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Disclaimer

Please read before you proceed.

This story contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature audiences only. It features graphic depictions of consensual sexual activity between adults aged 18 and over. This work is strictly for adults and about adults, without exception. All characters and events are entirely fictional and have no basis in real-life individuals or events. 

The contents of this book do not represent the views of the author or promote their beliefs; this is purely a work of fiction presented for the purpose of entertainment and fantasy. 

By proceeding, you confirm you are of legal age in your jurisdiction to access adult content and acknowledge that this story is intended for entertainment purposes only.

Thank you and enjoy!
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Chapter 1: Tense Wedding Plans (Clara)
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The café's back room was warm in the afternoon, the sunlight slanting through the tall windows and catching the edges of the park just outside. Leaves rustled faintly against the glass whenever a breeze picked up, and the faint scent of fresh coffee grounds lingered from the counter up front. Fred and I had picked this spot because it felt neutral enough, close to our home a few blocks over, away from anyone's house where grudges might simmer longer. But neutral didn't mean easy. As everyone settled into the mismatched chairs around the scarred wooden table, I scanned their faces, grounding myself in the moment before the real talking started.

There was my dad, Callum Sinclair, perched straight-backed with his wire-rimmed glasses sitting low on his nose, his thinning salt-and-pepper hair combed neatly to one side like it always was after his morning routine. He'd retired from accounting just last year at 57, but the numbers still chased him; I could see it in how he drummed his fingers lightly on the planner's folder, already calculating invisible ledgers. Next to him sat my mom, Anna, her shoulder-length blonde hair streaked with gray and falling in soft waves that she fussed with absentmindedly. She ran our family home with the quiet efficiency of someone who'd spent decades turning chaos into checklists, her green eyes sharp but kind, scanning the room for anything out of place. 

Across from them, Fred's dad, Brent Sheffield, leaned back with that solid presence of his, his silver hair slicked back smooth and his weathered tan face creased from too many hours on golf courses between business deals. He owned a string of auto parts stores downtown, the kind that kept him traveling and negotiating, and it showed in the way he folded his arms now, mustache twitching like he was already bracing for a haggle. Fred’s mother Deanne had passed five years ago, before I met Fred, a fact that always saddened me except during these meetings where the presence of so many voices already overwhelmed me. Just then, Fred squeezed my hand under the table, his lean fingers warm against mine. 

Oh my sweet fiancé, two years older than me at 32, with his short tousled brown hair just starting to thread gray at the temples and that light stubble shadowing his angular jaw. His blue eyes met mine briefly, steady as ever, before the wedding planner, a brisk woman named Lisa Banks with a tablet balanced on her knee, cleared her throat and dove in.

We'd barely made it through the opening small talk—how the park's fall colors were peaking early this year, how traffic had snarled everyone's drive over—before the air thickened. Lisa tapped through her slides, her voice clipping along efficiently, and then she landed on the updated budget. 

"So, the venue's final quote came in higher than projected," she said, tilting her tablet so we could all lean in. "Mainly due to the overtime labor for setup and some material surcharges from supply chain holdups. Total bump is about fifteen percent."

Dad's drumming fingers stopped dead. He adjusted his glasses slowly, peering at the numbers like they'd personally insulted him. "Fifteen percent? We locked this in two months ago. What the hell happened to cause that kind of jump?" His voice stayed even, but I heard the edge in it, the one that used to make clients squirm during audits. He leaned forward, stocky frame shifting in his chair, and the room seemed to contract around his question.

Lisa nodded patiently, scrolling to a breakdown. "It's across the board, Callum—permits, linens, even the AV crew flagged extra for weekend rates. I can pull receipts if you'd like."

Brent snorted softly, unfolding his arms. "Receipts won't change the math. But let's not gut the whole thing over linens." He glanced at Dad, his steel-gray eyes narrowing just a fraction. "We've got wiggle room if we trim elsewhere."

And there it was—the spark. Dad's jaw tightened. "Trim where, exactly? This isn't some corporate expense report we can slash and call it efficient." Mom reached over to pat his arm lightly, but her own mouth pressed into a thin line.I felt Fred's hand flex in mine, a quiet signal to breathe.

