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Disclaimer

Intended for adult audiences 18+. Contains sexual content some may find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.
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​​​​Naughty Excerpt from the Book

[...] Vanessa turns her head toward James, who sits in his armchair like a man watching his own execution with morbid fascination.

"Pay attention, honey," she says. "I want you to see exactly what I've been missing all these years with your little dick. These men are going to show you how a woman should be fucked."

James makes a sound like someone stepping on a mouse. His hand moves faster against his crotch.

The white bull stands before Vanessa, his cock level with her face. Up close, it's even more impressive—veined like a geological map, the head swollen and already leaking pre-cum. She leans forward, her lips parting to accommodate his girth.

The first touch of his cock against her lips sends a shiver down her spine. She opens wider, struggling to take even the head into her mouth. It stretches her lips uncomfortably, but the discomfort is part of the appeal—a physical reminder of her own limits being tested and exceeded.

Behind her, the black bull runs his cock along her slit, coating himself in her wetness. He's in no hurry, teasing her entrance with the massive head, applying just enough pressure to dimple her flesh but not enough to penetrate.

"Please," Vanessa says, pulling back from the white bull's cock long enough to beg. "Fuck me now. I need to feel you inside me."

The black bull chuckles, a deep rumble that she feels more than hears. "You ready for this black cock, married lady?"

"God, yes," Vanessa moans. "Ruin me."

The black bull positions himself at her entrance and pushes forward with deliberate slowness. The pressure is intense, bordering on painful, as her body struggles to accommodate his size. The head pops in with an obscene squelch, and Vanessa gasps around the white bull's cock, her eyes widening at the intrusion.

"Jesus fucking Christ," she pants, pulling back from the white bull. "Your cock is enormous. My husband could never—FUCK!"

Her sentence is cut short as the black bull drives deeper, burying another inch inside her. The stretch is exquisite, a burning fullness that teeters on the edge between pleasure and pain.

The white bull takes advantage of her open mouth, pushing his cock past her lips and into the warm wetness beyond. Vanessa finds herself suddenly, gloriously full at both ends—her mouth stretched around one massive cock while her pussy struggles to accommodate another.

"Look at your wife," the white bull says to James. "Look how happy she is with real men's cocks filling her up."

James whimpers, his hand now openly working his erection through his pants. The wet spot at his crotch suggests he's already leaking pre-cum like a faulty faucet. [...]

Hotwifing: Think of hotwifing as outsourcing—but for orgasms. You keep the husband for lawn care, joint taxes, and emotional support, while hiring outside talent for everything he no longer delivers. It’s modern marriage with guest stars.
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Step Three: How to Fish Bulls Online

[image: ]


Step 1: Forget “long walks on the beach.” Write like you’re ordering takeout: specific, fast, and guaranteed delivery. “Must be over six feet, hung like a fire hydrant, and able to go three rounds without calling his mom.”

Step 2: Photos matter. Crop out your kids and your pets. And trust me—no man’s swiping for your “cute eyes.” Keep the focus where it belongs: tits, ass, legs, repeat. A lollipop between red lips will draw cocks faster than honey draws flies.

Step 3: Honesty is sexy. If you’re a hotwife looking for guest stars, say it. Men love the phrase “married but available.” And because you’re a hotwife, let your match know the full deal—that hubby will be watching from the corner, so he’d better be comfortable performing with an audience.

Step 4: The profile isn’t just an ad—it’s bait. The filthier you make it, the faster the cocks flood your inbox. Soon your husband will be hard beside you, helping pick out the perfect cock for date night.
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Chapter One: Double Trouble Arrive
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Vanessa Harper sits on the edge of her marital bed wearing nothing but a thin sheen of expensive body oil and a smile. Two men with big cocks are about to fuck her simultaneously while her husband watches. Vanessa's pussy throbs with anticipation.

After Chad from IT had fucked her with his massive cock at the Christmas party, Vanessa and James spent three weeks discussing what comes next.

The answer, they decided, was two cocks at once.

Not because one wasn't enough, but because excess is the true American religion, and they are nothing if not devout worshippers.

"More is more," Vanessa had explained to James while scrolling through online profiles of men whose primary qualification was cock size. "DeShawn showed us the basics. Chad showed us the possibilities. Now let's see what impossibilities we can achieve."

James agreed because James always agrees, especially when agreement means watching his wife's holes get stretched by strange men with genitalia that belong in the Guinness Book of World Records. This is love in the twenty-first century. Or perhaps just lust with a marriage certificate.

Downstairs, the doorbell rings. Vanessa's nipples harden instantaneously. She arranges herself on the bed in what she hopes is an artistic tableau of availability: legs slightly parted, back arched to accentuate her breasts. The position is uncomfortable, but first impressions matter when you're about to be fucked by two big cocks while your husband watches.

