return her and not try to steal her away, the same trust that Chris gives you with Kristin.”

Joel finally looked over at Sloane and said, “You have questions?”

Sloane looked nervous, but asked softly, “Is your cock really 8 inches?”

I gave her a smirk and said, “Nine, actually, and very thick.”

I thought she was going to faint as she gasped.

Joel said calmly, “Do we have a deal? Will you be our bull?”

My brain shorted out. Here was a drop-dead model level redhead being offered to me and I paused. I wondered how Kristin  would feel. Could keep it to just sex if she turned out to be a nice person? I wondered if I was going to be hit by lightning when I walked out of the house because of how wrong this all was.

As my brain churned, I heard a tiny sound come from Sloane, “Please say yes.”

I looked at her, then at Joel, then said, “Of course the answer is yes. Congratulations cuck, your wife is now mine.”

Joel was nodding quickly, then said, “She’s packed. Take her now. And please  bring her back stretched and sloppy and used. With that cock, I expect I will be able to park our BMW between her legs.”

I motioned for Sloane to come over and put my glass on the table. As soon as she was near, I pulled her close and kissed her, pushing my tongue into her mouth. She responded in kind, moaning and gasping as we kissed. I grabbed her tight ass cheeks and pulled her tight to me, spreading them, as she moaned louder.

I glanced over and saw that Joel had turned white; the color drained from his face as his mouth hung open. When we finally broke our kiss, Sloane smiled and said softly, “Don’t be gentle. I want it rough.” She turned to look at Joel and said, “I’m going to be fucked by a real  man tonight, baby.”

Joel was still staring, and I was pretty sure I knew what was going on. I felt so powerful holding his wife and realized that I loved being a bull.

“Your husband wasn’t prepared for the kiss, baby. He was only thinking about the fucking.”

Joel moved uncomfortably and made a sound of some sort.

I moved my hand up Sloane’s side and gently cupped her breast “We’ll be making love tonight, Joel. We’ll be cuddling and kissing and making love like it’s our wedding night. I will own  your wife by the morning. Only then will we do all the dirty things you’re imagining.”

Joel made a strangling noise, “Sloane?”

His wife caught on quickly, “You gave me away, baby. I’ll be his by the morning,” She turned and kissed my neck, saying, “Take me and make love to me. Make me yours tonight.”

My cock was steel - I couldn’t wait to take this desirable thing to bed. I felt the same rush as the first time I took Kristin  to bed on her wedding night. I turned and kissed her deeply again, then said, “Let’s go, lover.”

She moaned, “Oh, god, yes.” as we walked out the door. I held her hand as we walked away from the house, and turned down the sidewalk towards Chris and Kristin’s house, and my car.

Sloane looked down at our hands twice. Finally, I said, “The neighbors will know,” as I stopped under a streetlight. “That’s how you all know about Kristin , isn’t it? Her walk of shame before Christmas?”

Sloane said softly, “How do you know we called it that?”

I chuckled, then pulled her close to kiss her. She resisted, and I said, “Either kiss me so they can all see, or get on your knees and suck my cock for them to watch.”

She immediately stopped resisting and kissed me. I loved feeling her ass in my hands as our tongues dueled. I could see motion in the nearest house, and was fairly sure it was Alena or Linda watching. They were blonde, to be sure.

I felt Sloane’s hand move to my crotch and fondle my raging hard-on. She broke the kiss for a second to say, “Nine inches, oh God.” She looked up at me and said, “I’ll get on my knees.”

I smiled and said, “First, we make love. Then, you can be a slut.”

She took my hand, and we continued walking down the street to my car. When I opened the door for her, she said, “How sweet. Joel never does that for me.”

Before I shut the door, I said, “I plan on doing a lot of things to you that Joel doesn’t.” She just stared at me in excitement as the door closed.

When we got to my house, she waited for me to open the door for her. I took her hand and helped her out. As I opened the front door, Sloane sighed loudly, “Wow. I’ve never stayed anywhere without Joel.”

I opened the door for her and said, “Forget about Joel. Just you and me here to make love.”

I led her to the bedroom, and she paused, looking at the bed. She asked, “Is that where you and Kristin… That’s your bed?”

I smiled, thinking how much of the excitement of this was ‘ownership.’ Of spouses, of beds, of homes. “You’re going to make it ours now, aren’t you?”

She looked at me with resolve and said, “Yes. I’ll forget about Joel, and you forget about Kristin.”

I nodded towards her and said, “Why don’t you show me that body I’ve been lusting after?”

She paused for a second, looking nervous, “Joel says I’m a bony bitch with no tits or ass.”

“Hey!” I barked, making her look at me. “You’re mine now. Your husband gave you away. Show me what an idiot he was to give away your hotness.” That did it. She quickly and confidently stripped off her top, then her tight jeans. She met my eyes as she pushed down her panties and pulled off her tiny bra.

“Holy God!” I said as I saw her awesome nakedness. Her skin was white as milk, trimmed with some muscles. She had tiny light nipples tipping her super-firm B sized breasts. Her pussy was topped with a thin strip of flaming red pubic hair.

She smiled at my exclamation, and I said, “You are gorgeous! Holy shit, I don’t know where to start.”

Sloane said, “Start by showing me that cock!” She looked at me hungrily, “And then we’ll make it disappear. Inside me!”

I quickly stripped and heard her exclamation as my erection sprang free. She didn’t wait for an invitation, as she hurried to me, falling to her knees and grabbing my dick.

She examined it, and ran her hands over it, trying to see if she could close her hand around it. She looked up at me as she cupped my enormous balls and said, “I want all this inside me.” I wasn’t sure if she meant my cock or cum.

She leaned forward and kissed and licked my erection for a while. Her tongue and mouth were all over my shaft and balls. Unfortunately, she couldn’t take more than the head inside her mouth.

After several minutes, she climbed up on the bed and said, “Fuck me!” as she reached for her backpack and pulled out some lube. I climbed up after her and watched as she slathered my dick and her pussy with lube.

I pulled her close and kissed her, feeling her body pull against me. I moved my hands over her smooth body, relishing how her small tight ass cheeks felt in my hands. She moaned, “Fuck me.”

I kissed her eyes and said, “Love first.” This caused her to moan, but I felt her hand stroking my cock, pulling me towards her waiting pussy. I pulled her close, sliding my cock between her legs, so that her pussy lips were sliding over my length.

She moaned in frustration, but kept kissing me, eventually pushing me onto my back. She put her hands against my chest and pushed up, smiling at me as I felt her grab my throbbing member and rise, lining my inflamed penis head with her opening.

She smiled in triumph as she lowered down and felt my cockhead enter her. Her mouth opened in a “Oh!” as I felt her warm insides grip the head of my cock. She slowly moved her hips a few times, sliding down onto me a bit more.

I watched as she did the work, moving her hips and gripping my cock as she slowly impaled herself on my hungry meat. I reached up and started playing with her nipples, causing her to moan again, “Yes, that’s it. Pinch them!”

Suddenly, she let out a wail and began jerking and thrashing - she was having an orgasm, but only had about half of me inside her! Her pussy clamped down so hard, I thought she might cut my dick off.

When she calmed down, she pushed herself back up and looked down, saying, “More?”

“You’re about halfway there, baby.”

She looked at me in surprise, then lifted and pushed down on me, driving maybe another inch in. She stared at me as she continued to ride my cock, determined to get it all inside her. After a few minutes of this, she adjusted her position, so that her feet were flat at my sides, and she was literally sitting atop my hard-on, holding herself up by hands on my knees and feet at her side.

She locked eyes with me as she relaxed her elbows, causing her full weight to impale her on my cock. I could feel myself enter her a little more, then bottom out. Just then she let out a shriek and started convulsing in another orgasm.

When she recovered, I felt her reach down and feel us. Her eyes opened in surprise and she said, “Not all yet?”

“A couple more, babe.”

She asked, “Did you come?”

“Not yet,” I replied. She fell against my chest, panting and sobbing a little. I pulled her close, and kissed her sweaty forehead, then lips as I rolled us over. I grasped her ass cheeks with my hands and pulled her open a bit as I slowly pumped my cock in and out of her. I leaned down and kissed and sucked her nipples as I gently rode her.

I heard her moan, “Oh, Oh, Yes! You’re so swee.. Ahhh!” I felt her body jerking and thrashing through another orgasm. I liked she came so easily.

I kept my pace, slow and steady, and alternating kissing her nipples and neck, and moving my hands from her ass to her sides, and sometimes pulled her lags up beside me.

Sloane just stared into space, panting and moaning, and suddenly jerking through another orgasm. She started sobbing a little, and I asked if she was OK.

“Oh, OK. God please don’t stop. I can’t believe this is real. Keep going. Aaaahhh!” Yet another orgasm.

For probably 30 minutes I worked myself deeper into her, giving her six more orgasms. At this point she was constantly sobbing or orgasming. When I finally felt our pubic bones touch, I stopped and looked at her.

She was panting, and asked, “What?”

“I’m all the way inside you.”

I felt her hand move down and confirm it, as she muttered, “Jesus Christ, I feel so full! Did you come yet?”

“No,” I confirmed. “We’re making love.”

“Oh God,” she moaned. “This is more than love. Please PLEASE come inside me! Mark me as yours. I want your little sperms deep inside me, taking my body as theirs. And be rough, goddam it! Be a Bull. Breed me!”

Hearing those dirty words from the gorgeous woman did it. I pulled her legs up for better grip and hammered her for all I was worth. I didn’t care the noise she was making, or the faces. I could feel myself bottoming out inside her, hammering her cervix as I felt my balls churning. Suddenly, she shrieked, and I was no longer hitting bottom. The feeling felt so much better, that I started coming, flooding her with my hot semen, as I realized I was ‘breeding’ another man’s wife, which intensified my orgasm.

When I finally gained my senses, I was lying on top of Sloane, who was staring at me. “You finally came.”

“Uh, yeah,” I chuckled. “You OK?”

She was still staring at me. “I felt you slamming me deep, then suddenly I felt a twist in my guts and you weren’t. You were just as deep, just not hurting. You actually  rearranged my guts.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to hurt.”

“No. Forget that. I wanted that. You forced my insides to fit your cock - customized me,” she chuckled. “You actually  made me yours. Oh, my god. Oh, my god. I really am yours now.”

She patted her stomach and said, “And all your little guys are inside me, making themselves at home.”

She kissed me, then said, “Please don’t give me back. Not yet, at least.”

As we lay there, she said, “Want to hear something?”

“Sure.”

“You know how you told Chris that you were going to be Kristin’s first cock for the year?”

I chuckled, “Yeah.”

“Well. you’re mine, too. After that New Year’s party, I told Joel I wanted you to be my first this year, so we waited.”

I was surprised that she was scheming about it. “Was it worth it?”

“Oh, God yeah!”

After a few more minutes, Sloane asked, “How do you know when it’s a safe time with Kristin? Does she share her calendar, or text you, or what?”

