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    Submitting to Her Bull 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been thinking about it, and I’ve decided to let you watch tonight.” 
 
    Her words immediately caught my interest. Melanie had been seeing her bull, AJ, for the past three weeks, and so far, she hadn’t allowed me to stay and watch them at all, despite my repeated requests. She’d said they were still getting to know each other’s bodies and wanted the freedom to explore them without the distraction I would represent. I wondered what had changed her mind. 
 
    “That would be great,” I said, trying not to make my enthusiasm too obvious. 
 
    “You’ll have to follow some ground rules, though,” she said. She was seated at the dinner table across from me, still dressed in the conservative pantsuit she’d worn to work. She was a junior lawyer at a prestigious law firm and I had my suspicions that she’d been hired as much for her looks as for her legal acumen. She looked more like she belonged on the cover of a Playboy than in a courtroom. She had long, blonde hair that fell just past her shoulders, but that she kept up in a tight ponytail in the courtroom. Her waist was slim, yet she had delicious curves where it counted, culminating in a mouthwatering, almost impossibly large ass that she couldn’t keep from jiggling with each step whenever she walked. It was kryptonite to black men … which was what had gotten us into the cuckolding lifestyle in the first place, after Melanie had found herself unable to resist AJ’s advances. 
 
    She didn’t just having a rocking body, though. Her face was gorgeous as well. She had piercing blue eyes, a slender nose, and two large, pouty lips that were a hell of a lot of fun to ksis. Unfortunately I hadn’t had the opportunity to enjoy that particular pleasure of late, as she had insisted on saving her kisses exclusively for AJ. 
 
    “What kind of ground rules?” I asked, stabbing my chicken with my fork, and bringing it to my mouth. 
 
    “First of all, you’re going to have to do whatever either one of us says. And we both reserve the right to kick you out at any time, for whatever reason.” 
 
    That didn’t sound so bad. I couldn’t imagine what they’d order me to do. And if they kicked me out, oh well. I had been forced to leave the house each time AJ had come over thus far, and just ended up driving to the local pub and drinking beers while he pounded my wife. Good thing he wore a condom each time … or so Melanie had assured me. I will admit that I have sometimes fantasized about the possibility of him depositing his seed into my wife’s fertile womb … but I don’t think I could truly live with the consequences of it. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I can live with that. What else?” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “Well, as long as you’re amenable to following our orders, I think it might be more fun if we just see what happens.” 
 
    She picked up the glass of wine sitting beside her dinner plate, brought it to her lips and took a long, deep sip. 
 
    “So,” I said, “AJ should be coming over soon, shouldn’t he?” 
 
    She nodded. “Just in time for me to finish my dinner and enjoy some chocolate dessert.” She shot me a wink. 
 
    When we’d finished eating, she stood and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    “Do you mind cleaning up, dear? I’m going to go get ready for AJ’s visit.” 
 
    “Of course, dear.” I gathered the plates and brought them to the sink. Halfway through cleaning them, the doorbell rang. I got the door and there was AJ; he didn’t even ask to come in, he just barged past me and made himself at home. 
 
    AJ towered well past me; he stood six-foot, two-inches tall to my five-foot-nine height. He was built wide and muscular, imbued with the power and stamina to give my wife several toe-curling orgasms throughout a night of passionate lovemaking. I was sure tonight wouldn’t be any different. 
 
    “Where’s the cum slut?” he asked me. He was referring, of course, to Melanie. 
 
    “She’s, uh … slipping into something more comfortable,” I said. “Why don’t you have a seat on the couch and wait for her?” 
 
    That’s exactly what he did, sitting down and spreading his long legs widely. “How about a beer?” he shouted at me. 
 
    “Coming right up,” I said. 
 
    “Coming right up, what?” 
 
    “Sorry … coming right up, sir,” I said. I was supposed to always refer to AJ as “sir,” but I sometimes forgot. 
 
    Just as I was handing him his beer, Melanie emerged from the bedroom, clad only in a nearly-transparent teddy that left little to the imagination.  
 
    “Hey baby,” she said. She walked around the couch and sat on her lover’s lap. 
 
    “Hey sexy,” he said. They embraced, sharing a long, laborious kiss that soon turned lewd, their tongues slipping out and entwining wantonly. 
 
