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		Part One

		

	
		For most of my life I've been a dominant person. More than once I've been described as a cocky, headstrong bastard who likes to get his way regardless of who he has to step on. It's just in my nature to dominate others. I crave power. I enjoy lifting weights, driving fast cars, making lots of money, and having gorgeous women on my arm. Even as a kid I was a little hell raiser. I used to bully my classmates, always beating up other boys and taking their toys and lunch money. During my teenage years I morphed into a total jock. And later, as a fully grown adult man with hair on his chest, I soon became interested in becoming a bull for a cuckold couple.

		People always ask me why I want to be a bull for a cuckold couple.

		Answer: sex.

		Unlike traditional male/female relationships, the woman only wants sex from the bull. Her motivations are simple and not unlike those of men. If she is a true "hotwife" then she will not hound you, or pester you, or expect you to spend a bunch of money on her for Valentine's Day. Moreover, it's quite intoxicating to have a married woman offer herself to you. The rock on her finger makes her "off limits." Which only makes the sex hotter for me as her bull. Typically these women are the sort of women who are the pillars of their community, gals you would never expect to harbor such dark desires. Trust me on that. The fact that they are willing to completely 100% submit to me in the bedroom is something which never fails to excite me.

		Of course, becoming a bull takes some getting used to.

		At first I wasn't thrilled with having the husband watch me perform with his wife. But soon I got over this reservation. And it didn't take long before I realized how empowering it is to look over and see some poor husband —and he's always got that mixture of embarrassment and wild arousal —while I ravage his wife. It always made me feel like some conquering warrior who'd just sacked a new city. Now I was claiming the women while the losers watched from the sideline. More than anything, there's just something deeply satisfying about turning another man's wife into my own personal pleasure toy.

		Life as a bull was good.

		Very good.

		I guess things started going bad for me when I met Ryan and Catherine.

		At the time I was using a dating website for cuckold couples. For $20/month I was able to establish a profile and cruise through all the couples who were looking for bulls. After being involved in the cuckold scene for almost a decade, it still occasionally struck me as sort of sad and pathetic that some men were so weak that they were forced to seek other men to satisfy their wives. Many of the website profiles showed guys in their 30's, 40's, or 50's, dressed casually, looking like regular white-collared professionals. Their wives often looked happy and suntanned, most likely because the photographs were taken on vacation or at some outdoor venue like a concert or picnic. Since I was sort of in my "Latina" phase, I was searching for a bubble butt brunette. But that all stopped when I saw Ryan Donahue.

		His picture almost made me fall out of my seat.

		"Holy shit! Jesus! This is too good to be true!"

		Ryan Donahue worked for the same company as me. I recognized him immediately. He worked in IT, drove a Prius, always walked around with the same crusty coffee mug, and was prematurely bald. Whenever I passed him in the hallway he always seemed to be unable to make eye contact. His profile said him and his wife were 29 and had been married for four years already.

		After looking at some of their pictures, the first thing I decided was that Ryan's wife was fucking blind. She had to be. By no means was Catherine Donahue a buxom bombshell or runway model. But she was very cute and very sexy. Catherine was short, dark, with shoulder-length brown hair. The first thing I noticed was how pretty her face was. I liked her big brown eyes and her adorable smile. In some of the pictures she was wearing these fucking reading glasses that I only thought librarians in pornos wear. The thought that someone as attractive as Catherine would let someone as unattractive as Ryan touch her boggled my mind. Needless to say, I couldn't send them a personal message fast enough.

		From there we started exchanging emails, then texts, then some phone calls. I wasn't too worried about one of our IT guys recognizing my voice, but all the same I talked in a pretty low tone. Mostly I talked to Ryan, which is pretty standard in the cuckold game. At first the husband is the one taking charge. And it's only after some time (and careful manipulation of the bull) that the dynamics switch completely.

		Getting them to meet me wasn't the easiest task in the world. And after a couple of weeks I was starting to get the feeling like Ryan and Catherine had no genuine intentions of following through. They were showing all the signs that this was merely a fantasy exercise to "spice up" their marriage. They loved the phone sex. And they really loved it when I ordered Ryan to shave Catherine's pussy for me, to get her ready for me. But when the time came to set up a face-to-face they seemed to be full of excuses about why they couldn't make it.

		Incidentally, I know some bulls won't even consider couples in their 20's since normally people that young have a tendency to back out. (Assuming it is a couple, and not some pathetic beta bitch boy pretending to have a beautiful girlfriend or wife.) However, some bulls (including myself) have noticed that the recent cuckold craze (thanks a lot to the Internet) has come very close to normalizing such a taboo sexual relationship; and consequently younger and younger married couples are dipping their foot into the cuckold pool.

		Eventually Ryan and Catherine agreed to meet me at a hotel for a our first 'non-sexual' encounter. This meant that everyone was going there with the expectation that nothing sexual would happen. We were merely three consenting adults arriving for social reasons. Since I had refused to show them a 'face picture' Catherine seemed especially keen to see who had been doing all the dirty talking on the phone.

		I arrived at the hotel thirty minutes late, wanting my new cuckold couple to get accustomed to waiting for me. Though I told them to dress casually, I made sure to arrive wearing one of my sharpest-looking business suits since my goal was to assume an authority position right away. To be honest, I was more excited than normal. Not only was Catherine a lot younger and prettier than some of the hotwives I've been with. But I'd never cucked someone I already knew previously. I was really looking forward to pumping Ryan's wife with all the cum she could handle.

		Ryan answered the door with a beer in his hand. (Alcohol seems to be the cuckold's crutch, especially first timers.) Seeing me standing there in the doorway caused his goofy grin to quickly turn into embarrassed confusion.

		“Mark?” he said.

		“That’s right,” I said. “You gonna invite me in, buddy?”