Wow, this felt real now. “She had a hormonal IUD put in. She’s always ready, and it stops her periods.”

“Oh. I'll probably share my calendar. I’m safe for the next few days, by the way.”

I pulled her next to me, running my hands over her body, and said, “That’ll do for now, gorgeous.”

She giggled, snuggling closer, then we fell asleep.

***

We spent most of the weekend naked, having sex in every room. It turns out that Sloane’s insides adjusted for me, and I could bury my entire length inside her in one motion. Every time she would say that she was now made just for me.

I noticed her check her phone a few times and asked, “Everything OK? Joel having regrets?”

She chuckled and said, “No, not at all. He wants pictures. He wants to be sure we’re not using protection.”

She looked at me with a brief grin and said, “I told him that my insides moved so that I am a perfect fit for you. I know  he jerked off to that a few times.”

I took a few pictures for her: one of her looking up at me with my cockhead in her mouth. Then we took a couple of my cock at her pussy entrance, and another of my pubes against her, fully buried. I made sure her wedding ring was in all the shots.

We took it easy Sunday and actually went out shopping together. Sloane had noticed that Kristin  kept some things at my house and wanted to do the same, so we bought lingerie, toiletries and a couple of outfits. I urged her to get something sexy. She surprised me with a few sets that made her look like a hooker. When she modeled them, she asked if she looked like a slut. When I hesitated, she insisted she wanted to look like a slut.

Sunday night, I asked if she wanted to go back.

She looked at me curiously and said, “Why would you ask that? You own me now.”

“Ah,” I said, a little surprised by her flat statement.

“When we asked you to be our Bull, we knew the deal. Joel gave me to you. Well, or you took me from him. Either way, I am yours.”

Sloane smiled and said, “I enjoy sleeping in your bed, having sex and fun with you. It’s like an exciting fantasy being completely owned by you, taken from my husband.”

“Oh, OK. Well I enjoy having you, so I won’t bring you back just yet. How much longer can we go unprotected?”

“As long as you want,” she said carefully.

I chuckled, “Yes, but you might go home with an extra guest inside you. How would Joel like that?”

Sloane’s nostrils flared and her breathing quickened, “We talked about it. Joel said to let you breed me if you want to.”

I was shocked. This was more than I expected. “And what do you  want?”

“I want you to do whatever you want,” she said, still excited. “I will ovulate Thursday or Friday, so I should be fertile on Tuesday.”

The way she said it made me believe they were ready. I was certainly not, “So we’re good until Monday?”

“Unless you want to breed me,” she said.

“Not yet,” I said, and I could see her excitement wane a little. “I want to enjoy you a while before we put a baby in you, OK?”

She nodded, then said, “Let Joel watch? I want him to see you put a bastard in me!”

Holy shit, she was kinkier than I could imagine. “Joel wants to watch?”

She nodded again, “Yes. He wants to see me defiled, used like a whore. I want him to see how good you make me feel. To see how your cock perfectly fits inside me now.”

“Well, let’s practice some more, hottie. I want to fuck Joel’s wife right now!”

We had another night of great sex, fueled by thoughts of impregnating her. I didn’t want to leave the bed for work, but left her sleeping.

***

I arrived home Monday to find the house cleaned and dinner waiting. Sloane was dressed in one of her new slutty outfits, and gave me a big kiss. “You ready to eat, dear?” she said sweetly.

“Yes, I am! Take off those shorts, you’re first.”

She squealed excitedly and quickly shucked off her bottom. I had my tongue inside her in less than a minute and gave her a few orgasms before we had dinner. She didn’t bother to get dressed, so it was very distracting, eating with a half-naked hottie.

We had another sex-filled evening, fueled by the urgency that this was the last night she would be safe for a while. I’d have to ask when she was available again. I awoke Tuesday with the sad thought that I’d probably have to bring her back to Joel after work.

When I arrived home Tuesday, Sloane met me at the door with a big kiss and no clothing. I was of course surprised and excited, but then realized that she might want to convince me to pump a baby into her.

She stood back and said, “I’ve got a surprise for you!”

I laughed, looking at her nakedness, and said, “This is a pretty damned amazing surprise!”

She squealed in delight, then did a little turn and said, “It’s safe to fuck!”

“How do you mean? Your dates were wrong?”

“No!” she squealed, “I got fixed! I have an IUD,” as she patted her fiery pubic strip.

“How did you get anywhere?”

She gave me an evil grin and said, “I got an appointment at Planned Parenthood, and made Joel take the day off to drive me and pay for it. So my husband just paid for unlimited access for you.”

“And for him.”

Sloane shook her head slowly, “Oh no. I told him this was just for you. I mean, I’m perfectly formed for your cock, anyway. I reminded him you own me now.”

“Wow, that’s a little harsh.”

She made a face and said, “He was OK with it when I told him he could watch you breed me, whenever you decide to give us a baby.” Sloane paused and said, “And I gave him a hand job in the parking lot.” She giggled and said, “Well, more like a finger job. I don’t think he’s even 5 inches.”

She held her arms open, showing off her nudity as she said, “So, do you want to test it? I became sterile the minute they pushed it inside me.”

This was moving much faster than I imagined, but I didn’t pass up the chance to bury my cock in another man’s wife.

***

She spent the rest of the week with me, and we occasionally took a picture for her husband, usually to show off my big cock in her mouth, or entering her pussy, or just against her belly, showing how far inside I go. Sloane even said at one point, “I think he has a thing about your gigantic cock. Maybe because he doesn't have one,” she laughed.

When Saturday dawned, both Sloane and I decided it was time she went home. I told her about a text from Kristin that said, “Forget about me?” and she was surprisingly good about it.

“I know. She loaned you to me and I’m being a slut about it.” She stopped and laughed loudly, “I am definitely  being a slut! Plus, Joel probably needs another finger job,” she chuckled.

I said, “I know, I can’t get enough of you, but I want it to be exciting every time. It’s like eating steak every day, you’ll eventually tire of it.”

Sloane laughed, “I’d NEVER tire of you eating me every day!”

She got dressed in one of her hooker-level slutty outfits, and grinned as she said, “I want Alena and Linda to know. I mean, they already know. And I want Joel to see how I dress for you.”

“They already know?”

“Yeah,” she said a little sheepishly. They’ve been texting stuff like “ You stepping out on Joel?  And ‘ You stole Kristin’s monster cock, you slut!’ ” She looked at me a little guiltily and said, “They’re just jealous. I may have accidentally sent pictures of your monster in my mouth… And of you sleeping with a hard-on.”

“Oh nice. A fan club,” I kidded. I felt even more powerful knowing Kristin’s neighbors knew about me and my monster cock. I chuckled at the term ‘monster cock’ because I never thought of myself in the same class as porn stars.

As we were about to leave, Sloane asked, “Do you have sweats to wear? Or tight shorts? I want to tease the girls.” My sweats were tight, and thinking about showing off made me hard. I was certainly an obscene sight walking around with a cu cum ber sized bulge down my pants.

Sloane left all her things at my house, and I drove her home. As we entered her neighborhood, she said, “Park at Kristin’s, and walk me home. Just like when we left. I want them all to see.”

I did as she asked, and we walked down the sidewalk slowly. No one was out to see us. As we strolled, Sloane said, “Hmm, forgot it’s Saturday. At least Joel and Chris will be watching golf. I can show off for them both. Oh, and thank Kristin for loaning your cock to me.”

When we got to the front door, Sloane said, “Use your key. It turns me on that you own us now.”

We entered the house, and went to the living room, where Joel, Chris and Kristin were all watching the screen. Chris was the first one that noticed us, and said, “Oh! We didn’t hear you knock.”

“I used my key,” I said, knowing Sloane would be excited. Kristin and Chris glanced at each other.

Sloane added, “Full access, right?”

Before either of them could reply, Joel said, “Holy shit. You look…” He struggled for an appropriate word.

“Like a slut,” Kristin finished. “Like a cheating, used slut.” I was surprised at her tone.

Sloane said brightly, “Well, I am. And very  used.” Her tone turned a little more serious, “You said we could share, so don’t get pissy.”

Chris tried to deflect a little with humor as he asked, “Back for a fresh horse?”

Kristin said, “Fresh whore.”

Joel ignored that and said softly, “She looks deliciously used to me,” as he half-stood. He paused and looked at me and asked, “Can I have her back? I mean until you want her again?”

“Sure,” I said as I dropped Sloane’s hand.

I didn’t really understand why Kristin would be upset if she agreed to share, but I knew I should address this now.

I looked at Kristin and said, “Fresh whore sounds like a good idea. Come with me.”

Kristin immediately jumped up and said, “Oh yeah, I’ll be coming  with you,” directed at Sloane. “I guess you want some quality pussy now.”

This was petty. “You are BOTH  quality pussy, so stop the pettiness or I’ll leave you here and take the used one back with me.”

Kristin  realized she was being petty. She looked at Sloane and said, “OK. Sorry.”

I heard Joel say softly to his wife, “You’re the used one , baby. That’s so hot! I hope he stretched you all out.”

Sloane gave him a cruel smile as she said, “Permanently. But you won’t feel it.”

I took Kristin’s hand and gave her a big, deep, sloppy kiss. I heard Chris and Sloane both moan.

As I turned to leave, Chris asked, “When will she be back?”

I said, “When I’m done with her.”

I heard Joel say, “Fuck. That’s amazing.”

***

I turned and left, walking swiftly to Kristin’s house, intent on nailing TWO married women in the same day. I felt my erection leading the way, as I got hornier with every step.

When we got to Kristin’s house, I pulled her to the house rather than the car. As I opened the door, she said, “I thought we were going to your place.”

I pulled her inside and said, “Get naked so I can fuck that hot pussy!”

She first smiled, then got a stern look and said, “Wasn’t that bony cunt satisfying? You kept the little whore all week.”

I was a bit surprised, but knew that she had agreed. “The bony cunt was awesome. And the bony cunt said to thank you for loaning me to her. So the bony cunt knows who the Alpha slut is.”

Kristin’s eyes opened wide, shocked and excited by my words.

I continued, “So you better spread your legs for this big cock if you want to stay Alpha slut.”

Kristin smiled, excited by the raunchiness, but also possibly by being ‘alpha’ slut. She quickly kneeled in front of me and pulled down my sweats, releasing my enraged cock. She licked her lips and said, “Holy fuck, I love this cock!” before she started sucking and licking me.

I moaned, “Oh yeah, that’s my girl!” as she worked on me. I hadn’t realized that she might get jealous, but maybe that might work to my advantage.

I didn’t imagine that I’d still be horny after fucking Sloane all week, but the idea of nailing another man’s wife turned me on so much! I could feel my nuts churning with excitement.

Kristin pulled her head away, and glanced quickly past me, probably to make sure the coast was clear, She quickly stood and stripped off her clothes as she said, “I need you to fuck me!”

