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1.

​ Friday night. It’s early. Most of the night owls are still
eating dinner on Broadway, and others are pre-gaming at home before
the real action starts. The few that already litter the streets
downtown have been drinking all day, planning on that 8 O’clock
pick me up to get them straight for round two.

Alice belonged with the latter group,
preferring to call me early so we could get to it. Something about
dinner with her parents later. She’s got her hands behind her back,
wrapped in red silk that I tied tight. Her knees must have started
to hurt because she’s squatting, that plump ass just inches from
the carpet; soaked with her pussy and the drool coming out of her
mouth.

I’ve got a hand on the back of her
head to keep it still while I pummel her mouth. I know this is the
first round of the night and I should probably save my nut until
we’re fucking, but sometimes I get carried away.

“Keep just like that,
bitch,” I tell her in a grunt. “I’m gonna bust my nut.”

She’s got her eyes locked upward
staring at me as I face-fuck her. Of course she can’t get it all
the way down but it’s punching the back of her throat just the same
and she handles it like a professional. The slurping noises are
getting me hotter, my nuts swing and slap her neck.

I turn and look at her husband; he’s
sitting on the bed, pants around his ankles, jacking fast. He’s
already cum once.

“You ready to watch your
whore wife take my load, fagget?” It’s a word I only use in the
bedroom. Reserved for the confused husbands who beg me to use their
wife.

“Yes.” He mutters, unable
to even formulate words at this point.

“Good!” I bark it at
him.

I turn my attention back to the
married slut sucking my hog. I can tell her pussy is throbbing and
she wants it touched. So I have the husband crawl to us and stick
his head underneath her cunt. The drool from her mouth is falling
out and landing on him now and this makes me laugh.

“Lick your wife’s pussy,” I
command him. He obeys. Alice starts moaning hard into my cock and I
decide it’s time to give her my gift.

“Hold still,
whore.”

I grab hold of her head with both
hands and start pumping a little shallower into her mouth. I let it
release in waves. She does ok with the first few shots but quickly
starts gagging and coughing. Loads of spit and cum drip out of her
mouth and off her tits and onto her stupid husband sitting below
her.

I pull my fatness out of her mouth and
finish what’s left onto her pretty face. I have abnormally large
ejaculations, the kind that could probably fill a beer bottle. And
even though she’s coughed and spit up most of it there is still
enough left over to glaze her.

“Oh my fucking God,” Alice
laughs, looking like a porn star at the end of a shoot. She is
grinding into her husband’s face so hard I wonder if he can even
breathe.

I squeeze the fat, purple head of my
dick and get one last glob out onto her waiting tongue. “Good girl.
Good little wifey,” I say.

It’s Friday. It’s just now 7 and the
first load is busted. The night is young and so is my next
couple.


2.

​ The best couples are the foolish ones. Maybe the boyfriend
got it in his head that he wanted to see his girl get fucked hard
while he jerks off and watches. It’s always easier in a porno or a
book. There’s no consequences. What these sissy boys don’t get is
when you ask a bull, a real bull to fuck, you aren’t getting a mild
romp in the sheets. I’ve got a big cock. It’s fat and purple and
uncut and best of all, I know how to use it. They never anticipate
how intense it is actually going to be.

If you give me your girl she won’t be
coming back the same. The boyfriends and the husbands don’t
understand this and lots of times this makes for a great night. For
me. For her. Not so much for the boy with the bright
idea.

They were young, 22ish. Her name was
Ashley, his was something like Dan or Dane. I don’t remember. I
don’t really care. I met Dane (let’s just agree to that for now,
shall we?) late at a bar downtown. He was hammered and my friends
had bailed so I figured I would stick around a little longer to get
some pussy. Dane and I got to talking and what do you know, me
being a Bull found its way to the topic of conversation.

“So you do it right in
front of their man? Their husband?” Dane asked me, excited and
drunk.

“Or boyfriend,” I replied,
“whoever wants it, really. If she’s ugly they gotta pay. If she’s
hot well, I do it for fun.” I pounded a shot of Jack and looked the
boy up and down. He was scrawny, a good few inches shorter than me.
I could guess what kind of artillery he was packing and I guessed
not much. I also guessed what question he would ask next and
wouldn’t you know it… I was right?

“What about my girlfriend?”
He slurred his words as he passed me his phone. I took it from him
and looked at the picture.

Young blonde bikini. Great tits and
perfect lips. Of course, Dane. Why the hell not?

We exchanged numbers and I figured
once the little tyke sobered up he would forget all about his crazy
horny ideas. He didn’t. I got a call from Dane a week later. He had
mustered up the courage to ask his girlfriend of exactly two years
and to his delight she had asked for a picture.

I sent over a nude. I used to be more
discreet but I don’t have time for games anymore. There’s too many
women, too many idiot husbands looking to give it away. If they
weren’t interested, no problem. I move on. I find the next one.
It’s how I work.

They didn’t move on. Dane texted back
“Wow.” And then, “OK she’s interested. Can we meet for
drinks?”

The old “meet for drinks.” It’s
supposed to be a casual meet with no expectation of sex. And again,
I used to partake. Now? Fuck it. They can go on and think it’s a
casual meet. I’m pouring it on regardless and if we fuck,
fantastic. If we don’t, I’m done. I don’t waste their time and I
certainly don’t waste my own.

The bar they picked was packed. I
almost gave up looking for them until Dane spotted me.

“John!” Zane called to me.
It was a fake I liked to use.

Dane shook my hand and looked at me.
It was the first time I noticed he might not be up to it. His eyes
shifted across my arms and my chest and his mouth almost formed
into a grimace. Yeah. He wasn’t ready for this. All the better,
really.

Ashley was as hot in person as she was
in the picture. She gave me a hug and a smile. She knew what this
was about and I found it pretty fucking sexy she wasn’t being weird
or shy about it. Usually the young ones took some
convincing.

We found a booth and sat down. Ashley
went in first and Dane made a move to slide in with her. I cut him
off with one step and slid in next to his girlfriend. I waited for
Dane to sit begrudgingly on the other side of the booth before I
pushed in close to her. Too close.

It was small talk but it wasn’t. I
talked to Ashley and she looked me in the eyes, Dane just stared at
her and ordered more and more drinks. Someone was in a rush to get
hammered.

I didn’t have to do much. I smiled and
laughed and whispered things to her that Dane couldn’t hear. By
last call Dane was drunk on whiskey and Ashley was drunk on me. I
was coming back from the bathroom when I saw them arguing about
it.

“This is what you wanted,”
I heard her say. Dane mumbled something back but she ignored it.
She saw me and pushed past her inept boyfriend. “You want to come
back to our place?”

I smiled. Even better to do this in
their bed.

I was at their house fifteen minutes,
maybe twenty, before I grabbed Ashley by her taught little waistand
started making out with her. My hands are big and strong and rough
and I was feeling her up hard. I pulled her perky tits out over the
top of her dress and started pinching the nipples. She moaned low
and almost without control.

I shot a glance at Dane and he looked
pale as ghost. Tears were welling in his eyes. I said the only
thing that came to my head.

“Want to watch your pretty
girlfriend suck my cock, Dane?”

His mouth
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