		While he stammered away, I brushed past him and entered the room. My eyes lit up when I saw Catherine. She was sitting in one of the chairs, looking just as young and pretty and sophisticated as her pictures showed. I was a little disappointed that she wasn't wearing her sexy reading glasses, but now that we were meeting in person I could see that she was even prettier than I'd hoped. It was almost like there was a glow coming off her, and she seemed sexier and more feminine than I could have imagined.

		"You must be Catherine," I said. "It's a pleasure to meet you."

		Catherine smiled and tossed back her glass of white wine. There was a blush in her cheeks that suggested it wasn't her first glass of white wine. I could tell that she was impressed by my appearance though, which was going to be key if she was going to accept me as her primary sexual partner. Compared to her husband, I really was a stud. And based upon the pictures we swapped, my sexual organ would provide far more pleasure for Catherine's love box.

		Around this point, Ryan came over and it was obvious how flustered he was by my appearance. Knowing how difficult it would be for Ryan to accept a bull to begin with, I launched into all of my reasons for him not to worry. I was discrete. I was experienced. I didn't get emotionally involved. And most importantly, what happens in this room, stays in this room. Besides, so far the only thing we'd done was swap a few sexy pictures and talk a little dirty on the phone.

		My reasoning seemed to calm Ryan down and he quickly reached for another beer.

		Good boy, I thought.

		His obedience pleased me because I could tell that Catherine was intently watching our interaction the entire time. Women respond to assertive, confident men. They are wired genetically to look for men who do not hesitate and take charge. And it was my first opportunity to show her that I was the natural leader in our group.

		"Would you like something to drink?" Catherine asked me.

		Even though I had no intention of drinking any alcohol, especially tonight, first I made Catherine tell me all the options, then I asked for her to make me a mixed beverage since it involved the most effort. She was a little nervous still and giving her something to do seemed to relieve some of her tension. But the most important thing was that she was already getting conditioned to listening and obeying my commands.

		The next hour we spent chatting innocuously. Experience has taught me to be patient with cucks and their wives. In my early days I would almost lunge after the women, and ignore or belittle the husbands because I thought that's what they wanted. But through a series of trials and errors I have found that the key thing to remember is that you're trying to impress the wife while making the husband feel comfortable in your presence. Remember nobody is forcing him to hand over his wife. He has to agree to this. This means that the wannabe cuck must overcome taboo matters before he can accept his new role in the relationship.

		Only after everyone started letting down their guard did I take the next step. Which is to ask what Ryan and Catherine were looking for in this relationship.

		Right away I could see how uncomfortable this made Ryan. I figured it was the first time that he'd ever openly discussed his sick perversion with anyone other than his wife. And though he tried to be vague with his answers, I made sure to ask him specific questions which literally made him squirm in his seat. I asked him if he would feel jealous if another man fucked Catherine. I asked him if it would excite him to watch another man (with a bigger cock) bring Catherine to climax, then cum inside her pussy. I asked him if he was okay with just sitting quietly until another man was done with fucking Catherine in every position he wanted.

		When my questions were done you could see how uncomfortable Ryan was, despite the several beers he'd guzzled down. But Catherine was another story. Clearly she was taking all of this in, every single word. She was literally sitting on the edge of her seat during my questioning. The fact that another man had made her husband squirm so much did not go unnoticed by her. And already I could tell that she was starting to see me as a potential candidate for her primary sexual partner.

		Turning my face away from Catherine's sexy body, I looked at Ryan and said, "You have a very beautiful wife, Ryan. I'm sure you already know this. But you're an incredibly lucky man."

		"Oh, thank you," he said, sounding a little more confident than before.

		He even winked at his wife and said, "I think I did pretty good, if I do say so myself."

		Catherine laughed, rolled her eyes. "Mr. Compliments over there."

		We settled back into some small talk, but suddenly I realized that I couldn't keep sitting there much longer.

		Now this was a tricky part for me.

		Becoming a bull is never an overnight process. It takes time. It takes time for a woman to recognize you as her new boyfriend. It takes time to break a guy mentally so that he becomes completely submissive to your command. And now, after the preliminary niceties, the three of us were coming to the next juncture of our cuckold/bull relationship.

		And in my experience it can go either two ways.

		Either they love it or you scare them off for good.

		On the one hand sometimes it's best to simply leave the cuckold couple and let them "stew in their juices." In most cases they'll be calling to schedule another meeting with their bull within a week, usually much sooner.

		That said, I couldn't wait to see what Catherine looked like with no clothes on. I couldn't wait to see her with my cock in her mouth, with her legs spread wide, with her ass pushed up in the air. So I was being a little reckless when I said, "Catherine I would love to see you pleasure yourself."

		After what seemed like several hours, Ryan cleared his throat and looked at his wife for direction. "Um, um, well," he stammered. "You see, um, like, I'm not entirely sure that was the original plan. Actually, um, I think, um that we were supposed to just meet tonight... just socially, right?"

		One of the wonderful things about Catherine was that when she smiled it was like the whole room brightened. "I mean, I don't really care."

		Ryan's eyes widened when he saw that his wife had just agreed to masturbate in front of another man.

		Yes, they'd taken the bait!

		Fuck yes!

		Pleased with myself, I wondered if either one of them realized what they'd just agreed to.

		Having the wife masturbate for me is a standard bull tactic that I use to condition her to being intimate in front of me. It breaks the sexual ice.

		Then I suggested Catherine lay down on the bed and lift her skirt up, but not remove any clothes so that she was only partially nude. Then I pointed at a chair in the corner and told Ryan to go watch from there. He seemed a little shaken, but he sat down in the corner. Catherine also seemed a little nervous, but the combination of wine and being mostly clothed seemed to help her confidence.