She sat back on the couch, spreading her legs wide, as she said, “I need that big cock inside me! My husband’s pecker doesn’t make my pussy happy like you do.”

I kneeled in front of her, and pushed the head of my cock inside her, causing her to moan loudly, “Oh fuck yes! I love your cock! A real man’s cock! Stretch my married little pussy!”

She was really worked up, more vocal than usual, but I loved it! If this is what jealousy does, I would parade Sloane in front of her all the time. I pushed into her, thrusting a few times until it was all the way in. She definitely felt great.

“Oh! Oh fuck! So deep! God, I missed you! Better than that bony cunt , isn’t it?”

“Ungh!” I moaned, feeling her squeezing me. I fucked her, slowly at first because I knew I would come quickly, the way she was talking and reacting.

“Yes, I am! I’m your main whore, your alpha slut. I choose you over my husband! I'll let you do anything! Tell me! Tell me I’m your alpha!” She was seriously jealous over Sloane.

“Fuck yes,” I started to really fuck her hard, “You’re my alpha slut! Fucked like a whore on your wedding night! Your cunt belongs to me! You are my alpha slut!” Damn, this was some effort, on top of the fucking. I could feel my nuts getting ready to unload.

“Yes! Come on, destroy my pussy with that cock! OH, I feel you stretching me! Deeper! Harder!”

I was ramming her full speed, the urgency of my orgasm driving me on. She surprised me by screaming out as she jerked and writhed through her orgasm. She rarely came without warning like this, but this was more intense than usual.

Just as she recovered, I felt the jolt of my orgasm hit me, as I pulled her tight and my balls pumped her full.

“Oh, yes! Fill me baby. I can feel all your hot little sperms flooding into me. All those little bastard sperms flooding my married pussy. Oh, I love being your whore.” She laughed as I pulled out, and said, “Or maybe I’m your wife, and Chris’s whore?”

I stood up, still catching my breath, and looked at her, legs spread, cum leaking out of her, covered in my sweat. Her hair was messed up, just like I loved it. If I could get hard again so soon, I’d be fucking her again. I said softly, “Alpha slut.”

Kristin looked over to the doorway and said, “See how a real man fucks?”

I turned to look over, and was shocked to see Chris standing there. He was staring at my cock and said, “Oh my God. She wasn’t lying.”

“How long have you been here?” I asked.

“The whole time,” replied Kristin. I looked over at her and she said, “He needed to see. And oh my God, it was so hot fucking in front of my husband, letting him watch you own me.”

She looked at Chris and said, “Get over here, see the mess. I know you want to.”

I stepped aside as Chris  approached, then kneeled in front of Kristin ’s spread legs.

“See how a satisfied pussy looks, Chris? Now clean up. I know you want to.”

With no hesitation, Chris  leaned forward and started licking her sloppy pussy. He was literally cleaning her with his tongue, he even spread her ass cheeks and licked the stream of fluids up the crack of her ass to her pussy.

He paused for a moment, and Kristin directed, “Get your fingers and tongue inside, suck all my lover’s semen out.”

As we watched her husband slurping away, Kristin looked up at me and said, “Now your sperm are inside both of us. You really are our Bull, now.” I heard a muffled sound of agreement from Chris.

After Chris  was finished and stood back, Kristin  said, “I love that you’re such a dirty pervert! I love you, baby, especially with a belly full of cum .” She then ordered, “Go make us all some dinner. Our best man will stay over, so he and I will get cleaned up. You’re in the guest room tonight.”

Chris gave me a quick glance before he headed to the kitchen, and I could tell he was grinning. It was clear in that exchange, that Kristin loved him, despite how she treated him and gave herself to me.

I realized this was now so much easier, not worrying about their emotions. I was just a dick to them, just a Bull to use Kristin like a receptacle and play the game.

***

As we entered their bedroom, Kristin said, “Sorry for the surprise. He’s wanted to watch this whole time, and I thought it was perfect because you didn’t know.”

“And that’s why all the filthy talk and instant orgasm?”

“Yeah, I was pretty turned on. And wanted a good show for him,” she admitted. She added, “I know you don’t want an audience.”

I kissed her and said, “You act like that, and the entire neighborhood can watch. All I see is this hot little sex freak.”

She chuckled and said, “Deal.”

“And that ‘cleanup’ stuff?” I asked.

“Oh,” she said as she turned on the shower. “Well, every time I get home after time with you, he goes down on me to taste my ‘slutty pussy’ and he says he wants to suck all your sperm out of me.” She shrugged, “Of course there isn’t any, but he likes to believe. So I wanted him to have that today, too.”

She looked at me and said, “You handled it well. Was it weird seeing him clean up?”

I thought for a second, then said, “At first, yeah. But when you said that I owned you both because he had my sperm in his belly, well that was something.” She was looking expectantly at me, like she expected more. “I want him to eat gallons of my cum out of you.”

Kristin raised her eyebrows and said, “Wow, I wasn’t expecting that. But I guess we have a cum cleanup cuck now.” She stepped into the shower and said, “Come shower with me, lover.”

***

We showered, and laying in bed together, teasing but not letting each other come. I don’t know about her, but I was working on building up a sackful of jizz for her husband. Something felt so exciting and powerful about her husband sucking down my seed.

After a while, Chris  stepped into the room. He seemed surprised at our nakedness and apologized.

Before he could flee, I said, “No, it’s OK. I know you want to watch.” I saw him staring at my nearly erect cock and asked, “Do you enjoy looking at my dick?”

He broke the stare and said, “I enjoy seeing it go into my wife.”

“Your whore wife?” I asked. He nodded.

I felt Kristin’s hand grasp my cock as she said, “This dirty whore loves  his cock. I want it inside me all the time, ruining my married pussy. You like that, Chris?”

He nodded, watching her hand stroking me. I was rock hard.

“Umm, I’ll be a dirty cum dump for him, baby. Let him pump his hot cum into me whenever he wants, spoiling my pussy, violating our vows. And you can clean it all out. You want that?”

I felt like I was almost ready to come.

Chris said, “Yeah, be his cum dump.”

I wanted to hold off, to have full balls before we did this again. I grabbed Kristin’s hand before she made me shoot. “I’ll dump in the slut after dinner. Then  you can suck all my nut juice out of the whore, OK? Dinner first.”

Chris  looked a little disappointed, and Kristin  looked surprised. Chris  turned to leave, and I said to Kristin , “I want full balls. The most cum  I can produce. Teasing helped, but I need some time. So tease at dinner, but don’t let me come.”

Kristin nodded, as she understood.

I pulled on my sweats, to give her access to tease. As I saw her reach for jeans and a top, I said, “Bra and panties for dinner.”

Kristin said, “For dinner? I’ll feel…”

I cut her off, “Bra and panties. If you want to be my cum dump, dress as I say.”

I saw her look at me, judging if I was serious or teasing. I added, “The bony cunt down the street will wear whatever I tell her. Should I get her instead?”

“Bra and panties, Ok!” She was dressed in a flash.

She looked at me in my sweats, and I said, “You better tease me until my balls are ready to explode, slut.”

“Oh. Fuck yeah I will,” she snarled. We headed down to dinner.

At dinner, she barely ate a bite - she spent the entire time rubbing my cock, and fondling my balls, and even pulled down my pants to lick and suck me. Each time I was close, she’d squeeze me or touch me with ice cubes. I was pretty sure my balls were ready to pop by the time we finished the food. Chris was mesmerized, watching his wife play with me. I could tell he was rubbing himself, and I couldn't blame him.

As Chris cleared the plates, I stood next to Kristin and pushed my sweats down, so that my erection was pointing straight at her face. “Suck me,” I said.

Chris paused when he returned for more dishes, watching his wife with the head of my cock in her mouth. I said, “Doesn’t your bride look good with a dick in her mouth?”

“Uh, oh yes!” Chris said as he watched us.

“Go on, finish cleaning up. The little slut won’t stop sucking until I force her. She was born to be a cock sleeve.”

As Chris left with the last of the dishes, I looked down at Kristin and said, “Show your husband how much you love my cock.”

When Chris returned, Kristin licked up my shaft, then sucked my balls as she said, “God, I love  this cock.” After a couple of minutes of her attention, I could feel myself getting ready to come, so I pushed her away.

“Lose the panties and sit on the edge of the table.”

She did as I asked, and hopped on the table, naturally spreading her legs so I had easy access to her. I stepped close, my hard-on aimed at her waiting pussy. I said to Chris, “Come close. Want to watch us?”

He hurried over, and I felt a rush as I was about to make him watch me take his woman. I pushed the tip of my cock against his wife’s pussy, gently parting her labia, then rubbed it up and down.

“See how wet she is? She wants my cock.”

“A real man’s cock, yes!” Kristin cooed. “Put it in me!”

I pushed in, as we watched my cockhead disappear into his wife. I heard both of them moan. I slowly continued working myself in, pulling out an inch to show her juices coating me, then pushing in a couple of inches.

I had worked about 6 inches inside her, and had to admit that it was so exciting to watch my bare meat stretching her. I slowly pulled a few inches out, and said, “See how her lips cling to me? Like she doesn’t want to let go!”

“Stop teasing!” Kristin moaned.

“Can she take it all?” Chris said softly. “Stretch her out.”

I resumed my invasion of her, eventually burying myself completely inside her, my pubes against her labia.

“Wow, she took it all,” Chris said.

“Oh god! He’s so deep. It’s so good!” Kristin wailed. “Fuck me!”

Chris looked up at me and said, “Yes. Fuck her hard. Ruin her pussy.”

I started by giving her long slow strokes, pulling nearly all the way out, then driving all the way in. She moaned each time, as Chris watched. I then picked up the pace, as she moaned in tempo. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeee!”

I hung tight as she thrashed through her orgasm, and Chris watched, saying softly, “She’s coming!”

I told him, “I can feel her pussy trying to milk me. She wants my cum.”

Chris said, “Give it to her.” He looked up at me and said, “Come inside her, fill her and defile my bride. Make her a whore.”

“Yes,” Kristin hissed, having recovered from her orgasm, “I’m a whore. Do it.”

I was so worked up there was no stopping me. I started fucking her hard and fast; she was slick from her orgasm, and I could feel my balls getting ready to fire. Just as I was about to let loose, I pulled out and shot onto her. The first stream jetted up to her bellybutton, then the next few I directed onto her pussy, forming a pool in her open labia, and glazing her mound up to her belly. I let the last few drops drip into the pool in her pussy.

Kristin looked down and said, “You pulled out?”

I stepped back and said, “Clean her up, cuck.”

Chris leaned forward and immediately started by slurping up the pool of jizz in her labia, then licked and sucked every drop off of her mound, working his way up to the pool in her bellybutton.

Kristin and I watched as she encouraged him, “Is it still warm, baby? Still warm from another man’s balls, so hot! Can you taste his sperms wriggling in your mouth? Swallow it all down! You have a belly full of our best man’s cum!”