    I was just enjoying the show and thankful that for once, I was here to see it rather than getting kicked out. I felt my dick growing in my pants at the sight of them embracing passionately as if I weren’t even there. 
 
    Suddenly, Melanie broke the embrace and beckoned me to come over. “Daniel … I could use your help,” she said. 
 
    “Of course, my love. What do you need?” 
 
    “Do you know what a fluffer is?” 
 
    “I don't think I--” 
 
    “A fluffer,” she interrupted, uninterested in my response, “is the person in porn films who keeps the make actors nice and hard, usually with their mouths. Now, AJ here doesn't really have problems getting hard, but I want to make sure he's really at his full rigor before he penetrates me with his cock. And that means you're going to have some work to do.” 
 
    “It does?” 
 
    “Yeah, it does,” AJ said. “Get your white ass over here.” I walked over to him, but he shook his head and pointed down. “Get on your knees,” he said. 
 
    I couldn't believe this was happening. I got down on my knees and began unbuttoning AJ's pants. He wasn't wearing underwear, and when I tugged at his pants just a little, his cock sprang free. It was huge, at least nine inches long if not longer, punctuated by a large, bulbous purple head. 
 
    He placed one of his massive hands on the back of my head and guided my lips to his swollen member. I enveloped his cock with my mouth and began sliding up and down the length of his manhood. I felt like a total and utter slut and started moaning enthusiastically like a whore. AJ seemed to like it, though, because he was moaning too, albeit more deeply and gutturally. It looked like he was heading for climax, which is why Melanie stepped forward and pulled me off of his cock. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said. “I think you've gotten him hard enough. Now it's mama's turn to play.” She pushed me aside and took my place between his legs. She took control of AJ's cock with practiced expertise, running her mouth quickly up and down the entire length of the shaft, fondling his balls with her perfectly manicured fingers as she did so. She took him all the way to the base, gagging more for affect than for an inability to take all of him down her throat. 
 
    I watched in awe of her skill, and for some odd reason I also found myself growing somewhat jealous of her. She was clearly providing a great deal of pleasure for AJ. I had pleasured him plenty myself, but she was clearly taking him to another level with the skill and prowess she demonstrated at sucking dick. 
 
    She switched tactics, pulling him out of her mouth, sticking out her tongue, and flicking it furiously at the base of his head. This drove him wild, and he moaned loudly. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” he said. “Just like that. Just like that. Damn girl, that's fucking amazing.” 
 
    She grinned mischievously and she continued giving the head of his cock a few good licks. Then she brought her mouth on top of it again, taking it down to the base once more. After slobbering all over his meat for several minutes more, she took it out of her mouth and placed it between each of her large, bouncing breasts, sliding it up and down between her smooth, unblemished skin. 
 
    “Mmm, yeah,” he let out. “Fuck that big ol’ cock with your titties.” 
 
    Melanie had never titty-fucked me. I found myself momentarily jealous, but then I took a good, long look at AJ and shook my head. Of course the guy was going to get my wife to do things to him that she had never done to me. The guy was a total and utter stud. He had a hard, chiseled body with an immaculate six-pack and the power and stamina to fuck all night. Hell, I found myself drooling over him a bit. 
 
    But AJ was after far more than my wife's tits. He forcibly grabbed her and threw her onto the couch, so her ass was sticking out facing him. He inserted a finger into her pussy from behind and Melanie let out a long, slow moan. She turned around and looked him straight in the eye. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she begged. “Stretch out my tight, married pussy.” 
 
    He chuckled, but lined up his cock so the head sat right at the entrance to her pussy. “Beg me,” he hissed. 
 
    “Fuck me.” 
 
    “I can't hear you.” 
 
    “Fuck me! Please fuck me! I need that big, black cock in my juicy cunt!” 
 
    Apparently he liked what he heard, because he shoved his cock into her, sliding it in all the way to the balls. He was literally balls-deep inside of my wife and I was standing there watching it happen with a big, dumb grin on my face and a tent in my pants. 
 
    He began hammering it in and out of her, building speed and force. Melanie was crying out in pure ecstasy: “Fuck me! Yes, AJ, fuck me! You fuck me so much harder and deeper than my husband!” 
 