		"Don't worry," I said, keeping a safe distance by sitting at the end of the bed, "I just want to watch you. I think you're so sexy. I love your pictures and the phone sex we've had. I've been thinking about this for a long time. You're beautiful, Catherine. I just want to see you pleasure yourself. I want to see you orgasm for me."

		The soothing tone of my voice seemed to make both of them relax. When Catherine revealed the pair of black panties with purple lace my mouth began to water. They looked just the right amount of slutty for a woman like her. She closed her eyes as she slipped a finger underneath the fabric of her panties. Then she put two fingers inside herself. It wasn't long before I could hear the little squishy sounds her pussy was making. She might have looked like a classy lady, but her pussy was obviously soaked already.

		My nostrils started to twitch from the aroma of her pussy. I was like a blood hound who'd just caught a whiff of the sweetest pussy I'd ever smelled. Catherine had her eyes squeezed shut, getting lost in the moment. All of her reluctance and embarrassment were gone.

		"Oh my! Oh my God!" she kept saying, her fingers continued to fuck her own pussy. She already looked like she was in heaven.

		"You have a beautiful pussy," I told her, watching intently.

		"Damn, damn!" she moaned.

		"I see that you shaved yourself for me," I remarked, then rewarded Ryan with a wink.

		It was doubtful whether or not Catherine heard my compliment. She was squirming and wriggling around on the bed, her hand making circular gestures as she massaged her throbbing clit. Little beads of sweat started to show up on her forehead, just below her hairline. Her breathing escalated and then she opened her eyes and our stares met. To my surprise, she held my stare.

		"Oh shit, oh shit, I'm gonna cum!" she yelled.

		"That's it baby," I encouraged softly. "You're so beautiful like that. You're perfect. I want to see you orgasm now. Cum for me, baby. Show me, show me everything."

		It took every ounce of strength not to throw myself on her right then. My cock was unbelievably hard. I wanted to taste her sweet juices, to pump her with my big stick like she'd never had before.

		As her passion grew I gestured for Ryan to go join his wife. Eventually the goal of every bull is to get the wife to lose as much respect for the husband as possible. This will help solidify your role as her bull and primary sex partner. Every time her panties get damp, every time her nipples harden, every time she craves meat in her mouth, or just wants someone to manhandle her in the bedroom, she should be thinking of her bull: me!

		However, in the early fragile stages it's best not to forget the husband's needs also. I've seen it too many times. Bulls pretend that it's just a two-person relationship and suddenly the cuckold couple won't return his phone calls. Eventually, of course, the husband will be relegated to the status of distant watcher, and often the bull and/or wife will start initiating sex when the husband isn't around at all. But for the first few sessions it's always best to play it safe.

		"Ryan," I said, "look at your wife. She might be the sexiest woman on the planet."

		"Definitely," he said.

		"You married a terrific woman," I said. "Look how sexy she looks when she's playing with herself."

		"She's so sexy," he agreed.

		"You love her, right?" I asked.

		"Sure! Absolutely!"

		"Why don't you give her a kiss?" I said.

		So far I couldn't have imagined a couple more suitable for cuckolding. The wife was young, sexy, and passionate. The husband was horny and easily led by others.

		From the bed, I watched as the married couple embraced, kissed, and began to undress each other. It was clear they'd been turned on by the novelty of the situation. Catherine undid the buttons of her skirt while Ryan removed his shirt, revealing a slight torso that showed the beginning signs of a belly. If he'd had bigger shoulders or beefier arms he wouldn't have looked so bad. But you could tell that in a few years he would have one of those middle-age bodies with the gut and skinny arms. No wonder Catherine had responded so positively in my presence.

		It was a cute scene. He took off her blouse and bra. Her panties were still on, but they'd been slid to the side for access. She had great tits, not exactly perky, but full with a natural weight to them. No way she had children yet, not with tits like those.

		Ryan bent down to suckle on her erect nipples while she reached for his belt and pulled down the zipper on his jeans. Then he stepped out of his boxers and climbed onto the bed with his wife.

		Even from the other side of the bed, I could smell the musky bouquet of her pussy. And it took an act of will not to immediately bury my nose into the source of that wonderful smell.

		"Oh baby," Catherine cooed.

		"Yes?" Ryan said, leaning over his wife. "Are you okay?"

		"This is so nice."

		His lips brushed past hers and then his tongue lightly traced her lips. He started kissing her neck and moving down over her shoulder to her glorious breasts. Sliding his flattened palm over her erect nipple, he kissed Catherine full on the mouth.

		"Lay flat on the bed," he told her. "I want to taste you."

		A moment later and Ryan was face-planted in Catherine's pussy. She was moaning loudly now, caressing the back of his head as she rotated her pussy so that her husband could taste more easily. Since his pants were off, I could see Ryan's dinky little 5-incher hard as a pencil.

		Next I suggested they lock into the 69 position so that both could enjoy the oral pleasures of the other. Of course I had my own motivations, but the married couple had no objections.

		As they began to reposition themselves, I motioned for Ryan to lay his head at the side of the bed, then I told Catherine to straddle his face with her honey-pot. They were so turned-on and so naturally pliable that neither one questioned this arrangement or what it might mean for them in the future.

		Ryan had his tongue up Catherine's cunt and you could tell that she was on fire. It didn't take long before she started cumming again and Ryan's mouth was right there to catch every single drop of her sweet pussy juice. After Catherine's second climax began to subside, she began to lick his dick like a lollipop. After a few seconds of kissing and teasing him she put the entire shaft in her mouth, then started wagging her head from side to side like a hungry mother wolf. Their bodies continued to move in euphoric harmony as they fucked each other with wet tongues and lips.

		As I began to undress my eyes fixed on the lush contours of Catherine's butt cheeks. Then I glanced at her mouth which was feverishly working on Ryan's baby dick. With a dick like that she was going to be a tight fit so I knew that I had to be gentle at first.