When Chris finally stepped back, Kristin said, “Oh my God, baby. That was SO fucking hot and twisted. You’re gonna be eating a lot more of our bull’s spunk, baby.”

Chris smiled at her and said, “OK.”

Kristin looked at me with wild eyes, “Fuck. You’re our bull! You own  us now. How’s that feel?”

I grinned, “Fucking great. Now come to bed with me.” I turned to Chris and said, “I’m taking your wife to your bed now. Don’t brush your teeth - I want you to think about us together.”

Chris moaned slightly as Kristin hurried to hop off the table and follow me to bed.

***

I stayed at their house until Sunday evening, excited by this turn of events. Kristin was the filthiest dirty talking sex maniac when her husband was watching, and there was something powerful about watching her husband lick up my cum.


The More The Merrier

Several days later, Sloane, the striking redhead, called. My thoughts had been consumed by her in the interim, her taut, arousing body a persistent feature in my waking and sleeping fantasies. I had been careful to manage my interactions with the wives, recognizing that a little distance made each encounter a thrilling event. It was like indulging in a decadent dessert—a rare treat was a pleasure, but an everyday occurrence would lessen its allure.

"Hey," she said. "We're having a block barbecue on Saturday, and we'd love for you to come."

I laughed softly. "I always love to come for you, or rather, in you."

A soft hum came from her end. "Mmm, me too."

"Will Kristin be there, too?" I asked, a flicker of curiosity in my tone.

"Yeah, why?" she replied, her voice tinged with suspicion.

"Just checking if there might be any issues," I answered smoothly.

She let out a short laugh. "Oh, no, we're good. In fact, she's been over here almost every day this week. We're becoming friends. Friends with the same benefit," she added with a giggle.

"Alright, I'll be there," I confirmed. I mused on whether their newfound friendship was a good or bad development, but at least it seemed to prevent any drama.

I arrived at the block party a bit late, a deliberate choice to avoid small talk with strangers. Sloane hadn't specified if I should bring anything, so I'd grabbed a bottle of tequila and a bottle of wine on my way.

I spotted Chris and Joel and headed their way, greeting them warmly. They both grinned.

"Hey, grab a beer. Burgers will be ready soon."

Joel chimed in, a sly glint in his eye. "And there are two hungry taco's just for you," he said, gesturing toward Kristin and Sloane, who were chatting and laughing with Alena and Linda.

Chris chuckled. "Why don't you go say hi? The girls will be excited to see the party's donkey ride has arrived."

They both laughed as I started walking toward the group of women.

As I approached, Kristin met me first, her arms wrapping around me as she gave me a deep, French kiss. When she finally pulled away, Sloane took her turn, her hands immediately grabbing my ass and balls right in front of the others.

As she stepped back, Alena, a knowing smirk on her face, said, "Oh, is it New Year's all over again?" Before I could react, she had her arms around me, her long tongue plunging into my mouth. I was, as always, astonished by its length, feeling it touch the back of my throat as her hand began to rub my thickening cock.

The other women looked expectantly at Linda, who smiled. "I don't know him well yet, but maybe I should?"

Alena took the tequila from my hand. "Here, this will loosen you up," she said, winking. "Though maybe not as loose as nine inches will..." With that, she led Linda away in search of shot glasses.

"Wow," I said to Kristin and Sloane, both of whom looked incredibly sexy in their short skirts and tops that showed off their nipples. As I took in their outfits, Kristin leaned in and whispered, "We're not wearing panties."

"And Alena?" I asked, still taken aback by her kiss.

Sloane laughed. "I don't think Alena owns panties."

"No, I meant the kiss. Wait, she's not wearing panties either?"

Kristin's eyes sparkled. "So many questions. The kiss was probably her way of letting you know you can find out the panties situation for yourself."

"And you... what about you and her?"

Sloane bit her lip. "Well, we might have been drinking the other night and slipped up a little."

"Slipped up a little," Kristin interjected, "means we told her everything. But we also found out that she sleeps with other men. Her husband knows and doesn't say a word."

Sloane looked guilty. "And, um, we told her she could borrow you. She didn't believe us about your cock."

"So she wants to cheat on her husband with me, and you're okay with that?" I asked.

"Yeah, why not?" Sloane replied. "Just remember, she's number three in priority."

"I don't know about sneaking around," I said, a frown creasing my brow. "It's different as your Bull. Your husbands acknowledge the arrangement and gave you to me. Cheating doesn't feel right."

"Well, she's going to be disappointed then. Are you really going to pass on those tits?" Sloane asked, an envious note in her voice.

I smiled, seeing her insecurity. "I love your tits; they're awesome," I said, my gaze dropping to her chest. I looked at Kristin. "And yours are perfect, too. Big tits aren't what gets me off."

Sloane raised an eyebrow. "Okay, so what does? Kristin and I are completely different."

I grinned. "Wedding rings."

Just then, Alena and Linda returned, shots and salt in hand. I politely declined, telling them I preferred beer, and went to find the cooler. I wondered just how crazy things would get with them after a few shots of tequila.

I found Alena's husband, Victor, at the cooler, also grabbing a beer. He was a short, thin man, but he didn't have the wimpy look I'd remembered from New Year's. We were the only two there.

I opened my beer. "Hi, you're Alena's husband, right?"

He studied me for a moment, then took a long sip of his beer before replying in a surprisingly deep voice. "Yes, Victor. And you're the Bull."

"Uh, Jack," I corrected. "What do you mean, Bull?"

Victor cocked an eyebrow. "Secrets don't exist in this cul-de-sac. So, how does my wife compare to the other sluts?"

"What do you mean?" I asked, taken aback by his crude language.

"I mean, is she as good a lay as the others? I know she has more experience. She's never met a dick she didn't fuck," he said matter-of-factly. "And I saw her greet you." He took another pull from his beer.

I looked down at him. "I'm not fucking your wife, although she's made it clear that she's interested."

"I bet," he said, a look of intrigue on his face. "We've heard about that donkey dick you're packing. Why haven't you fucked her?"

"I fuck the other 'sluts' because their husbands asked me to," I explained. "They gave them to me whenever I want them. I won't cheat."

Victor chuckled. "Okay, I guess that's fair. Did you come over here for permission?"

"No, I came over here for a beer."

We drank in comfortable silence for a few minutes before moving to the shade of a tree near his house.

"Are you okay with her sleeping around?" I asked.

Victor paused, then looked at me. "Yeah. She was a slut before we married, so I shouldn't expect any different now."

"Does she know that's how you feel?"

"No," he said, his gaze fixed on Alena and the other women doing shots and laughing. "If I admit it, I'll appear weak. I can't do that."

"What if you ordered her to fuck another guy?" I suggested. "Take control."

He looked at me, and I continued. "If you tell her to do it, she becomes your slut, not just a slut."

Victor smiled. "And I suppose you're the guy to fuck her?"

"If you want," I said, a smirk on my face.

"I don't think I can do that whole Bull thing, even though I'd like to see her take a donkey dick," he said, his resolve wavering.

"We don't have to do the Bull thing," I countered. "You can control everything. You can watch. Tell her to suck, to spread her legs and fuck, to spread her asshole for me."

"You'd do that?" he asked, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and excitement.

"Victor, I'd get to fuck your wife. Of course, I'd do that. No condoms, though."

"Hmm, I guess they hurt when you're that big. This is an interesting idea."

We exchanged numbers, then headed back to the group of women. He said he needed to retrieve Alena before she passed out. When we joined the girls, I saw that they had already downed more than half the bottle of tequila and were flying high. Victor pulled Alena away, while I steered the other women to the grill, making sure they ate something.

After they finished their food, the women switched to water, and we all hung out around a picnic table. The husbands began clearing away the party stuff, and I, having no obligations, hung back with the three women.

As the guys moved stuff into the garages, Linda leaned forward and asked, "Are you all going to have sex now? Or do you just pick one? Or one then the other? Or all at once? Do your husbands watch?"

Kristin chuckled. "Well, look who's interested. Are you thinking of joining the slut wives club?"

Linda quickly sat back, her eyes wide. "Larry wouldn't let me," she blurted out. She thought for a second, then added, "But I would!" She looked at me, her gaze dropping. "Nine inches. Wow." After staring at my crotch for a moment, she suddenly stood up. "I gotta fuck Larry," she said, before rushing off.

I looked at Kristin and Sloane. "So, what shall we do?"

Kristin, her eyes burning with desire, said, "Well, it's her turn. But I really need to feel you inside me. So why don't you come home with me and we can fuck until I come, then you can go rail the skinny slut."

"Don't come for her," Sloane quickly interjected. "Save it for me!" She looked at Kristin. "Don't make him come, that's our deal, right?"

"Go on, get her off, then hurry back to me. I need a good railing," she said, laughing.

"Wait," I said before they could move. "Panty check. You can't tease without showing off."

They both giggled. Sloane spread her legs and lifted her skirt, revealing her bare pussy and a flash of her red landing strip. Not to be outdone, Kristin pushed her skirt up, sitting bare-assed in her chair, her hairless slit on full display. She then grabbed her skirt and rushed toward her house, her bare ass visible to anyone watching. Sloane pulled her skirt back down. "Remember, no coming!" she said as she also left for her house.

I followed Kristin, finding her in her garage, giggling. Chris was carrying a couple of chairs from the street, and a few other neighbors were milling about, but no one was looking our way. She looked so good, half-naked like that. I grabbed her, kissing her hard, my tongue deep in her mouth. When we broke the kiss, I spun her around and pushed her forward onto a set of boxes. "Bend over so I can fuck you right here."

"The neighbors," she protested.

"They already know you're a slut. Now some of them can see. Spread your legs," I commanded as I pulled my erection from my pants. I felt how wet she was as I pushed into her and fucked her, in plain sight of anyone on the street.

She moaned, and I urged her on. "You like that, don't you? You like your friends watching me fuck you. Seeing you giving your married pussy to me while your husband stands there."

I glanced over and saw not only Chris watching but also Victor, Alena, Larry, and another man I didn't know. They all stood there, watching the live sex show as I pounded away at Kristin.

"Come on, give them an orgasm, show them what a whore you are. Show them how much you love my cock, baby!" I could tell she was close. A few more thrusts, and she squealed, bucking against me as her orgasm hit. I had to squeeze my cock to kill the urge to come.

When she finished, I pulled out, pushed my hard-on back into my pants with some difficulty, and walked out of the garage, leaving her draped over the boxes. Some onlookers looked away, while others watched me leave with faint smiles on their faces. I headed straight for Sloane and Joel's house, letting myself in with the key.

I was so excited, knowing that I had just fucked two married women within thirty minutes! I entered the house to find Sloane waiting in the living room, dressed in a see-through green bra and panty set. The green was stunning against her fiery hair and ivory skin.

"Wow," was all I could say, which made her smile.

"I hope you like it. I bought it for our anniversary, but Joel suggested I wear it for you the first time." She stepped closer and kissed me deeply, her hands exploring my chest and groin. "Did you take care of Kristin?" she asked in a husky voice.