The debate unspooled from there, slow at first, then picking up speed like a car merging onto the highway. Lisa tried steering us toward the line items, suggesting we swap the premium bar package for a signature cocktail setup to shave off a couple grand. Dad latched onto it immediately. 

"Yes, cut the top-shelf stuff. No one's noticing after the first round anyway." But Brent pushed back right away, his voice dropping lower, more insistent. "Hold on—that's the reception vibe we're talking about. Guests expect a certain polish, not watered-down regrets the next morning." 

Mom chimed in then, her petite frame leaning forward as she smoothed her napkin flat on the table. "What if we simplify the menu instead? Go with family-style platters like roast chicken, seasonal veggies, nothing fussy. It saved us a bundle back when we had our wedding, and the food still tasted homemade."

I shook my head before I could stop myself, heat rising in my chest. "Mom, no. We've talked about this. The menu's part of the day I actually want to have as my wedding day. Elegant, yes, but not stuffy. The plated entrees with the herb-crusted salmon? That's us, that’s what we want." My voice came out sharper than I'd meant, and I caught the way her eyes flickered, hurt mingling with that practical resolve she wore like armor. The table went quiet for a beat, forks clinking faintly from the main dining area filtering through the half-open door.

Fred cleared his throat then, his thumb brushing my knuckles under the table in a quick, reassuring circle. "Okay, let's meet in the middle here," he said, his tone light but firm, the way he talked through code bugs at work as a software engineer: logical, without blame. "What if we keep the plated mains but scale back the apps? Pass on the charcuterie towers and do bruschetta stations instead. Saves cash without killing the flow." He looked around the table, eyes steady. I saw Dad exhale slowly, nodding once. Brent grunted agreement, mustache quirking up at the corner, and even Mom relaxed her napkin grip a little. Lisa jotted notes, murmuring about recalculating on the spot.

It worked, for about five minutes. Then Dad circled back to the venue's AV line—"Why are we paying for uplighting when string lights do the job?"—and Brent countered with a story about a client's event that flopped without proper ambiance, and the back-and-forth reignited. Voices overlapped, chairs scraped as people shifted, and the sunlight slanting across the table started to feel glaring instead of golden. I sat there, my eyes darting between them, my long wavy auburn hair slipping loose from its ponytail to brush my shoulder. Pressure built in my temples, a steady throb from the crossfire, and all I could think was how badly I needed a pause. Just ten minutes to step into the park, let the cool air hit my freckled cheeks, and remember why we were doing this at all. But breaks weren't on the agenda; Lisa kept us pinned with "one more item" after another, and the clock ticked past the hour we'd allotted.

By the time Lisa closed her tablet with a decisive snap—"I'll email revisions by end of day"—we'd hashed out maybe half the list, the rest dangling like loose threads. Dad muttered something about double-checking invoices on his own, Brent promised to float the AV difference if we locked it now, and Mom stacked the untouched pastry plates with a sigh. 

I pushed my chair back, legs unsteady from sitting too long, and caught Fred's eye across the scatter of papers. His gaze held mine, warm and knowing, a quick flash of that shared secret of ours making itself faintly visible. We had our ways to unwind later, with our friend who always showed up right on time to pull us out of the noise. I didn’t allow my expression or certainly my words to hint at any of that in the café with our parents. There was just that silent spark between Fred and me, a spark that said we'd make it through meetings like these because the relief we experienced during the nights balanced the scales. Fred squeezed my hand once more as we stood, and I let the promise of the night steady me, even as Dad grumbled about parking fees on the way out.
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Chapter 2: The Bull’s Domination (Fred)
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I gripped the steering wheel a little tighter as Clara slid into the passenger seat, her purse landing with a soft thud on the floor mat. The engine hummed to life, and we pulled out of the parking lot of the cafe where our parents had just spent the last hour plus turning wedding plans into a battlefield. Clara let out a long breath, her fingers drumming against her thigh. 

"God, Fred, your dad was on one today. Complaining about the venue like it's his personal bank account. And my mom? Acting like we're eloping on a shoestring budget. I mean, come on."