		The room already reeked of sex.

		"You taste so fucking good," Ryan said, his arms wrapped around Catherine's waist while he continued to lick and tongue-fuck his wife.

		As my cock began to near Catherine's moist pussy lips, Ryan froze, looking up at me with an expression riddled with confusion.

		Smiling down at him, I said, "Like what you see?"

		"Wait —" he said, his voice faltering. With Catherine greedily gobbling his knob, he was almost too worked up to get a single coherent sentence out. His jaw tightened, but his eyes remained fixed on my member.

		I threw Ryan a dismaying smile and said, "Your wife is so beautiful. I feel honored tonight. I think between me and you working together she's really going to enjoy this."

		With Catherine in doggy position, I stepped forward, began rubbing the tip of my cock against the moist folds of her love-pot. The fact that this caused my balls to literally hang over Ryan's face didn't bother me at all. I was dying to fuck Catherine now. My cock looked like it was about to explode with its redness, its huge head, and bulging veins that looked extra amplified as I slid the helmet into her wetness.

		If Catherine was surprised to suddenly be taking my cock she didn't show it. Even after I'd sunk the first several inches of meat into her cunt she still hadn't turned around to acknowledge me. She was moaning loudly, gripping the sheets, and gasping for air. Unfortunately, the shock of my much larger cock inside her pussy caused her to toss her head back many times, so that she was no longer able to lavish Ryan's dick with as much attention as before.

		"There we go," I said gently. "That's it. It's just a big cock in your pussy, that's all. Don't worry, you'll get used to it."

		Ryan had his eyes closed. No doubt he could smell the bitter aroma of sweat that laced my balls. But to his credit, he kept licking his wife's pussy, even as she grunted and struggled to accommodate my massive girth. Even though he kept his eyes closed, he was committed and focused on pleasing his wife.

		At first I went in softly, measuring the inches with slow strokes of her pussy. She was so tight. Poor girl. But she looked so goddamn sexy on her hands and knees, ass spread for her bull. With my swollen balls dangling above Ryan's head I clutched Catherine's narrow waist, pulling her round butt back to meet me, exposing her distended pussy lips which were gripping my thick meat like a second skin.

		"Oh, fuck yeah," I muttered.

		Then I tried to give her more of my cock, but it seemed like I hit a wall. Surprised by the resistance, I paused.

		"Ouch, wait, not too fast," Catherine said.

		"I'm going to go slow, okay?" I said.

		Then I looked down at Ryan and said, "Come on, you got to get her ready for me. Okay, buddy?"

		Even though Ryan didn't look that happy, even though his eyes were expressing doubt, I knew that this was the scenario that both of them had hoped for. As I began to fuck Catherine, slowly building up tempo, Ryan's tongue started to brush against my balls and the underside of my shaft. I could tell that it wasn't an expression of latent homosexuality. It was more that Ryan was being allowed to demonstrate his submissive nature now that a real alpha man had entered the bedroom.

		Occasionally I would pull out of her pussy and tell him to get in there with his tongue. This caused Catherine to roar with delight. And after a while, Ryan was so turned on that I even rested my balls directly on his nostrils. It was, of course, a non-threatening gesture. I was just showing him who was top dog in this arrangement.

		"Alright, alright," I laughed, "that's enough pussy licking for now. Good boy. Now put me back in."

		Ryan looked back up at me with that confused look.

		I nodded firmly. "You heard me. Put me back in Catherine so that I can make her cum again."

		Knowing that Catherine could hear me, I smiled smugly as Ryan tentatively reached for my bobbing cock and brought it up to the entrance of Catherine's pussy which was coated in a mixture of her own juices, Ryan's saliva, and my own pre-cum.

		Catherine's body began to tremble now as I started to fuck her with vigor. She kept trying to scream out, but the sound was muffled by the pillow she buried her face into.

		Looking down at my cock enter her tight hole, I saw that Ryan looked slightly overwhelmed by what was happening. I wanted to laugh and ask him if this was everything he'd hoped for, but I knew better than that. Fucking Catherine was terrific and I wanted to make sure that she became a regular fixture in my stable of whores. I'd already re-sized her pussy. I was able to fit my entire cock into her tight little snatch. Looking down at her ass rippling with each thrust, I felt a jolt of energy rush through my pelvis, like a shockwave of arousal.

		I started hesitating between thrusts. Really slamming into her. I leaned back, effectively gaining leverage as I slammed repeatedly into Catherine's tight married cunt, filling her up so much that she continued to bite down on the pillow, whimpering like a wounded animal.

		I was just about ready to slam into her again when, without warning, my body seemed to explode with rapturous warmth and delight.

		"AAAaaahhhhh, I'm cumming!" I growled as shot after shot went directly into Catherine's cunt.

		I thrust into her with one more deep, slow stroke, gripping her buttocks while my balls drained themselves inside the gorgeous woman.

		Catherine moaned like she was in whore heaven. Ryan was still trapped underneath the weight of both of us. After a few moments I decided to slide out of her quivering walls. Seconds later, Ryan began wriggling around, trying to dodge the steady stream of hot sticky cum that was leaking out of Catherine's pussy and onto his face. It was hard not to laugh. And I told them I was going to take a shower.
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		After that night I had the good sense not to contact Ryan and Catherine. I knew that I had rushed things in the hotel room. As an experienced bull, I knew that it normally takes weeks or months to get to the point in the relationship where the cuckold is comfortable enough to be eye-level with my big sweaty dong plunging into his wife. And I wasn't sure if I'd scared them off.

		Then things took a weirder turn.

		One day I was chatting with some of the fellas at work when I asked about Ryan the IT guy. Of course I pretended not to know his name, only that he normally did a good job keeping my computer updated with the latest software, etc. That's when Frank Saunders, an ex-USC football star, and probably my best friend, said that Ryan had recently quit his job.