"Yes."

"Did you come?"

"No. I promised. I'm about ready to explode, though," I admitted.

"Good," she said, biting her lip in thought. "I want to be a mess for Joel." She turned her head slightly. "Kristin told me about last week. Joel wants to watch, too. And he wants to clean up afterward, so maybe pull out for the last squirts?"

"And what do I get?" I asked.

"You mean, other than fucking someone else's wife?" she teased. "Hmm, how about the dirtiest talk you've ever heard?"

"That's a deal," I said, grabbing her firm ass cheek. "God, you are unbelievably gorgeous," I said.

"Even without tits or ass?" she teased.

"Fuck. You're white-hot just the way you are. I love those breasts and that sweet ass of yours. I don't want to play favorites, but you are the hottest woman I've ever been with."

She took my hand. "Good. Fuck me like that in front of Joel. I want him to cry."

She led me to their bedroom, where Joel was waiting in a pair of silk boxers. He had a bulge in the front, and I realized from Sloane's description that he was probably fully erect—all he had. His chest was flat and hairless, and his arms were skinny and also hairless. He looked like a man trapped in a high school boy's body.

Sloane led me into the room. "Look, Joel, our bull is here to take me."

Joel stood in the room's corner. "Hello, Sir."

"That's good, Joel," Sloane said. "Jack has agreed to let you watch us and to let you clean up after. Are you ready?"

"Oh God, yes. Thank you, Sir."

Sloane walked up to me and removed my shirt, then got on her knees to unbuckle my pants and push them down. As she did, my erection sprang free, brushing against her face as she giggled. I heard Joel take a sudden breath.

"It's something, isn't it, Joel? Now you know why this is the only cock allowed inside my pussy." She leaned forward to kiss my dickhead, then leaned back, saying, "You smell like pussy. Kristin's pussy, I guess. Let's fix that."

She stood up and undid her bra. "Be careful with the panties. I want to wear this again on another special occasion. Like maybe when you decide to put a baby inside me?" Joel groaned. I thought she had proposed that in the heat of horniness before. From Joel's reaction, it probably wasn't a fleeting fantasy.

I pulled her close, lifting her by her ass cheeks, and kissed her, my tongue sliding into her mouth as she did the same. I felt my erection throbbing as her hot, tight body pressed against me.

We broke the kiss, and I said, "Let's practice making that baby," as I laid on the bed with her.

Sloane lay back, spreading her legs wide. "God, yes. I want that gigantic cock inside of me. I want Joel to see how you make me feel—so full and satisfied."

I lined my throbbing meat up against her wet pussy lips. "Come closer, Joel, see how your wife can take it all. Her insides are molded just for me."

Joel came closer, watching carefully as my dickhead disappeared between his wife's labia, causing her to moan. I slowly worked into her, just as I had with Kristin, showing her husband my cock coated in her juices as I pulled out a little, then pushed in more. The last couple of inches took more effort; she wasn't as stretched as when I finished last time.

Joel whispered, "Oh my God, she's taking it all."

When I gave a last thrust, feeling our pubic bones meet, Sloane moaned, "Oh God! So deeeep!" then began to thrash and buck as an orgasm hit her. Joel stared, clearly amazed at her reaction.

As she recovered, I said, "I can feel her cervix, Joel. When I come, I'll blow my kids right into her uterus. Good thing she has that IUD." I saw Joel rubbing his pecker through his boxers.

Sloane moaned, "Yes. Come in me. Fuck me and use me to get off. I'm your personal fuck toy. Show Joel what a real man can do!"

I pumped her, causing her to moan with each thrust. "Fuck, she feels so good. Perfectly molded to my cock. I love fucking your wife, buddy."

"Yes," Joel said.

"Ung! So full! Fuck, I feel so full!" Sloane moaned. "Fucking stretch me out deeper!"

I fucked her faster, which caused her to scream and thrash through another orgasm. I held on, saying, "I can feel her pussy milking me, Joel. She really wants my seed."

"Her body wants your baby," he said, watching his wife still thrashing.

The idea of impregnating his wife drove me wilder than I thought. I just pumped away at her, chasing my orgasm. As I felt my balls boiling, I pulled out, resting my cockhead between her labia, and pulled them open so that Joel could see my first big spurt shoot into her pussy. I then painted her mound and red pubic strip with the rest of my spurts.

I sat back and watched Sloane with wild eyes as she said, "Get in there and clean up, Joel."

He didn't hesitate. He leaned in and began to lick and suck my goo from inside and all over his wife. He had my legs trapped, the way he leaned in, so I just watched from right next to the action.

Sloane urged him on. "That's it, suck it all up, Joel. Drink down that man-juice! You like that, Joel? Like the taste of his cum?" Joel moaned in agreement, his mouth busy. "Get it all! Every drop from everywhere."

Joel gave a final few licks, and it looked like he had everything, when he turned his head and latched onto my cock!

"Wait!" I said, surprised by the act. As I felt the warmth of his mouth surrounding my glans, Sloane said, "Let him clean you. Please?" I looked at her, and she said, "When we have dildo fun, he sucks them clean and says he wants to try a real one." She looked down at him, still sucking on me. "And I'm pretty sure his mouth is wide enough to take you in."

I looked down, and Joel was sucking further down my cock. I felt myself stir. He pulled away, then started licking my shaft and balls, sucking and licking all the sex fluids off of me. I was half erect by the time he finished, and he gave my cockhead one last suck to be sure.

Sloane was watching with excitement the whole time. When he finished, she said, "God, you look so good with a cock in your mouth, like you were born for it. Did you like that, Joel?"

"Yes," he said, still sitting in front of me, my cock inches from his face.

"You're going to be eating a lot of his sperm and sucking his cock a lot more. That sound good?" his wife asked.

Joel looked at my hardening penis. "Yes, please."

"Okay, scoot. We're gonna spend some more quality time together."

When he left, Sloane looked at me with wild eyes. "That was something! Was that dirty enough for you?"

"Oh yeah. Pretty much anything that lets me have sex with you is good," I said as I ran my hands over her firm, little ass. "God, you are gorgeous."

She laughed. "You said that already."

I pulled her close and kissed her. She looked me in the eye and asked, "You were okay with him sucking you clean?"

I shrugged. "A mouth is a mouth, as they say."

We spent the night in bed, touching and kissing and talking about nothing. Sloane was still excited about watching her husband eat my cum and suck a cock, but I was more interested in feeling her body and seeing that beautiful face and red hair.

I woke the next morning to the feeling of a mouth on my cock, and I realized how much I loved sleeping with horny women. I opened my eyes and saw Sloane lying next to me, her head propped up as she looked down at my cock. It took a few seconds for the fog to clear enough to realize it wasn't her mouth. I looked down, and Joel was sucking my nearly erect cock!

I moved to protest, but Sloane touched my chest. "Wait. Let him do this."

"Why?" I asked.

She smiled at me. "A mouth is a mouth, remember? Plus, if you come in my husband, you'll truly own us both. What a sense of power? Both husband and wife are your cum dumps. So hot!"

I looked down and saw that he had most of my length in his mouth, partway down his throat. It felt so good—no woman had gotten much more than the head of my cock in her mouth, and here was this skinny wimp swallowing almost all of me.

I moaned involuntarily, and Sloane patted my chest excitedly. "Go on, unload when you can."

His pace kept changing, and I would get close, then he'd change position or speed and I'd lose the edge. Finally, I grabbed his head and started bucking my hips, fucking his throat so that it felt good.

"Yes! Fuck his face, Jack. Use Joel to get off! Make him drink your sperm!" Sloane excitedly cheered me on. I felt my balls churn as I pulled his head down and buried my cock all the way down his throat, his lips mashed against my pubes as I started pulsing streams of jizz down his throat.

He must have been choking, as he weakly flailed and whimpered, but I was too far gone. I held him tight until I had completely emptied my nuts down his throat. When I released him, he sputtered and gasped for a second, then licked his lips, looking at Sloane and me. "Thank you, Sir," he said.

Sloane said, "Guess what, Joel? You're also the bull's cum dump! You loved having a man use you like that, didn't you?" Joel looked sheepishly at her. She continued, "He's really our bull now. You and I are both his to use!"

Sloane rolled close to me and kissed me. "Thank you so much! Stay in bed all day with me?" I felt her soft skin and grabbed her tight butt. "That sounds so good."

Sloane looked over at Joel. "Go make us breakfast."

Over the next couple of months, I more or less alternated between the wives each week. The two-week-long breaks made sure that it always felt fresh and dirty. Chris cleaned up every so often, but Joel couldn't get enough of cleanup duty, and I'd regularly make out with his wife while he blew me and swallowed my load. Between that and the fact that Sloane still wasn't giving him pussy, I figured Joel was on the road to gay.


Anniversary

A week later, I received a call from Chris, who invited me over for dinner. An unusual invitation for a Thursday night, but I was happy for the company and assumed it must be Sloane's weekend with me.

When I arrived, I handed Chris the bottle of whiskey that had become our custom. They were handling the food; I was in charge of the bar. As Chris began mixing drinks, Kristin slipped in from the kitchen. She was wearing a thin sundress, its fabric teasingly transparent as the afternoon sun shone through, highlighting the familiar curves of her figure.

Chris handed my drink to Kristin, turning to watch her as she approached me with my glass of scotch. She smiled, her eyes twinkling. "Do you remember what tonight is?" she asked.

I frantically searched my memory, trying to recall the significance of the date. After a brief pause, I ventured, "Your anniversary?"

Kristin's smile widened. She wrapped her arm around my back, still smiling at me, as Chris looked on. "Our anniversary," she corrected. "One year ago tonight was the first time you and I made love."

My heart hammered in my chest, and I was sure my cock would tear a hole in my pants. I took a quick sip of the scotch to steady myself. "So what's different now?" I asked. "Something is different, right?"

Kristin's eyes were filled with a raw, hungry desire as Chris answered for her. "I want to watch you impregnate her."

"What?" I asked, unsure if I had heard him correctly.

Kristin looked at me, her gaze intense. "After that wedding night, I decided you were the one who would give me a baby."

"We decided," Chris added, a note of shared excitement in his voice.

I looked at him, and he seemed genuinely thrilled.

Kristin squeezed my biceps. "Yes, we decided. So we had Chris neutered during the honeymoon. He's got as much chance of making me pregnant as one of my rubber dildos." She looked at Chris, a cruel smile playing on her lips. "He's totally useless as a man now. Not a real man. Snip! Snip!"

I expected to see my friend look defeated or insulted, but his eyes were shining with excitement. He nodded. "Yeah, Kristin got to watch while they cut my sack open."

Kristin giggled. "Oh my God! I had an orgasm when I saw his cords burned and severed." She looked up at me again. "And I made sure I swallowed every drop during our honeymoon, so there was no chance of his baby makers ever seeing my eggs."

Chris chimed in. "She gives the best blowjobs, but you know that."

