
  
  
      
        
          The Bull Moves In

          
		      
          Lisa X Lopez

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Lisa X Lopez 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        The Open Laptop
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Moans from Our Bed
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Door Wide Open
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        No More For You
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Breakfast for the Bull
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Lisa X Lopez
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
The Open Laptop


Brad sat in the living room with his feet kicked up on the coffee table, scrolling through nothing in particular on his phone. Forty-four years old and he still figured he was the smartest guy in every room he walked into. Mid-level accountant, steady paycheck, decent house in a decent neighborhood. Life was comfortable. And Kayla… Jesus, Kayla was still the kind of woman who made men stare even at thirty-nine. Thick thighs that stretched every pencil skirt she owned, heavy tits that bounced just enough when she walked, that fat ass that filled out her yoga pants like it was poured into them. She was in the shower right now. He could hear the water running and pictured the soap sliding down those curves. 
Sex between them had turned into the same lazy Sunday morning routine for the last couple years. She’d lie back, spread her legs, and he’d pump away until he came. Nothing special. Nothing like the raw, nasty shit he jerked off to in secret. But that was about to change. Brad had been turning the idea over in his head for weeks. Cuckold porn. Hotwife stuff. The thought of another man balls-deep in his wife while he watched made his cock throb harder than anything had in years. He wasn’t some pathetic loser begging for scraps, though. No. He was going to run this like the smart guy he was. Plant the seeds. Test her. Control every step. When it got him off enough, he’d pull the plug and they’d go back to normal. Perfect plan.
He set his phone down and opened his laptop on the coffee table, making sure the screen faced the hallway. A few quick clicks and the tabs were up. One video paused on a thick-titted wife riding a bull while her husband stroked his little dick in the corner. Another tab titled “My Hotwife Fucks My Boss Raw.” A third showed a husband listening from the hallway while his wife screamed for a bigger cock. He left the browser full screen, volume low but audible. Then he leaned back and waited.
The shower shut off. A minute later Kayla stepped out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel, dark hair damp and sticking to her shoulders. Water still glistened on her collarbones and the tops of her heavy tits. She dropped the towel right there in the hallway like she always did, not caring that he was watching. Her ass jiggled as she bent to grab clean panties from the laundry basket. Thick, soft, the kind of ass that made men lose their train of thought. Brad’s cock twitched in his shorts.
“Hey babe,” he said, keeping his voice easy. “How was work last week?”
“Same old,” she answered, stepping into the black lace panties. They hugged her pussy lips just enough to show the outline. “Derek’s riding everyone hard on the new campaign. Guy doesn’t let up.”
Derek. The new sales director. Tall, confident, built like he spent time in the gym instead of behind a desk. Perfect.
Brad felt that familiar rush in his gut. “Derek, huh? Sounds like you two are spending a lot of time together.”
Kayla glanced over her shoulder at him, one eyebrow raised. “He’s my boss on this project. Kind of have to.”
Brad shrugged, trying to sound casual. “Bet he notices that ass in those tight skirts you wear. Man would have to be blind not to.”
Kayla let out a short laugh and pulled a tank top over her head. The thin fabric clung to her damp tits, nipples already stiff from the cool air. “Jesus, Brad. Where’s this coming from?”
He just smiled and nodded toward the coffee table. “Just saying. Might be hot if you flirted with him a little. See what happens.”
Kayla turned fully now, eyes moving to the open laptop. The paused video filled the screen, some slutty wife bouncing on a thick cock while her husband watched from the corner. Another tab showed the title “Hotwife Takes Bull in Marital Bed.” Her gaze lingered. For a second she didn’t say anything. Then she walked over, hips swaying, and sat on the arm of the couch right next to the laptop.
“Really?” she asked, voice flat but with a little edge of amusement. “Your porn’s still up. Interesting choice.”
Brad played dumb, heart hammering. “Oops. Guess I forgot to close it. You know how it is.”
She reached out and scrolled the trackpad slowly, reading the titles out loud. “Wife Takes Bull While Husband Listens… My Hotwife Fucks My Boss Raw…” She looked back at him. “Cuckold stuff? That’s new for you.”
Brad’s cock was fully hard now, pressing against his shorts. This was working. She wasn’t pissed. She was curious. “Eh, came across it the other day. Kinda hot, right? The idea of you… you know. Teasing someone. Maybe more.” He reached over and squeezed her thick thigh, feeling the warm, soft flesh give under his fingers. “Especially with a guy like Derek. Bet he’d lose his mind if you started wearing even shorter skirts around the office.”
Kayla stared at the screen a moment longer, then closed the laptop with a soft click. She turned to him, cheeks a little pink, but her eyes were steady. “You’re serious.”
“Dead serious,” Brad said, voice low. “Just a fantasy, babe. You flirt with him, tell me about it, get me worked up. We both win.”
She studied him for a long beat. Then she smiled, the kind of slow smile that used to make his stomach flip. “Alright. If that’s what you want, I can flirt with Derek a little. See what happens.”
Brad’s cock jumped hard. Holy shit. She was actually going for it. He had her right where he wanted her.
“Yeah?” he asked, trying to keep the excitement out of his voice.
“Sure,” Kayla said, patting his leg like he was a good little dog. “Might be fun. Derek’s easy on the eyes anyway.”
She leaned in, kissed him on the cheek, then stood up and headed for the bedroom, ass cheeks rolling under the thin tank top. Brad watched every step, already picturing her bent over Derek’s desk, skirt hiked up, moaning for a real cock.
He waited until the bedroom door clicked shut, then grabbed his own cock through his shorts and gave it a slow stroke. He was so fucking smart. He had this whole thing under control.
What he didn’t know was that Kayla had closed the bedroom door, pulled out her phone, and was already texting Derek under the covers.
He’s starting to push the fantasy. Just like we planned. Come over tomorrow after he leaves for work. I want your cock in our bed while he’s at the office.
Derek replied almost instantly with a thumbs-up and a dick pic that made Kayla’s pussy clench.
About fucking time. I’ll be there. Make sure that loser has a good view.
Kayla smiled, deleted the messages, and slipped the phone back under her pillow. She spread her legs under the sheets and slid two fingers into her already wet cunt, thinking about tomorrow.
Brad had no idea the trap wasn’t his to set.
It had already been sprung months ago.