		Quit?

		Wow!

		Of course I pretended not to give two shits. But I couldn't shake the feeling that Ryan quitting had something to do with me.

		Oh well, I thought. I certainly wasn't responsible if him and Catherine were having any second thoughts. I wasn't the one that made them post that profile on the cuckold website. And I didn't make anyone do anything they didn't want to do. Maybe I took things too fast. Maybe I wasn't 100% forthcoming about us being co-workers. But that's what Ryan got for having such a sexy wife. It wasn't my fault. I'm just a bull doing bull stuff. I claim zero responsibility.

		I guess it was four or five months later when I bumped into Ryan again.

		This time I was at the bar, completely wasted. A bunch of my fraternity brothers were in town for St. Paddy's Day and we'd been boozing pretty hard that entire weekend. By Sunday the guys started heading back home, but I decided to keep the party going at one of the hotel bars near the airport.

		I was so hammered that I almost didn't recognize Ryan at first. He looked like he'd lost some weight, but he didn't look healthy. He still had a little belly, but his face was gaunt and colorless. He looked a little balder too, but maybe that was just because his hair was a little longer.

		"Hey, what's up, big man!" I said, slapping him on the back. "I was wondering what happened to you. Come have a drink with me, okay?"

		"Just one," he said softly, before asking the bartender for a light beer.

		"You're a fucking party animal," I told him sarcastically.

		A few minutes went by before I found myself leaning over and whispering loudly, "Hey, hey, where's that sexy wife of yours?"

		He looked at me like I'd just stepped in a pile of dog shit.

		"What? Where's Catherine?" I said, bouncing my eyebrows up and down.

		"You haven't heard?" he said, taking dainty little sips of light beer. "Catherine and I split up. She moved back to Michigan to live with her parents while we finish up the divorce stuff."

		"Fuck!"

		He shrugged. "It happens, I guess. Whatever. I try not to dwell on it."

		Several tense moments passed before I leaned back over and whispered loud enough for the entire bar to hear, "Do you think it has anything to do with me? I mean, us? In the hotel room?"

		He blinked his small eyes like he comprehended everything, but still didn't respond.

		I cleared my throat and tried again. "Do you think she left you because I cuckolded you?"

		Even in the dim bar lights I could see his cheeks turn red with embarrassment. "Maybe, yeah, I guess."

		"Yeah?"

		"Probably," he said, nodding.

		"Sorry bro," I said. "I'm just a bull doing bull stuff. Can't blame me. You know how it is."

		I nudged my elbow into his ribs.

		"Look I got to go," he said, placing a five dollar bill down on the bar. "It was good talking to you. By the way, make sure to say hello to Samantha for me!"

		We shook hands and I watched him walk away. I was thinking what a shame it was that I wasn't going to fuck Catherine again. Her pussy was so tight. She was a great girl. It was the sort of pussy that gets you out of bed in the morning. At any rate, it wasn't until Ryan was out of the doors when I realized something.

		How the fuck did he know about Samantha?

		What the fuck?

		Something wasn't right. How the fuck did Ryan even know that I was married?

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		After that I had the good grace to forget about Ryan and Catherine. I had other things to worry about. Work was pretty busy and I found myself living out of suitcases because of all the business trips. My marriage had hit another rough patch. Samantha and I were barely speaking. But we'd been married so long that I didn't think much about it. Marriage has its own weather patterns. All you had to do was wait for the storm to be over and for the sun to come back out.

		For me, that day came when I received a text from my wife telling me to meet her at a hotel.

		I was smiling as I reread the text several times. Obviously this was her attempt at rekindling some of the fire in our relationship. My wife is naturally conservative. She doesn't have too many kinks, almost none. But for some reason hotels always make her horny as a little rabbit.

		After work I picked up some roses and a good bottle of wine. The fact that Samantha had chosen the same hotel that I'd fucked Catherine in didn't occur to me much later, when it was too late.

		When I knocked on the door I was greeted by Samantha, who couldn't have looked more sexy. She was dressed for the heat in a low-cut white blouse and a gauzy floral-print skirt. It was immediately clear from the shifting of her shapely breasts and the outline of her nipples against the fabric that she wasn't wearing a bra. And when she started looking for a vase for the roses I brought her, I could see the vague outline of a thong between two exquisitely round puffs of her firm ass cheeks.

		Samantha was in a great mood, bubbling with warmth and humor as she led me over to a chair sitting against the wall.

		At one point she lowered herself onto my lap, causing my cock to fill with blood, bulge against the confines of my boxers.

		"Baby," I said reaching around to grab her ass. "What's got you in such a good mood? Did we win the lottery?"

		While I continued kneading her ass she smiled and said, "It's nothing. I just figured that we could try something else tonight."

		"Something else?" I asked, perplexed but intrigued.

		"Something you've always wanted to do, I believe," she said.

		Now my cock was really hard. I couldn't believe my own ears. My prim and proper wife was finally going to let me fuck her in her ass! Secretly I'd been dying to fuck Samantha in her curvy backside ever since we started dating, but she always protested that nothing as big as my cock would ever fit in something as small as her butthole.

		Just then Samantha wrenched free of my grasp and spun around. She walked over to the desk and pulled something out of her handbag. My assumption was that it was lubricant for my rod. I was in heaven. I knew that fucking Samantha in her ass would most definitely reignite the robust sex life we'd once enjoyed.

		Then she went into the bathroom and returned a short time later.

		I was on fire as soon as I saw her.

		My wife had shed her dress. Now she was wearing a black corset, black hose, black garters, high heels, and crotch-less black panties that showed off the pouty pink lips of her pussy. But I couldn't take my eyes off the deep cleavage spilling out from the top of her corset.