Kristin patted my chest and looked at her husband. "Let me get ready!" she said before turning and scampering up the stairs.


Breeding His Wife

I turned to my friend and said, “Really?”

Chris smiled. "Yeah, really. I know it's weird. I know she likes you more, and you’re much better in bed."

"And you want me to knock her up?" I asked, still in disbelief.

"Yes, please do. I can't do it anymore, and I know you’ll make good-looking kids," he chuckled.

"And after she gets pregnant?" I couldn't see how this new dynamic would play out.

"Nothing will be different." Chris sighed deeply. "Look, you now own her. You might as well be wearing the wedding ring. Move in, if you like, or just stop by when you want to fuck her."

"And you really want me to get her pregnant?" I repeated, needing to hear him say it again.

I saw Chris get agitated, almost excited. "Yes. I want to see her stretched out by another man's baby. When I feel it move, it’ll be like you're inside her." He grinned. "And when she gives birth, you’ll be ripping her pussy open again!"

We heard a noise as Kristin descended the stairs. "Did I hear you telling the best man to rip my pussy open? Mmm, I like that!"

Kristin was wearing the white bridal lingerie from her wedding night. "Remember this?" she asked.

I grinned; how could I not?

"And a special addition to my jewelry," she said, pointing to her necklace. I looked closer and saw a strange T-shaped symbol on the chain. It looked a little rusty and was covered in plastic or resin.

"What is that symbol?" I asked.

She laughed. "I dunno. Symbol of protection, maybe? It's my IUD. I had it removed this week." She nodded toward her husband. "It was Chris's idea to wear it, to show that I'm ready to breed."

My stomach churned as I realized this was truly happening.

"How long until it wears off?" I asked.

She leaned forward and kissed me, then said, "Immediate. There’s nothing stopping your swimmers from implanting me. I'm fertile and ready to be plowed right now." She paused. "Well, whenever an egg is ready. I don't know when I'm ovulating yet, but it could be now."

She took my hand. "Why don’t we go upstairs and make a baby while my husband watches?" I heard Chris moan.

"Okay, but no guarantees I'll get you the first time," I chuckled.

Kristin said, "I know. It could be months, but I expect you to be over here flooding my insides every time I'm ovulating. I'll give you a calendar."

Chris said, "I have to turn off the stove. Don't start without me!"

As we entered the bedroom without Chris, Kristin said softly, "I was hoping we could make the baby alone, but Chris will pay to raise it, so I guess it's fair."

I smiled. "It's okay. I want him to see me knock you up. Having your wife impregnated by another man is the ultimate cuckold fantasy, I've read."

She touched my chest. "We can make the next one without him watching."

"Next one?" I repeated. "A second one?"

"As many as you can pump into me, lover. I expect to be pregnant constantly."

My mind was buzzing as Chris entered the room, interrupting our conversation. I doubted they had discussed the multiple-kid thing.

Sex with Kristin was routine by this point. The stripping, kissing, touching, and finally, the penetration. This time, however, her dirty talk was different.

"Come on, put a baby in my belly!"

"I want to feel your sperms attacking my egg!"

"Take my womb as yours! It's something Chris will never have!"

It didn’t take long before I was pumping a load into her, imagining that I was shooting my swimmers right into her uterus. When I finished, she called her husband over and made him hold her hips up. "All of Jack’s sperm are pooled over my cervix now, trying to swim through to my uterus. You’re helping to keep them pouring into my egg chamber, Chris. Helping another man put a baby inside me."

Chris moaned, then groaned, and I'm pretty sure he came in his shorts from her talk.

I stayed the night, filling her twice more before we fell asleep and once in the morning before I left for work. Chris slept on the floor but got up to "help her get pregnant."

They asked me to cancel on Sloane and stay the weekend, but I told them it wouldn't be fair to Sloane. Besides, she didn't even know if she was ovulating. I was also lusting for Sloane. I had become so attached to her hot, little body and loved making out with her while her husband drained my balls.

Staying with them was like a mini-vacation. Joel always had nice scotch, and when his mouth wasn't on my cock or cleaning up my spunk from his wife, he was making drinks, dinner, and cleaning up. It was like having a butler with a sperm addiction.

***

The next weekend, I decided I would spend the entire weekend with Kristin, which I thought would make her happy. I let myself in, as usual, and found Chris on his way out of the house. He said a hasty, "Good luck," clearly trying to get to wherever he was going quickly.

Kristin was in the kitchen, staring at a glass of wine. She was still wearing her IUD necklace.

"Ready to get bred, whore?" I said teasingly.

She looked at me and said, "I got my fucking period today. Fuck." She took a sip of the wine. "Go fuck that redhead slut. I don't know how you fit all that meat into that skinny cunt, anyway."

"It's a tight fit," I admitted.

"And I'm not?" she snapped. "Go fuck the skinny cunt. Fuck her so hard you dislocate her hips. Fuck. Fucking period." She took another sip of wine.

I said gently, "Okay. I know you're upset, sorry. But on the bright side, now you know when you'll be ovulating?"

She looked at me with a little surprise. "Yes, I think so."

"So figure out the calendar, and we’ll coordinate so that I'm available whenever you ovulate. Sloane will certainly know that breeding takes priority."

Her face softened. "Yeah."

"And I'll fuck the bony cunt the rest of the time," I chuckled.

She looked up at me absently. "Yeah." She was lost in thought.

"Hey, when you tell Sloane, make sure Chris and Joel are there," I said. She looked at me, and I explained. "Chris will love the embarrassment of you telling your friends that another man is going to impregnate you."

She nodded. "Yeah. Good idea. Go fuck Sloane; she'll like the bonus weekend." She sniffed, then chuckled, "Boner weekend."

I moved my car a few doors down to Sloane and Joel’s house. I let myself in, wondering what I would find since they weren’t expecting me. They weren’t in the kitchen or living room, so I moved to the bedroom, wondering if they might actually be having sex.

I entered the doorway and saw Joel sitting on the bed, putting on shoes. Sloane was in a small bra and panties, looking in the mirror, holding up two earrings. She said, "Do you think the dangling ones or the hoops, babe?"

Without looking, Joel said, "Hoops, definitely. Hoops make you look slutty."

She turned and said, "Seriously. What do...?" She froze when she saw me, and Joel looked up when she stopped talking.

Sloane said, "Hi. Um, why are you here?"

"To take you home." I extended my hand. "Come with me."

She looked confused and flustered by the last-minute request. "But we... Dinner. We're..."

"You are coming with me. Now," I said firmly. I could see Joel beaming.

"I gotta get dressed," she said, glancing around.

"Nope. Just like you are. You look fucking hot." I stepped forward and took her hand.

She looked over at Joel for guidance. "Dinner?"

Joel looked at her and said, "Looks like you’ll be eating his cock for dinner. Go with him. He's the bull and wants to fuck you. Go."

I gently pulled her, and she followed me. Joel tagged along behind. When I opened the front door and guided her out, Joel asked, "When will you be back?"

I said, "When I'm done with her," and walked her to my car.

Joel said, "Fuck. Nice."

I slowly walked her to the passenger side, excited to see her outside in her bra and panties. She seemed nervous, so I said, "Why are you nervous? They all know you're mine. They all know you’re a slut."

When I reached for the passenger door, she turned and kissed me, pulling me tight into a tongue-swapping wet kiss session. We finally broke the kiss, and she carefully and slowly got in, showing off her long legs and slim, tight body as her bare feet disappeared into my car.

As we drove off, she asked, "Why not Kristin? It’s her weekend."

"It's your weekend now. I want to spend the weekend in bed with you, holding your gorgeous body and touching you."

"And fucking me senseless, too, I hope."

I chuckled. "Oh, that too!"

I kept her the entire weekend, as well as the week. Luckily, she and Kristin had toiletries and lingerie at my place. She spent the whole time either naked or in her underwear. I picked up a set of workout clothes so that she could go to Pilates when I was at work.

During that week, she asked twice what was going on. I told her I just really wanted her. That wasn't a lie, but I think I may have subconsciously worried about losing time with her once Kristin had her ovulation schedule.

Midweek, Kristin sent a text that said, "Bloodbath ending, calendar attached." There was a link to a Google Calendar with colors and symbols. The red days were obvious, and her fertile days had a green sperm symbol on them. There were five per month, and the next five started this coming Monday.

On Thursday, Sloane said that Chris and Kristin had invited her to dinner on Friday and wondered if I’d be done with her by then.

I smiled. "I never want to give you back, but I’ll drop you Friday. Want me to drop you off like I took you? Bra and panties?"

Sloane laughed, but when I got home on Friday, she was wearing the bra and panties she was in last Friday. When I opened the door to leave with her, I asked, "Are you really wearing that? You don't have to."

Sloane smiled. "No, Joel will love it." She winked. "And Kristin will know I've been with you all week."

When we arrived at Chris and Kristin’s house, I walked Sloane to the door, again turned on by showing off her tight, hot body. When I opened their door, Chris was standing there, surprised.

"I have a key," I reminded him. He nodded but was staring at Sloane, visually eating her up. I pushed Sloane forward a step. "Hey, tell Joel that I'm done with her for now."

Sloane looked back at me, a small smile on her face. She liked this game.

"Chris, hey!" He stopped staring at Sloane, and I continued, "This is MY pussy. Hands off. She’s gorgeous, so I can’t blame you for looking, but don’t get any ideas." Sloane was beaming at my words.

"See you on Monday," I told Chris before I left. His face brightened, knowing why he’d see me.

***

On Monday, it was a little tough concentrating at work. I kept thinking about what I was about to do and couldn’t contain my excitement. I had an erection on the entire drive to Chris and Kristin’s house.

When I entered the house, both of them were in the kitchen. Kristin was fiddling with her phone, and Chris was examining a large planning calendar that now covered the pantry door.

"Ready to get knocked up?" I asked to get their attention.

Kristin rose, smiling, and pointed at her T-shirt, which read, "Watch as my bull breeds me." It had a stylized picture of a bull.

She kissed me, then took me to the large calendar. It nearly covered the pantry door and had only three months on it, so every day was large. It was obviously a cycle tracker—five red days each month and five green days. Today was a green day.

Besides the date, it had "Jack Breeding" written on the center, and at the bottom of the day, "April 11." Wednesday had a big green circle in it and the words, "Egg Drop."

Kristin explained, "The green days are when you put your sperm into me. They can live up to five days, so they’ll be ready for the egg," she pointed to Wednesday. "Technically, the egg moves over several hours, so we’ll be trying from noon to midnight that day."

She looked at me. "Oh, yeah, you'll have to call in sick that day. You need to keep filling me all that time."

She pointed. "After Thursday, there's no point, but in case my dates are wrong, Friday is a breeding day, too."

"And what's April 11?" I asked.

"Oh, that’s the day Baby Jack comes into the world."

"And spreads her pussy SO wide!" Chris added, grinning. "I want to see that."

"Think that's accurate?" I asked as I looked at the calendar.