    I knew she’d added that last part for my benefit. The fact was, I hadn’t fucked my wife in quite some time. We had long since decided that her delicious, juicy pussy was to be for superior black bulls only. But her words added another layer of eroticism to the scene before me. 
 
    AJ grabbed a fistful of her hair and used it as a handle, gaining leverage so he was able to pound her pussy with even more force than he had been. Melanie squealed delightedly, no longer able to form words, just noises, as her black stud brought her to her first orgasm of the night. She let out an almost banshee-like scream before melting into the couch in post-fucking bliss. 
 
    “Let’s take this to the bedroom,” AJ said. He lifted Melanie in his large, muscular arms and carried her into the bedroom. I followed behind them meekly; I didn’t want to miss a single second of the show. 
 
    He set her down on the bed and began kissing her, getting her hot again after her orgasm. Before long, she was moaning and grinding into her lover, just as hot as she’d ever been. AJ got on his back and pulled Melanie on top of him. She lowered herself onto his cock and began riding it, sliding her pussy up and down the length of his thick, long, swollen member. 
 
    I started rubbing myself through my pants. The sight before me was better than any porno I’d ever seen. I undid my pants and popped out my dick. Compared to AJ’s, it looked like a child’s. But it didn’t feel any less good as I stroked myself. 
 
    Suddenly, AJ paused and looked up at me. “Get over here,” he said. 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Yes, you.” I crept up to the edge of the bed, and AJ pointed to his crotch. “Lick my balls while I’m fucking your wife,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know about that …” I said. 
 
    Melanie turned around and shot me a chastising look. “Remember our rule?” she said. “You have to do anything AJ tells you to.” 
 
    She was right. I had agreed to that. I nodded demurely and took my place at the foot of the bed. Melanie resumed sliding herself up and down AJ’s cock, and his large, low-hanging balls jiggled with each stroke. I stuck out my tongue and gave his balls a lick. The skin was thick and leathery, and tasted heavily of his sweat. But the more my tongue slid up and down his scrotum, the more I found myself enjoying the salty taste and musky scent. Maybe I was turning into a faggot or something, I don’t know. But I gradually found myself growing more turned on licking a black stud’s balls than I had ever been making love to my wife. 
 
    Of course, I was still dedicated to pleasing my wife, and she gave me an opportunity to do just that. 
 
    “Lick my ass while I’m fucking my man,” she said. 
 
    “What? Melanie, that’s gross. I don’t--” 
 
    “Either lick it or get out.” 
 
    I hung my head. Once again, she was right. This is what I had agreed to. If I wanted to watch, I had to do whatever they said. And I very much wanted to watch. 
 
    “Okay,” I said dutifully. As they continued their vigorous fucking, I planted my face between Melanie’s big, bouncing ass cheeks and began eating her ass out. It was gross at first. I had to keep from gagging more than a few times. But eventually the taboo nature of what I was doing began to turn me on and I started licking and slurping up her asshole with renewed gusto. I started jerking myself off as I ate out my wife’s ass, with her bouncing up and down AJ’s cock the entire time. 
 
    AJ brought my wife to yet another orgasm. I thought he would cum inside her this time, but he didn’t … he had other plans. 
 
    He ordered me to get off the bed and sink to my knees. I did as he told me. He stood over me, already much taller than me if we were both standing but seeming like a giant with me kneeling on the ground. He positioned his massive black cock directly over my face and began stroking himself. 
 
    Before I fully even realized what was going on, thick, long streams of creamy cum soared out of AJ’s manhood and onto my face. It just kept coming, stream after stream of hot cum coating my face for what felt like a full minute. By the time he was finished, I looked like a slut at the end of a bukakke film -- but this was all from just one man. 
 
    AJ and Melanie both took in the sight of my cum-covered face and laughed. “What a precious little cumslut,” Melanie said. 
 
    Part of me was humiliated, but another part was elated. I had done exactly as Melanie had asked me to. I had followed all the orders I’d been given and been an obedient little whore. To top it all off, I had let her lover coat me in his superior seed. It was the ultimate act of submission. 
 
    “May I make myself cum?” I asked. 
 
    AJ smirked. “Knock yourself out,” he said. 
 
    I started jerking my tiny dick off, knowing deep inside that when I came, it would be my most intense orgasm ever. 
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