		"What?" she said with a mock frown. "Is there a problem?"

		"No problem, baby!"

		"Why are you looking at me like that?" she asked with a teasing smile.

		"Holy fuck!" I said.

		"Oh, you like my outfit?"

		"I love it," I told her, ogling the curves of her body. The combination of the black silk and her naturally smooth flawless skin was sending chills through my body. "I think you should dress like that all the time."

		While she stood there, rubbing her nipples with her red fingernails, I started to lazily rub the outline of my engorged cock.

		"Come here," I told her.

		Samantha wandered over to me and pretended to look over my shoulder at one of the framed hotel paintings, but after a few seconds she grabbed my wrist and clamped a handcuff around it. She attached the other handcuff to my opposite wrist, successfully making me her prisoner in the hotel room. For a few brief moments I struggled futilely with my bonds, but quickly realized that I wasn't going anywhere until my wife decided to release me.

		"Are you serious?" I said from the chair.

		"I'm very serious," she said, touching my hard cock with her fingers.

		"Well baby, I didn't think you had it in you," I said, happy to oblige my wife's walk on the dark side.

		When Samantha leaned down in front of me I could see the hint of her large brown areolas, causing my mouth to start watering.

		"And I didn't know you had it in you," she said, giving me a curious glance.

		"Wait, what does that mean, Samantha?"

		Then my wife dropped to her knees so that her face was a few inches away from my crotch. She started moving her fingers all around my lap, making sure not to touch my throbbing erection. The buildup was starting to kill me.

		"It means," she said with a sly grin, "I know what you've been up to on the Internet."

		Suddenly my heart sank. "You do?"

		"Oh yes," she said, bouncing those beautiful breasts right before my eyes. "I was a little surprised at first. Actually, I was very surprised. It took me some time. I certainly didn't think that a guy like you would be into the whole cuckold/bull scene. Personally, I was barely aware of it. But then I saw your personal ad."

		Oh shit!

		I couldn't believe it. I swallowed a huge lump in my throat and looked down, unable to make eye contact with my wife. And yet, as I sat there trying to take it all in, I heard Samantha giggle like a school girl. She said, "Very naughty stuff! You're a naughty boy!"

		It suddenly occurred to me that Samantha didn't seem upset that her husband had been using the Internet to procure sexual relations with strangers. It was too good to believe. If anything, she seemed turned on by the idea. She started to rub her breasts in my face, teasing me. Of course I loved it. After undoing my belt buckle, she pulled my pants down and whimpered appreciatively as my exposed cock rose to meet her. She took it in her hands and gasped with pleasure.

		Seeing her reaction, I smiled wickedly and said, "You're not mad, baby?"

		She shook her head. "At first, I was a little upset. More shocked than anything. But the more I thought about it, the more I started liking the idea. I'm just surprised that I didn't realize that you were like that before. I suppose there were signs all along."

		Arching an eyebrow at Samantha, I said, "Come on, you know I've always been like that."

		She giggled. "I know, baby. I think it's cute. I think you're so brave to admit those things to me. I bet lots of men wouldn't have the balls to admit their true desires. No matter how embarrassing they might be."

		Still grinning, I said, "It's not embarrassing to me. It's just who I am."

		After that there was a good deal of foreplay with her kissing me, rubbing her big breasts in my face, licking my earlobe, and stroking my cock. She smelled so fucking good I couldn't wait to get my paws on her. Her plans of reigniting the flames of our sex life were definitely working.

		That's when Samantha picked up the pair of thong panties she was wearing earlier. They were pink, lacy, and sexy. But they weren't crotch-less and they didn't match her current wardrobe. In muted pleasure I watched as she draped the pink panties over my cock, rubbing the soft fabric against my engorged veins. Then to my surprise, Samantha stuffed the panties into my mouth, pushing them so deep that I wasn't able to spit them out. I was tasting her now.

		Breathing through my nostrils, I waited for my kinky wife to make the next move.

		She'd never taken such an assertive role in the bedroom and it was a complete turn on.

		When I looked up, Samantha had a big grin on her face.

		"Just think," she said, "if I hadn't found out about your cuckold fetish then today would have never happened. Lucky you, huh?"

		With her panties in my mouth, and my hands still bound behind my back, I nodded enthusiastically. "Grgmmmmphhhh, hhhhmmmpphh, mmmmggghhh."

		When there was a knock on the door Samantha actually jumped a little, which startled me too. Frankly I was annoyed at the interruption. At that moment my assumption was that it was someone from the hotel staff. They always seemed to interrupt you at the worst possible moment.

		Within seconds though I realized how wrong I was.

		A tall, wide-shouldered black man stepped into the room. He could have been in his 50's but it was easy to tell that he was in great shape, either an ex-athlete or just one of those black guys who can eat potato chips all day and still have 6-pack abs. He was dressed in an expensive suit, wore nice shoes, his skin was incredibly dark, and his nose was broad and flat against his large oval-shaped face.

		Standing next to the black man, Samantha turned and looked me full in the eyes. She said, "This is Wallace. I found him on your naughty website. Don't worry, dear. He's got a lot of experience as a bull. I showed him your profile and he knows that you just want to watch me with another man. And he's agreed to fulfill your wishes to become cuckolded."

		Swallowing hard it was taking a moment for my brain to catch up with what was happening. Of course my thoughts were racing. Of course I started to fight the restraints out of sheer frustration. And as I watched the black man slip a hand around Samantha's cinched waist it occurred to me that I'd been set up. Someone must have posted a fake profile on the website that said I wanted to be a cuckold. Someone must have directed Samantha's attention to that fake profile. And someone must have set up this meeting today —which just so happened to be in the same hotel room as the one I'd fucked Catherine in long ago.