Kristin held up her phone. "I'm using a fertility monitor that's 99% accurate. It's been measuring my hormones since my period. I'm taking prenatal vitamins and supplements. I think we have a good chance of getting pregnant this month."

"Well, it seems accurate, but it takes some of the romance out of it, don't you think?"

Kristin looked at me and laughed. "Romance? There is no romance. You just want to impregnate another man's wife. Well, fuck me like a whore then impregnate me."

I said, "Well, I guess that's true. Is the whore ready?"

"Oh, fuck yeah," she said, pointing to her shirt.

As she led me to the bedroom, she said, "I want to make sure it happens in our marital bed, with my husband watching."

"Oh, God, yes," Chris agreed as he followed along.

The sex was as great as ever, heightened by knowing that I was trying to make her pregnant. Chris did his part, holding her hips up and commenting on how he hoped my sperm were getting inside her.

I stayed over, fucking every night and morning until Wednesday. I had called in sick, and when I was ready for morning sex, she said, "Oh, no. Wait until lunchtime when I should ovulate. I can usually feel the pinch when it happens." She had changed into a shirt that read, "Put a baby in me."

Just after lunchtime, Kristin and I were lying in bed as we gently teased each other. My cock was nearly at attention when she said, "Oh!" She looked at me. "I felt my egg release!"

She spread her legs. "Hurry, flood me with your sperm!" As I mounted her, she yelled, "Chris! It's happening!"

I was buried deep inside her, pumping away when Chris rushed in. "What?" he asked.

Kristin told him, as I pumped her, "Ungh! My egg! Uh! I felt it!"

This was more exciting than I expected, thinking about my hot sperm ramming into her egg. I was feeling close to orgasm as I groaned, "Gonna put my bastard in your wife!"

As I came, I moaned, "Take it, whore! Take my baby!"

That drove Kristin over the edge, and she started orgasming as well. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Baby! Pregnant! Gah!"

As I pulled out, Kristin grabbed my ass. "Wait! Don't waste any! Are you done? Empty?"

I grabbed my dick and squeezed the last drops into her. "All inside you now."

I touched her IUD necklace. "Nothing protecting you now."

She said, "Get some water and recharge. Fuck me when you've got more. Keep doing it all night."

All afternoon and evening, she played with my cock and sucked on me until I was ready to go again. Then we fucked until I came. I loaded her up five times that afternoon and night, and by the end, it wasn't much fun; I just felt like a cow she was milking.

As I fell asleep that night, I laughed when I realized I was now a breeding bull. I put my hand on her belly, wondering if one of my swimmers had entered her egg and was now a kid.

Thursday, we had sex before I left for work, then again as soon as I hit the door that night. Afterward, as we were in the kitchen eating before a final evening round, I asked, "So, did you talk to Sloane about the schedule?"

"Oh, yeah, we talked. I gave her a copy of my calendar so she knows when you’ll be breeding me." She smiled. "That sounds SO raunchy, 'breeding' me."

She sipped her water. "Oh, yeah. Uh, we agreed she could have you the rest of the time."

"Like every day except breeding days?" I looked at the calendar.

"Once a month?"

"Once every 28 days, technically, but yes," Kristin said.

Chris was listening and interjected, "He can fuck you whenever he wants."

Kristin looked up, surprised at the comment. "But Sloane..."

"No 'buts'," Chris asserted. This was the boldest I'd seen him. "He is your bull. He’s her bull that you decided to share. He’ll fuck whichever of you sluts he feels like. He’ll fuck you both if he wants, and you’ll spread your legs for him like a good little whore."

Kristin blinked, taken aback by Chris’s reaction. She looked at me. "Sorry. He's right. You fuck me whenever you want. Sloane was expecting you to fuck her bony cunt the rest of the month, but do whomever you want."

Chris said, "Better."

Kristin added, "When you get me pregnant, we can go back to a regular schedule, if you like."

I said, "Okay, let’s go take another crack at knocking you up," as I grabbed her hand and bent her over the kitchen table.

I slid easily into her. It felt like she may actually be a little stretched.

I heard her say, "Wait, I, uh!" as I bottomed out inside her. I then pummeled her insides, working to come as fast as I could. After all the orgasms the past day, it actually hurt my balls during extended fucking.

After several minutes of ramming her, desperate to get off, I felt my balls boil, then release as I pumped some more baby makers into her. As I stepped away, Chris grabbed her legs, pushing her onto the table and turning her on her back and lifting her legs.

Kristin looked a little dazed and said, "I think he shot right into my cervix."

I headed to the bedroom, showered, and crawled into bed, where Kristin joined me. As she snuggled against me, she said, "I hope you got me pregnant this first time, don't you?"

"I was kinda hoping it would take a few months of fucking you like this," I said with a lascivious grin. I fell asleep shortly after that, my dreams filled with armies of sperm attacking an egg, trying to pierce the membrane.

***

On Friday, I received a text from Sloane. "Wanna come over after breeding her?"

I responded, "Saturday? Dinner?"

"Perfect," was her reply.

I actually wanted to see her tonight, but my nuts ached from coming so much. I needed some rest, so I went home, showered, and lay in bed, trying to keep myself from jerking off as I thought about Kristin and Sloane.

By the time I woke the next morning, it felt like my balls were overfull. I wondered if my sperm production ramped up to meet the demand Kristin had put on it over the past week.

I went to Sloane and Joel's house, looking forward to some fine scotch and her trim body. I also needed to empty my nuts something fierce and wondered who would be the recipient of my first load.

I let myself in, and they were waiting in the den. Joel handed me a scotch, then stood in the corner, as was his habit. Sloane was wearing the see-through green lingerie that she said was for special occasions.

She walked up and kissed me, then asked, "How did the breeding go?"

I chuckled, "Draining."

Sloane looked at me strangely. A little more hungry than usual, I thought. I loved that body. I couldn't get enough of feeling her, watching her. I sipped the scotch, then asked, "I thought the green set is for special occasions?"

Sloane smiled. "It is." She then touched her necklace. I looked closer and realized it was almost the same as Kristin's. I looked into her face, and she smiled, saying, "My IUD."

I felt her touch my crotch as she said, "I told you the next time I wore this would be when you put a baby inside me."

Holy fuck. "Um."

She leaned forward and said, "You can't say you're not ready still. You give Kristin a baby, you give me a baby."

"You saw her baby battle plan?" she chuckled.

"Yes."

"Well, mine is simple. You load me up every day that you're not breeding her." She nodded toward Joel. "And he'll take care of you when I get my period, so you always have fresh swimmers."

"None of this timed fucking. Holding knees up. Taking temperatures. We make love as much as you want wherever you want. It'll happen," she said.

"Okay, that sounds nice," I agreed.

"Okay then. Let's go. Take me home," she said as she walked toward the front door.

"Home? Not here? So Joel can watch?" I asked as I took a few steps after her.

She turned. "No. You and I are making the baby. Joel will pay for it, raise it, be his Daddy. But you and I are making love, making the baby. I'm living with you until you get me pregnant."

I looked at Joel, who seemed happy. Sloane said, "Joel will help. He'll swallow all your kids when I have my period, won't you, Joel?"

"Yes, I will."

"Joel, grab my bag," she said as she exited the front door. I followed her and stood for a second, admiring how sexy she looked, standing by my car in that transparent lingerie. I could see two neighbors at their windows as I walked up to her. She turned and gave me a deep, wet kiss before climbing into the car.

She rolled down the window and yelled, "Put my bag in the trunk, Joel." I knew she did that for the neighbors’ benefit. I popped open the trunk and watched Joel drop a gym bag in. There wasn't much in there.

I climbed into the car and drove off with someone else’s gorgeous wife, keeping her until she was pregnant with my child. Life was strange now.

***

Sloane and I made love and cuddled like we always did. There was no pressure to track ovulation or keep her legs up or have sex in any certain positions. There were even a couple of days where we didn't have sex, but very few.

She had packed a couple of workout sets, a bunch of lingerie, and one skirt and top set that made her look like a wet dream. I took her out a few times, and it made me feel so amazing to have this hot creature on my arm.

After about a week of having her with me, I arrived home one evening, and she said, "We’ve got two visitors, babe."

"Oh?"

"Yeah, um, Aunt Flow is one," she teased.

It took a second. "Aunt Flo?" She pointed to her crotch, and I said, "Oh! Sorry."

"But your alpha slut will stand in," she laughed.

Kristin stepped out from the next room, wearing a little lingerie set. She smiled. "I’ll be taking care of that big cock tonight, buddy." She bit her lip and said with glee, "This will be exciting! Just cum and go! Chris is waiting in the car and knows I'm just here to be a receptacle."

Sloane said, "Go on. Clean the pipes."

Kristin dragged me to the bedroom, and we were quickly at it. It was exciting knowing Sloane was in the next room. I think Kristin thought so, too, because she was more vocal than usual. "Fuck me! I love that cock! You fill me up! That's it, come inside me!"

After we finished, Kristin and I went back to the living room, where Sloane was sipping some wine. She asked, "All drained?"

Kristin patted her stomach. "All inside me, now."

Sloane said, "Thanks for the tampons."

Kristin laughed. "And thanks for the cock!" She turned to me. "Just stop by the house after work until Red here stops bleeding. I love the 'cum and go' and Chris would love the cleanup."

As she headed for the door, I asked, "Is that what you wore here?"

Kristin laughed. "Yep. Red here set the standard. Your sluts always wear lingerie when they go out or return from you. By the way, Alena is insanely jealous of us, Sloane." They both giggled.

I walked her out to her car, opened the door, and let her in, then leaned down and said, "Done with your wife for now."

Chris nodded. "Hope you used her hard," before he drove off.

When I went back in, Sloane kissed me and asked, "Like how your sluts treat you?"

"Oh, God," I growled as I pulled her close, kissed her, and held her.

The next four days, at the end of the workday, I'd get a text from Sloane telling me to stop by Kristin’s. I’d stop by the house, where Kristin and Chris would already be waiting, and fuck her until I got off. She'd always come, so I wouldn't feel bad, whether I bent her over the sofa or fucked her on the kitchen table or once I banged her on the stairwell.

Every time, Chris would watch and encourage me, and by the time I was zipping up, he was face-down, licking up the mess. I could tell by the smiles and kisses goodbye from Kristin that she liked it that way.

The last day, I got home, and Sloane was wearing green lingerie again. I was surprised. "Are you still bleeding?" I asked.

She smiled as she kissed me. "No. Stopped early this morning."

"Why did you tell me to go to Kristin's?"

"So I could reclaim you. So you can feel how much better my pussy feels than hers," she said into my ear as she kissed my neck. Even though I had just unloaded into Kristin 30 minutes earlier, I was ready to go again.

We spent the evening making love, and as we lay exhausted, I asked, "When are you fertile again?"

She kissed my face and said, "I'm not tracking dates. I told you, we’ll make love every day, and when it happens, it happens."