She hears male voices in the foyer—the nervous tenor of James, and two deeper voices that make her inner thighs twitch. They've selected carefully: one white bull and one black bull, both with online portfolios that include dick pics with rulers strategically placed for scale. The modern world has its advantages.

Footsteps on the stairs. Vanessa briefly wonders if she should pretend to be reading a book, as if the two men are interrupting her intellectual pursuits, but decides against it. This isn't a Jane Austen novel; it's a scheduled double-dicking.

The bedroom door opens, and James enters first, his face flushed with that unique blend of excitement and terror that has become his default expression during these adventures. He's wearing khakis and a button-down shirt, dressed like he's about to sell them life insurance rather than watch them plow his wife.

"They're here," James says, as the two men follow him into the room.

They enter like conquering generals, surveying their new territory with calm assurance. The black bull comes in first. Sx foot four of sculpted obsidian, with shoulders so broad they nearly graze both sides of the doorframe. The white bull follows, slightly shorter but no less imposing, with the rugged good looks of a man who could either rescue you from a burning building or set it on fire, depending on his mood.

James has arranged an armchair beside the bed—his designated viewing spot for the evening's entertainment. He sits down, already semi-hard in his pants, and gestures toward Vanessa with the awkward flourish of a game show host revealing the grand prize.

"Gentlemen, my wife," he says, which is both an introduction and a surrender of ownership.

The black bull nods, a small acknowledgment that says, "Yes, she will do nicely." The white bull remains at the periphery, leaning against the wall like he's saving his energy for what comes next. Smart man.

The room is lit only by a Himalayan salt lamp and three scented candles that Vanessa purchased specifically for this occasion. The packaging promised "Seduction" and "Passion," though Vanessa doubts the Yankee Candle Company had this particular scenario in mind during product development.

James's heart pounds so loudly that Vanessa can practically hear it from across the room. He's already rubbing himself through his pants, the poor bastard. The idea of his wife being claimed by two men with cocks the size of his forearm has short-circuited whatever evolutionary instinct should make him territorial. Instead, it's turned him into a voyeuristic addict, desperate for the next fix of sexual humiliation.

The black bull approaches the bed first. He doesn't undress yet, doesn't rush. His hands—large enough to palm Vanessa's head like a basketball—reach out and trace the contours of her naked body. His touch is surprisingly gentle for a man his size, fingertips skimming over her collarbone, down the slope of her breast, circling but not touching her nipple in a deliberate tease.

Vanessa inhales sharply. His scent fills her nostrils; a complex mixture of expensive cologne and raw masculinity that makes her dizzy with want. He leans down, his face hovering inches above hers, and then his lips are on hers, firm and commanding. His tongue pushes past her teeth without asking permission because men like him don't need to ask.

The kiss is a preview of what his cock will do later—invading, claiming, conquering. Vanessa moans into his mouth, her body already betraying how desperately she wants this.

Out of the corner of her eye, she catches the white bull watching. He hasn't moved from his position against the wall, but his gaze has intensified. His eyes are fixed on the point where the black bull's mouth meets hers, and there's something in his stillness that speaks of controlled power, like a predator waiting for the perfect moment to strike.

Vanessa breaks away from the kiss, her lips already swollen. "You," she says to the white bull, pointing with an imperious finger. "Come here."

He raises an eyebrow but complies, crossing the room with unhurried confidence. Up close, she can see the flecks of gold in his green eyes, the faint scar that runs along his jawline, the day's stubble that will leave beard burn between her thighs later.

"Undress," she commands, surprised by the authority in her own voice.

His eyes widen slightly—perhaps he's used to being the one giving orders—but then a small smile plays at the corner of his mouth. He begins unbuttoning his shirt, revealing a torso that looks like it was carved from marble by an artist with an unhealthy obsession with male perfection.

Vanessa turns to the black bull. "You too."

He nods, already pulling his shirt over his head. His chest is a topographic map of muscle, each contour defined with precision that suggests hours in the gym combined with genetic lottery winnings. He unbuckles his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft hiss that sounds like a promise.

The white bull is now naked except for his boxer briefs, which do nothing to hide the substantial bulge within. Vanessa reaches out, hooking her fingers into his waistband, and pulls down. His cock springs free, and she gasps with genuine delight. It's magnificent—thick as her wrist, long enough to be concerning, with a prominent vein running the length of the shaft like a highway to paradise.

She turns to see the black bull stepping out of his pants, and oh sweet fucking Christ. His cock defies physics and common sense—a monument to masculine excess that makes her question whether human evolution took a sharp left turn somewhere without telling the rest of us. It hangs heavily between his thighs, already half-hard and still growing, the head a deep purple that contrasts beautifully with the obsidian shaft.

Vanessa looks over at James, who's watching with the glazed expression of a man witnessing a religious miracle. "See what you're missing, honey?" she says, her voice a teasing lilt. "These are what real cocks look like."

James
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