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​The Rules
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The whole year: Only bulls can cum in the hotwife’s mouth.

January: Hubby can only cum after being given permission by one of the bulls.

February: Hubby can only fuck the hotwife after (the same day) as she’s been fucked by a bull.

March: No oral sex for hubby.

April: Hubby has to cum in the same way (position, where etc.) as the last bull did.

May: The only way hubby can cum is by the wife jerking him off.

June: Hubby has to choose a sex toy for every date that the hotwife brings with her and play together with the bull.

July: Hubby always has to finish off on his own.

August: No sex at all for hubby.

September: Hubby can only cum while watching videos of the hotwife fucking others.

October: Hubby has to give the wife oral sex directly after every date she has with a bull.

November: No anal sex for hubby.

December: Hubby can only cum while the wife is on a date with a bull.
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​Prologue
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The New Year's Eve party at Robert and Sarah's house dragged on like a funeral for fun. I sipped my third glass of champagne, watching as couples paired off into hushed conversations around the living room. Only Claire and I remained at the dining table, abandoned like the half-eaten appetizers scattered between us. She leaned closer, her brown eyes glinting with something I couldn't quite place—mischief, curiosity, or maybe just the reflection of cheap party lights. When her fingers brushed mine across the tablecloth, I had no idea she was about to resurrect the fantasy I'd nearly given up on.

"Dylan," she whispered, her lips curving into a smile that made my chest tighten. "I found something interesting the other day."

I raised an eyebrow, assuming she meant a new Netflix series or maybe a restaurant we should try. Claire and I had been married for five years, settling into that comfortable routine where surprises were rare but welcome.

"Oh?" I adjusted my glasses, watching as she glanced around to ensure no one was within earshot. The background noise of clinking glasses and forced laughter provided a buffer.

Claire pulled out her phone, her thumb swiping rapidly across the screen. "Remember that thing you've been mentioning? About... you know... me with other men?"

My throat constricted. I'd brought up cuckolding at least a dozen times over the past two years, always met with her noncommittal shrugs or gentle deflections. Each time, I'd retreated further into the certainty that my fantasy would remain just that—a fantasy.

"Yeah," I managed, trying to sound casual while my pulse hammered against my temples. "What about it?"

"I found this on Reddit." She tilted the screen toward me. "It's a list of rules for couples trying cuckolding for the first time."

I blinked, adjusting my glasses to read the text. The champagne had left me pleasantly buzzed, but not enough to mistake what I was seeing. There it was—a comprehensive guide to introducing a third party into our bedroom, complete with boundaries and suggestions.

"You're... interested in this now?" I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

Claire's cheeks flushed pink, either from the alcohol or embarrassment. "I've been thinking about it more since you brought it up last month. And this list makes it seem more... structured. Like we'd know what to expect."

She scrolled down, pointing to specific rules. My eyes widened as I read them.

"'Only bulls can cum in the hotwife's mouth,'" I read aloud, barely above a whisper. "'The husband can only cum after given permission by one of the bulls.'"

Claire's eyes darkened as she watched me read. "There's one for each month of the year. January's rule is the permission thing."

I swallowed hard, unable to believe this conversation was happening. "You're serious about this?"

"Maybe," she said, tilting her head so that her long brown hair cascaded over one shoulder. "I'm tipsy enough to find it exciting. The idea of rules, of structure... it's kind of hot, don't you think?"

My cock stiffened against my pants, and I shifted in my chair to hide it. "Absolutely."

"But," Claire continued, leaning closer until I could smell her perfume mixed with champagne, "if we're following these rules, that means no cumming in my mouth for a whole year."

The thought sent a conflicting wave of arousal and disappointment through me. Claire's blowjobs were legendary—enthusiastic, skilled, and always with the perfect finale of her swallowing every drop.

"That's quite a sacrifice," I murmured, watching her lips curve into a knowing smile.

"Which is why," she whispered, her hand now boldly sliding onto my thigh under the table, "I thought I could give you one last time. Right now."

I nearly choked on my champagne. "Right now? Here?"

Claire's fingers inched higher on my thigh. "There's a bathroom down the hall. I saw it earlier—it's big, elegant, and has a lock."

The thought of my wife on her knees in our friends' bathroom should have seemed inappropriate, maybe even trashy. Instead, it sent a surge of lust through me so powerful I had to grip the edge of the table.

"You want to?" Her voice was soft, teasing.

"God, yes."

We made our excuses with casual smiles, Claire mentioning something about showing me photos from her recent doctor's conference. Nobody paid much attention as we slipped away, my hand resting on the small of her back, guiding her down the dimly lit hallway.

The bathroom was indeed elegant—marble countertops, soft lighting, and enough space that it didn't feel cramped when I locked the door behind us. Claire immediately turned, pressing me against the door, her mouth finding mine in a hungry kiss.

"I've been thinking about this all night," she confessed, her hands already working on my belt. "Knowing it might be the last time for a whole year... it makes it hotter, don't you think?"

I nodded, unable to form words as she sank to her knees in front of me. The tile floor had to be hard on her knees, but she didn't seem to care. Her fingers deftly unzipped my pants, pulling them down along with my boxers until my cock sprang free, already fully erect.

Claire looked up at me, her brown eyes wide with a mixture of lust and mischief. "I'm going to miss this," she said, her breath warm against my shaft. "The taste of you. The feel of you pulsing in my mouth."

Before I could respond, she took me between her lips, and whatever clever reply I might have had dissolved into a low moan. Claire knew exactly how to work me—starting with gentle kisses along the shaft before taking me deeper, her tongue swirling around the head with expert precision.