***

That Friday, I got a text from Kristin, "Fuck! Fucking period!" After a few minutes, she sent another, "Check your calendar. Can you take Wednesday and Thursday off two weeks from now?"

I scheduled those days off, realizing that I might end up using all my PTO just to knock her up.

Sloane continued to stay with me, and we made love every day, sometimes twice. I didn't bother worrying about the date; I just loved the sex, knowing that I was certainly going to get her pregnant or at least have her living with me for quite some time. I wondered how Joel was getting by without his wife.

The Sunday before I was to spend the week with Kristin, I asked Sloane what her plans were. Was she staying at my place or going back to Joel while I tried to impregnate Kristin?

She seemed surprised. "Hmm, I never thought about going back to Joel. I guess there’s no harm in it—he's not allowed vaginal sex. At least I’ll get some good assfucking and rimjobs out of it."

"Assfucking?" I was surprised.

"Yeah, sure. And pegging. He gives and gets." She looked at me. "I'm sure he's bisexual. I wasn't certain until I saw him throat your cock like a street hooker. Nobody does that without practice."

"You like anal?"

"Yes, of course. Wait. Not you. Anal is okay with a hotdog, but not okay with a battering ram." She saw my reaction. "Maybe someday. With 20 gallons of lube and four shots of tequila."

"Anyway, think about pumping a baby into Kristin."

I pulled her close and kissed her, then said, "I'm thinking about pumping one into you."

She giggled, and I filled her with another round of baby makers.

***

On Monday, I moved in with Chris and Kristin. Kristin did everything she could to make sure I came inside her twice a day. Wednesday and Thursday were a bit like a death march. Either I was fucking and filling her, or she was teasing me to the next hard-on. By Thursday night, my balls felt like a car had run them over.

On Friday, I retrieved Sloane from her husband, and she continued the tradition by wearing skimpy undies out to my car. A few of the neighbors sat out on their porches whenever my car pulled into Kristin or Sloane’s driveways.

As we drove away, Sloane said, "God, I love the way they stare at me."

"Because you're gorgeous. And half naked."

"I think I might go naked next time. What do you think?" she asked, laughing.

"I think you might have other men trying to put their babies into you."

"Speaking of, how are your balls?" she asked, smiling.

"Achy and overworked," I said. "And how's your asshole?" I asked back with a chuckle.

"Satisfied and happy," she answered. She looked over. "But you’ll have to wait, because that's not the hole you make babies with."

***

We got home, and we kissed and made out, but skipped sex because my nuts needed to recover. 

Over the next couple of weeks, we made love every day, sometimes twice or three times on the weekends. She still felt great, and I loved to see her orgasm when I stuffed her full of cock. 

I really lost track of time, but I knew I'd have to go back to Kristin's soon. I was actually looking forward to another week of having her husband watch me breed her. 


Dinner For Seven

One Friday, Sloane informed me we were going to Chris and Kristin’s for dinner on Saturday. “And I guess I’ll be over there next week to try to knock her up?” I asked.

“I guess,” was all Sloane said.

We arrived at Kristin’s house, and I used my key to enter. Chris and Joel were in the living room, having a drink. Chris made me a drink while Joel came over and gave his wife a peck on the cheek.

“Is she being a good breeder?” Joel asked.

Before I could answer, Sloane said, “Yes, I am. My legs are spread for him all the time, and Oh! The way his cock fits me so deep and tight.” She gave a conspiratorial wink. “He spurts directly into my cervix, so I am sure his baby is in me.”

I said, “It’ll be a shame to give her back once she’s pregnant. She feels so good on my cock.”

Joel was so excited, I thought he was going to have an orgasm. He said, “You don’t have to give her back right away. She can be your cock warmer while your baby grows inside her.”

Sloane gave me a smile, and a raised eyebrow. I think she wondered if she would be mine permanently.

Kristin entered the room and said a quick “Hi,” then took Sloane away to help with dinner.

The husbands and I sat with our drinks.

“So, How’s it going?” Chris asked.

“My nuts ache,” I said, which made them laugh.

“Who do you think you’ll knock up first?” Joel asked, as they both leaned in.

“I dunno. But Kristin has her baby battle plan ready, with every day of her ovulation planned out. However, Sloane and I make love every day, so she’s getting more baby makers than Kristin.”

“Make love,” Joel whispered. I was about to soften it, but he looked at me and said, “That’s perfect.”

At that point, Kristin stuck her head in. “Dinner’s ready, take a place at the table.”

We filed into the dining room, and there were seven place settings out, three already had plates with food. One was at the head of the table, and the other two were halfway down the table, leaving two open spaces on either side of the head seat. We knew where we were supposed to sit: I was at the head, with open spaces for the wives next to me.

Kristin and Sloane entered, carrying their plates in front of them. They had changed into tank tops with designs on the front. They had no bras, and I was pretty sure that they probably had nothing else on. I was looking forward to whatever sexy fun they had planned.

Chris said, “Hey hun, you set too many places, there are only five of us here.”

Kristin and Sloane were at their seats, so they put down their plates, as Sloane said, “No, there are seven here.”

I was first excited to see their erect nipples, then I nearly crapped when I read their shirts:

Sloane’s read, “Not my husband’s baby.”

Kristin’s said, “Bastard Baby on board.”

There was silence as the men took in what was happening.

Sloane said, “I’m carrying Jack’s and my first baby.” Joel made a whimpering sound.

Kristin said, “And I’m carrying the first of many children he will give me.”

Chris said softly, “Yes. Breed her again.”

They took seats next to me, then leaned over and each kissed me, saying, “Congrats, Bull.”

Kristin said, “We know you two will be great Dads. Oh, and a souvenir down there on the empty plates.”

I saw the guys reach over and each pick up something from the extra place settings. “What is it?” I asked.

Joel responded, “Positive pregnancy test. It says, ‘not yours’ in Sharpie.”

Kristin started eating her dinner, followed shortly by Sloane. We watched them for a moment, then joined in.

While we were eating, Joel asked, “When are you due?”

Sloane answered “Early May.”

Kristin said, “Late May.” She looked over at Sloane and said, “Yeah, yeah, you got knocked up first, but I bet mine’s a boy.” Kristin was as competitive as ever.

As we finished, Chris asked, “What now?”

Kristin said, “Well, you get to watch our bellies grow as Jack’s babies stretch us out. Our boobs will grow, making milk for his babies. Then he’ll be in the delivery room as our vaginas spread wide to push out his babies. Then you get to be dads.”

Joel groaned, and Sloane looked excited.

Chris said, “I meant tonight. And this week, and so on.”

Kristin said, “Oh, sorry. We’re leaving with our bull, and you guys clean up. We’re gonna spend some time with the father of our babies.”

Sloane said, “I am SO horny!”

Kristin laughed, “Yeah, the hormones have started raging. We might be gone for a while.”

They stayed with me for about four months until they started showing. After that, they lived with their husbands but I visited whenever the urge hit me.

I was there in the delivery room when they explained to the nurse why both their husband and me as the baby’s father should be there. Chris fainted when Kristin pushed out little Jack, not from seeing blood, but because he was excited to see her pussy stretch that wide while pushing out a 13 pound baby. Sloane birthed Leah, a pretty little redhead who was growing to be tall and slender like her mom.

Kristin was ready to make another within a month of Jack being born, and she was pregnant less than two months after. It was the same for the third and fourth. All her kids had June birthdays. Chris got his wish - she was so stretched out that her labia hung loose and you could clearly see inside her, although he couldn’t park his BMW there.

Sloane more or less moved in with me, and Joel found a boyfriend to live with him. Sloane seemed fine having Joel raise Leah, and we even made a couple more babies that he and his partner raised as their own.

More exciting than having full access to the women, was having the Dads tend to the babies while I pumped another one into their wives.

THE END

If you enjoyed the story, please consider leaving a review here.


Other Works You May Like

Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures.

Peaches is always open to new storylines, so be sure to share your requests in your ratings comments! Also, be sure to check out her other works from her Amazon Author Page , where you can also “Follow” to be notified of new books.

If you’d like to hear about new releases and specials (and occasional freebies!), consider signing up for her mailing list on her website .

A couple of her works are detailed below:
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Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent

Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover.

Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.

Rose's transformation was amazing as the sweet wife was gone, replaced by a wanton woman, hungry with lust. This new Rose attracted not just Tim, but Doug's entire circle of friends. What began as a simple fling had escalated into a whirlwind of nymphomania as Doug happily shared her. Rose embraced every new man with open arms and legs.

But the thrill took a dark turn when Doug, emboldened by her willingness, rented her out to her own boss. This was a line Rose hadn't considered crossing until she had hurtled past “loose woman” into “paid party girl.” After the party, her boss made it clear that she should work for him, servicing his friends and clients.

Will she choose the security of her marriage, the thrill of her younger lovers, or a path of complete submission to lust? Find out in this story of a woman's transformation inside and out.

[image: ]

Sarah’s Jamaican Awakening: A Wife Works the Streets 

Sarah's world has always been one of normality. Her sister Holly, however, thrives in sensual chaos. Her string of black skinned "Bulls," as she calls them, tells of a life of untamed passion, a world far removed from Sarah's comfortable existence with her loving husband, Barry. But when Barry encourages Sarah to explore her desires during a conference trip to Jamaica, everything changes.

Sarah finds herself surrounded by a sea of attractive dark bodies and hungry smiles. The allure of their lust is undeniable, and Sarah suddenly understands her sister’s cravings. When Sarah meets Jocko, whose powerful personality matches his physique, she feels a connection she's never felt before. What starts as a flirtation turns into nights of brutal passion, releasing the true submissive Sarah.

Jocko’s spell over Sarah is so complete that when he passes her around to his friends, as someone would lend a tool, she happily complies, returning after each is finished using her, eager to see the satisfaction in Jocko’s eyes.

Sarah quickly realizes that she enjoys being treated as an object more than she ever imagined, and agrees to be another of Jocko’s girls, available for sale on the street for any act. Her new life feels so exciting and real, that she is jolted when her trip to Jamaica ends, and Barry takes her back to her life of normality.

Her life with Barry feels foreign and unfamiliar. Will her sister’s Bulls satisfy her cravings, or must she return to the Jamaican street as Jocko’s possession in order to satisfy her soul?

[image: ]

Carol Turns Call Girl: From Housewife to Hooker

Carol started the fantasy role play with her husband to spice up their love life. She loved all the attention from other men while waiting at the bar for her husband to ‘pick her up.’ Carol secretly wanted to have strangers pay for her body.

Craig presented the chance for her to try it for real, and Carol was all in.

When another date was requested, Carol couldn’t say no. Selling herself to strangers kicked her libido into overdrive , until ‘another’ was never enough.

Carol quickly shifted from ‘adventure’ to ‘profession’, leaving her husband alone most nights as her cravings for strangers drove her to sell herself to Craig’s coworkers. When her husband’s boss became a regular, even that wasn’t enough…
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