I glanced over at her, catching the way her auburn waves caught the afternoon light filtering through the windshield. "Yeah, Brent does love to nickel-and-dime everything. And Anna's got that whole 'back in my day' vibe going strong. But hey, we're out of there now." 

I reached over and squeezed her knee, feeling the warmth of her skin through her jeans. She covered my hand with hers, her thumb tracing a small circle on my knuckles, and for a second, the knot in my stomach from the meeting eased up.

We swung by the grocery store a few blocks away. Clara grabbed a cart as we walked in, the automatic doors whooshing open with that familiar canned air smell hitting us—mildly floral from the diffuser by the entrance, mixed with the faint tang of produce. She started venting again while we headed down the produce aisle, picking up a bunch of bananas that she inspected closely before tossing them in. 

"Seriously, Dad jumping in with those budget alerts? It's like he forgets this is supposed to be fun and about love or something, not money. I teach teenagers all day who argue less over group projects."

I nodded, grabbing a bag of apples and weighing it in my hand. "Totally. But you held your ground on the menu stuff. That took guts." As I pushed the cart forward, my mind wandered a bit, drifting from the fluorescent lights overhead to the bigger picture. Despite all the bickering back there, I was genuinely excited about this wedding. Sure, the costs were climbing faster than I liked, and our families clashed like oil and water, but marrying Clara? That part felt right in a way I hadn't expected four years ago.

We'd met at a backyard barbecue thrown by our mutual friend Sarah: her tossing a frisbee my way by accident, me catching it mid-air and handing it back with some dumb joke about my reflexes being the highlight of my week. She laughed, that real, open laugh that made her eyes crinkle at the corners. We ended up talking for hours about everything from bad sci-fi movies to the best dive bars in town. It clicked fast. A year ago, almost to the day, I'd gotten down on one knee in our apartment kitchen, the ring I'd picked out hidden in a takeout box from her favorite Thai place. She said yes without hesitating, pulling me up for a loving kiss.

We'd been a good match from the start, and I appreciated how Clara got me—really got me—in ways most people didn't bother to try. She listened when I rambled about code bugs at work, and she never made me feel small for my quirks. 

Like the cuckold thing. 

I'd carried that fetish around since college, buried under layers of embarrassment. But one night after a few drinks, it tumbled out during a late talk on the couch. I was mortified. I braced for the fallout, but Clara just tilted her head, considered it, and said, "Okay, tell me more. I'm not judging." Not just okay with it, she leaned in, asked questions, even read up on it quietly so we could talk it through. Her openness made me love her harder, if that was possible.

Snapping back to the present for a moment, I added a carton of eggs to the cart while she scanned the dairy case for yogurt. After the proposal, I'd hit the gym harder than ever, like I needed to prove something to myself. The extra stress eating from the upcoming wedding prep had me feeling soft around the edges, and I figured sweating it out would clear my head. I signed up for this group fitness program there, one led by an impressive trainer named Marcus Winston. He ran a tight ship from the jump, drills that left you sore but satisfied, pep talks that actually stuck. Turned out he was solid, too: easy to talk to after sessions, always quick with advice on form or recovery shakes that didn't taste like chalk.

As we turned into the pasta aisle, Clara nudged my arm with her elbow. "You're zoning out on me. What's up? Still mad about sitting through the menu debate?"

I shook my head, smiling as I tossed a box of linguine into the cart. "Nah, just thinking how lucky we are to have each other through this circus." 

She grinned back, and I let my thoughts keep rolling. That gym routine had me hooked, but so did the what-ifs that started creeping in during cooldowns. Marcus had this presence—commanding without trying—and I found myself fixating on how it'd play out if he... well, if things went there with Clara. It started as a private fantasy, the kind I'd chase alone in the shower, but it gnawed at me enough to bring it up with her one evening over pizza.

"What if we tried it for real?" I asked, voice low. She set her slice down, wiped her hands on a napkin, and met my eyes. "With who? Someone we trust of course, but who?" We talked it out for weeks, boundaries and all, until I mustered the nerve to float the idea his way during a one-on-one session. Tentative as hell, me fumbling through it while spotting him on bench presses. Marcus paused, wiped







[image: ]


































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Bull-Breeding the Bride

IR NS EERS






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