		It didn't take a genius to realize that I'd been set up. It didn't take a genius to realize that Ryan had orchestrated this whole fucking nightmare scenario.

		Let me tell you that the sight of that old black man with his arms around Samantha wasn't pleasing or arousing. I started jostling in the chair, desperately trying to spit out my wife's panties. My erection had already shrank away. For me the humiliation of the scene was almost too much to bear. It was hard to accept that someone as intelligent and classy as my wife could have been so easily manipulated. I was pretty sure that she would eventually see that my protest was 100% genuine. But after a few moments of struggling, I heard Samantha tell Wallace, "Don't worry about him. He likes that. On his profile page he said that he likes to be restrained and pretend that he's upset by my betrayal. Silly cuckold!"

		Wallace laughed a little haughtily.

		With that, Samantha and Wallace walked over to the bed.

		I kept expecting something to happen, some big surprise, like my wife would suddenly turn and tell me this was all a big joke! She was just paying me back for being disloyal to her!

		Without really thinking it possible, I saw Samantha get on the bed, then put her hands between her legs and start playing with her pussy. In front of another man! A black man! An old black man too!

		It seemed that Wallace was undressing, but all I could make out were the white dots that filled my visual field as I squeezed my eyes closed and waited to wake up from this horrible nightmare.

		"Oh baby! I guess that's why they call you a bull!" I heard Samantha say.

		My wife's excitement caused me to look up again. Wallace's knob was literally swinging between his legs. Apparently what they say about black men was true because this old black man was carrying a fucking baseball bat in his pants. It was huge, maybe 12 inches, thick, uncircumcised, and extremely black until the large mushroom head which was purple. If I'd been drawing an adult cartoon with a monster then I would have used Wallace's cock. In the presence of such a specimen, I felt my own penis shrivel even more. And it killed me to see my wife's face flush with arousal as she eyeballed the well-hung black bull.

		Then my wife looked over at me disappointingly and said, "Too bad all men weren't created equal!"

		Wallace laughed and said that's why there were websites for horny wives to find bulls that could satisfy them when their husbands couldn't.

		As a bull, Wallace talked less than I ever did. But he had such an intimidating presence that Samantha automatically became submissive around him.

		Without another word she grabbed the black man's cock and slowly started jerking him off, looking me straight in the eye as if this was what I genuinely wanted. Then she kissed it, licked the black cock down the shaft, sucked on the old man's balls, and went up the shaft again, tonguing the bulbous purple head of his cock.

		"Oh hell yes," Wallace enthused. "Suck that black cock, baby. Suck the fucking color off that big black cock!"

		Soon she started sucking his dick like a hungry animal. She sucked him real deep, taking as much as she could into her mouth. I'd never seen Samantha give such a passionate blowjob. She seemed extremely turned on by the situation —and hopefully it wasn't because she was with a black guy. Either way, I was sure that Wallace was going to blow his load right away. I know I would have struggled not to cum from such a blowjob. But the old bull seemed relaxed and full of stamina.

		In fact, when Samantha started to grow tired, he reached down, gripped her head firmly, and began pumping her mouth with his thick dark meat, causing her to gag and cough. After a few moments there were little tears down my wife's eyes as she struggled to handle all that black meat in her mouth.

		While Wallace gave Samantha a break to catch her breath and wipe the saliva off her face, the black bastard actually looked at me and said, "Damn whiteboy, your wife sucks cock like a pro. Too bad you're not getting any of this pussy."

		After that they went over to the sofa in the hotel room. Now that she was about to let him inside her most intimate part, Samantha seemed a little worried.

		"Um, before we do it," she said, pausing. "Do you think you can warm me up with your mouth?"

		Wallace laughed and slapped his knee like he'd just heard a great joke. "Baby, I don't eat pussy. That's why you have a cuck. Next time, if you're worried, get your cuck to eat that pussy up. It's basically the only thing they're good for."

		Samantha looked over at me and narrowed her eyes like she was mad at me for not planning ahead.

		Then she bent over the arm of the sofa and stuck her ass in Wallace's face so that he could fuck her doggie-style.

		Then the old black man kissed her butt and ran his tongue between her cheeks, circling her asshole with his tongue to get it real wet. He mounted her slowly, presumably so that he could enjoy the feeling of his thick cock pushing into her beautiful cunt.

		I thought I was going to be sick as he started to work the first few inches of his blackness into Samantha's body. At first she was moaning with pain, but then with pleasure as he slowly built up some tempo. Her butt cheeks were wobbling every time his heavy black thighs slammed into her from behind. I couldn't believe how excited she was feeling from taking this man's cock.

		As Wallace started to fuck her harder and harder, I thought about all the poor, beta, weak-willed husbands who'd watched me as I basically did the same thing to their wives. It was a cruel, yet poetic punishment.

		"Fuck me, fuck me, baby!" Samantha told her black lover.

		"That's it bitch, sexy white bitch. Give me that pussy. This is my pussy!"

		"Oh yes!"

		"Tell me, baby," Wallace said, still hammering his cock into my wife's honey-pot, "tell me you couldn't wait to meet me. You couldn't wait to get this big black cock in ya!"

		"Oh yes, I couldn't wait! Your pictures were so sexy!" Samantha said, gasping for air.

		Wallace chuckled sadistically. "You love fucking my big cock don't you?"

		"Oh God yes!" she squealed.

		They fucked like savage animals for the next few minutes.

		Then Wallace pulled out of her, just leaving his thick cockhead at the entrance of her pussy lips. "Tell me, baby. You'd rather have my cock in you, not your husband's small little dicklet, right?"

		"Oh baby," she said in a non-committal moan.

		"Say it," he demanded. "Tell me you'd rather have my cock in your pussy! Tell me you love my black cock the most!"

		There was a long pause.