  
  Chapter two
Moans from Our Bed


Brad sat in his cubicle at the office, staring at the same spreadsheet for the tenth time and grinning like an idiot. Forty-four years old and he still felt like the smartest prick in the building. Yesterday’s little move with the laptop had worked better than he’d hoped. Kayla hadn’t freaked out. She hadn’t called him a pervert or stormed off. She’d actually agreed to flirt with Derek. The thought made his cock twitch right there at his desk. He glanced around, saw nobody watching, and slipped into the bathroom stall at the end of the hall. 
He locked the door, dropped his pants, and wrapped his hand around his hard dick. The fantasy hit him hard. Kayla in one of those tight pencil skirts, bending over Derek’s desk, letting the guy slide a hand up her thick thigh. Maybe she’d let him squeeze that fat ass. Brad stroked faster, breathing through his mouth. He was in control. He was the one setting the pace. When it stopped being fun he’d shut it down and they’d laugh about it later. Perfect. He pictured her coming home tomorrow, cheeks flushed, telling him how Derek had stared at her tits all day. His balls tightened. He came quick and messy into a wad of toilet paper, wiped up, and flushed it away. Back at his desk he felt like a king. His phone stayed quiet. No texts from Kayla yet. She was probably still thinking about it. Good. Let her stew.
Across town Kayla was already done stewing. She stood in their bedroom, phone in hand, thumbs flying. The text to Derek was short and filthy: Get your cock over here right now. Brad’s at work. Fuck me in our bed. She hit send, stripped off the tank top and panties, and crawled onto the sheets they’d bought together five years ago. Her heavy tits swayed as she got comfortable, thick thighs spread wide. The cool air hit her shaved pussy and she shivered. Derek’s reply came back fast: On my way. Ten minutes.
She smiled, tossed the phone on the nightstand, and waited. When the front door opened she didn’t even bother covering up. Derek walked in like he owned the place, already pulling his tie loose. Six-two, broad shoulders, the kind of cock that made her forget Brad even existed. He kicked the bedroom door shut behind him but didn’t lock it. No need. Brad was at work for hours.
“Missed this cunt,” Derek growled, stripping fast. His dick swung out thick and heavy, already half-hard. Kayla’s mouth watered. She spread her legs wider, showing him how wet she already was.
“Then come take it,” she said.
Derek climbed on the bed, shoved her thighs apart, and buried his face in her pussy for about three seconds before he got bored of foreplay. He lined up and slammed in raw. Kayla’s back arched and she let out a loud, nasty moan that echoed off the walls. No holding back. She wanted the sound to carry.
“Fuck yes,” she gasped. “Harder. Fuck me like Brad never could.”
Derek grabbed her hips, thick fingers digging into soft flesh, and started pounding. The wet slap of his balls against her ass filled the room. Kayla’s heavy tits bounced with every thrust. She reached up and pinched her own nipples, moaning louder on purpose. The headboard started banging the wall in a steady rhythm. Derek leaned down, bit one of her tits, and kept driving into her. Sweat already slicked their bodies. The smell of sex hung thick in the air.
Brad pulled into the driveway twenty minutes early. He’d left work claiming a migraine. Really he just wanted to see if Kayla had texted anything about flirting with Derek. He killed the engine, stepped out, and froze halfway to the front door. A low, rhythmic thump was coming from inside the house. The headboard. Then a woman’s moan.
His stomach flipped. He stood there on the porch, keys still in his hand, listening. Another moan. Then a man’s grunt. Deep. Not his. Brad’s cock went rock hard in his slacks so fast it hurt. This was it. His test was working already. She’d invited Derek over? Holy shit. He was supposed to be in control, but the rush was better than he’d imagined. He slipped his phone out, hit record, and eased the front door open as quietly as he could.
The moans were louder inside. Clear as day. Kayla’s voice, raw and needy. “God, Derek! Your cock is so much thicker. Fuck me deeper!”
Brad crept down the hallway, phone held out like a weapon. The bedroom door was wide open. He stopped just out of sight, back pressed to the wall, heart hammering. He could see the edge of the bed, the motion of bodies, the flash of Kayla’s thick thigh wrapped around a man’s waist. The wet sounds were obscene. Skin slapping skin, the squelch of a soaked pussy taking a big dick over and over. Derek’s low growl mixed in: “That’s it, baby. Take every inch. This pussy belongs to me now.”
Brad’s hand shook as he kept the phone recording. His cock throbbed painfully in his pants. This was exactly what he wanted. Proof. Fuel. He could jerk off to this later and then tell Kayla it was enough. He was still running the show. He told himself that even as another loud moan ripped out of his wife.
Kayla’s voice cracked higher. “Right there! Fuck, I’m gonna cum on your cock again!”
The headboard slammed harder. Derek grunted like an animal. Brad’s knees went weak. He pressed the heel of his free hand against his dick through his slacks and rubbed. The recording caught every filthy detail, the wet smack of balls on ass, Kayla
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