		Then Samantha yelled, "I love your cock, baby! Please just put it back in! I love your big black cock! I'd rather have it than my husband's little dick!"

		This pleased Wallace immensely. And he rewarded my wife with several powerful thrusts that led to her first orgasm of the evening. He'd taken his steady rhythm of fucking her from behind, and increased the intensity so much that Samantha's eyes were essentially crossed. Watching her cum on another man's cock was the strangest and most humiliating thing I'd ever witnessed. When I saw the tell-tale signs of her orgasm I began writhing in my seat, knowing that I would never be able to get the seared image out of my brain.

		Wallace could tell that she'd just cummed all over his cock too. "Good bitch. But I hope you still got some strength in that body. Because we not done yet. I'm gonna wear this white married pussy out!"

		They moved back to the bed where Samantha dutifully draped her legs over his shoulders so that he could stick his cock as deep inside her as possible. For a while Wallace moved slowly in and out of her, building up the intensity again. They were making direct eye contact now.

		"Oh shit, fuck me, that cock is so perfect," Samantha purred.

		"This pussy is too tight. No wonder you need a bull."

		"Oh I do, I need you!"

		"Now you know what it's like to get fucked by a real man!" Wallace laughed.

		They kept fucking on the bed. Sometimes Wallace would bend down and kiss Samantha on the lips, nibble up and down her gloriously sweaty body.

		I could see the base of his thick phallus go in-and-out of her treasure box. In-and-out. In-and-out.

		She began to moan loudly again, reaching up to run her long, delicate fingers behind his head as if he was a good-looking young man instead of some ugly old negro-bull with a big cock.

		And that, possibly, was the hardest part to watch. How my wife and her bull had almost instantly found an intimacy and coital ecstasies, despite the fact that they were perfect strangers an hour ago.

		But down below, for me, something strange was starting to happen also.

		The more I watched them, the more excited I became.

		My shame and disgust was starting to ebb.

		I knew that I should be furious from Samantha's betrayal. Not to mention how easily she'd belittled me in front of another male.

		Yet, here I was, watching them and getting more turned on than I had been in years. Suddenly I was extremely aroused by the sight of their bodies together. The contrast of skin colors was far more stimulating than anything I could have imagined. I was in good shape, but Wallace had the natural build of black Hercules. He had muscles in places where I didn't think muscles could grow. Most impressively his huge powerful dark buttocks flexed and relaxed as he pushed his giant horse cock in and out of Samantha's drenched pussy. At first his cock didn't even look real. The color was so dark and the size was unbelievably girthy and long that it looked like an oversized sex toy you'd give away at bachelorette parties.

		But from the way Samantha responded, it was definitely very real.

		Her body was making sounds that she never made with me. When Wallace fucked her with his big black cock her pussy was making these loud 'farting' sounds which were far more erotic than I would have expected. Every time her pussy farted on his black cock Wallace would chuckle and tell her that she was doing a good job. For Samantha though, it was definitely a struggle, she sounded like a barnyard animal giving birth. She was gasping and wailing and punching the bed sheets as she struggled to accommodate the old black man's massive dong.

		Laying flat on the bed, Samantha's belly muscles contracted and her ass bucked off the bed. "Oh God, oh God! Fuck me! That black cock feels so good! It's so deep!"

		"This pussy is so tight," said Wallace. "It feels so good gripping my cock."

		"I want it!" she screamed.

		"You want my seed?"

		"Yes, please, yes!"

		"Fuck, I'm there!"

		"Me too, baby! Fuck me, fill me up, baby!" my wife yelled at the black man.

		Their bodies were writhing in passion together. Wallace's growl was so loud I was sure that everyone on our floor could hear him as he came inside my wife. Samantha was in bliss. She wrapped her legs around his ass and fucked back as he emptied his big dark balls deep inside her womb. From the way that she squeezed her legs and eyes, I saw that she was cumming again.

		Finally, Wallace pulled his limp cock out of her snatch. She shuddered and looked up at him with fascination. His cock looked like a big greasy eel sliding out of the pink folds of a flower I knew all too well.

		As Samantha finally began to relax, the first few dribbles of semen oozed from her snug little beaver.

		"Oh fuck!" she said, laughing. "I'm never going back!"

		Wallace laughed at that. "That's what they say, you know. Once you go black..."

		"They're fucking right too!" she giggled.

		Afterwards they just lay on the bed together, their bodies glistening with their hard-earned sweat. It looked like they'd just finished running a marathon together. I could see my wife giggling, whispering things while she continued to gently rub the black man's cock in her hands.

		Time passed.

		Every time I looked over Samantha still had that I-can't-believe-that-just-happened look in her eyes.

		Once she moved her legs abruptly and inadvertently caused one of her loudest pussy-fart noises to let loose in the room.

		Wallace chuckled some, slapped her on the inside of her thigh. "There you go, girl. Making your music again!"

		"You're embarrassing me," she whined. "Stop it!"

		"Hey, I got an idea," Wallace said, then dropping his voice so low that I couldn't hear the rest.

		As soon as I saw both of them walk towards me I knew that something bad was going to happen. They were both very nude and very sweaty. The whole room smelled of sex. Wallace was behind the chair when he gently pulled me backwards so that I was facing up at the ceiling now. Since my cock was still painfully erect I imagined that Samantha was going to sit down on my lap and ride me to completion. But she had another idea. I began to squirm and toss from side to side when I realized what her plan was. But there was no stopping the inevitable. And a moment later she'd straddled my face with her dripping, used cunt. Grabbing the back of my head, she pulled me into her stretched-out vagina which was oozing Wallace's semen.

		"You sure he likes that?" Wallace said, noting my struggle. "He sure is putting up a good fight."

		"Oh yeah," said Samantha. "Eating cream pies from other men is his favorite. Trust me. It says so right on his profile."

		

		THE END
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