I leaned back against the door, one hand threading through her long brown hair, careful not to pull too hard. "Fuck, Claire," I whispered, conscious of keeping my voice down despite the pounding music from the party.

She hummed in response, the vibration sending shivers up my spine. Her hands weren't idle—one grasped the base of my cock, working in rhythm with her mouth, while the other cupped my balls, massaging them gently.

The sight of my wife on her knees, her elegant cocktail dress pooling around her, her lips stretched around my cock, was almost enough to make me cum right then. But I held back, wanting to savor every second of this "last time."

Claire pulled back slightly, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. "You're going to miss this so much," she teased, her hand continuing to stroke me. "Imagine a whole year of watching other men get this instead."

The words sent a jolt of both jealousy and arousal through me. "Show me what they'll be getting," I challenged, my voice rough with desire.

She smiled wickedly before diving back in, this time taking me deeper, until I felt the back of her throat. She relaxed, taking me even further, her nose brushing against my lower abdomen. The sensation was incredible—wet, warm, and tight.

"Jesus, Claire," I gasped, my fingers tightening in her hair. "You're so fucking good at this."

She pulled back, gasping for air, her eyes watering slightly. "I know," she replied with mock arrogance. "That's why you're going to miss it so much." She licked along the underside of my cock, maintaining eye contact. "All those bulls are going to love how I suck them. How I swallow every drop."

The dirty talk was pushing me closer to the edge. Claire sensed it, her rhythm increasing, her hand and mouth working in perfect harmony. I felt the familiar tightening in my balls, the heat building at the base of my spine.

"I'm close," I warned, giving her the chance to pull away if she wanted.

But Claire only intensified her efforts, moaning around my cock as if the thought of me cumming excited her just as much. She looked up, her eyes locking with mine, and I lost all control. My orgasm hit like a freight train, my cock pulsing as I shot stream after stream into her eager mouth.

Claire didn't miss a drop, her throat working as she swallowed everything I gave her. Even after I finished, she continued to gently suck, drawing out every last bit of pleasure until I had to push her away, too sensitive to bear anymore.

She rose gracefully to her feet, straightening her dress as if nothing had happened. But her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed, and a smug satisfaction gleamed in her eyes.

"That," she declared, pressing a quick kiss to my lips, letting me taste myself on her, "was definitely worth breaking our diet for."

I laughed, tucking myself back into my pants. "You're unbelievable. You know that?"

"I know." She checked her reflection in the mirror, fixing her lipstick. "And you're right—I am a pro at that."

"You certainly are." I wrapped my arms around her from behind, meeting her eyes in the mirror. "I will definitely miss it."

Claire turned in my arms, her expression suddenly serious despite the playfulness in her eyes. "Then you better make sure you find me a bull worthy of replacing you."

The challenge in her voice sent another pulse of arousal through me, despite having just cum. "I think I can manage that."

"We'll see," she replied, reaching for the door handle. "Ready to rejoin the party? It's almost midnight."

As we slipped back into the crowded living room, nobody seemed to notice our absence or our slightly disheveled appearance. Claire's hand found mine, squeezing gently as the countdown to the new year began.

Ten, nine, eight...

I looked at my wife, her eyes bright with excitement and possibility.

Seven, six, five...

Her thumb brushed across my knuckles, a silent acknowledgment of the adventure we were about to embark on.

Four, three, two, one...

"Happy New Year!" the crowd shouted.

Claire's lips met mine in a champagne-flavored kiss, and I couldn't help but think that this new year was going to be unlike any other we'd experienced. As she pulled away, she whispered in my ear, "To new beginnings."

I nodded, my heart racing with anticipation. "To new beginnings."
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“Hubby can only cum after being given permission by one of the bulls.”

1

Two days after New Year's, Claire dropped the bomb that nearly gave me a heart attack. I was lounging on our couch, scrolling through work emails on my laptop when she perched beside me, casual as could be, and said, "So, I've been thinking about those cuckolding rules." My fingers froze over the keyboard. I'd assumed the whole thing had been champagne-fueled dirty talk, a fantasy to get us both off before slipping back into our comfortable routine. But the determined look in her eyes told me otherwise. She wasn't just playing—she was planning.

"You're... serious?" I managed, closing my laptop as if this conversation required my full attention. Which, of course, it did.

Claire tucked her legs beneath her, her brown hair swept into a messy bun that somehow made her look both professional and irresistibly casual. "Why not? You've been bringing it up for years. I think it could be interesting."

Interesting. Such a mild word for what she was suggesting. My mouth went dry.

"I've been reading more about it," she continued, pulling out her phone. "About how couples navigate it, the rules they set. I think if we're going to try this, we should commit to the full experience."

"The full experience," I echoed, unable to form more complex thoughts as blood rushed from my brain to my rapidly hardening cock.

Claire's fingers swiped across her phone screen. "That means sticking to the rules we saw. All of them. For the entire year."

My heart thumped against my ribs. "Including the January one? Where I can only cum with a bull's permission?"

"Exactly." She looked up, her brown eyes studying my reaction. "And the one about bulls being the only ones allowed to cum in my mouth for the whole year. No exceptions."

The words hung between us, heavy with implication. I swallowed hard, remembering the bathroom at the New Year's party, how eagerly Claire had swallowed every drop. To think that pleasure would now be reserved for other men—men we hadn't even met yet—sent a confusing mixture of jealousy and arousal through me.

"What about protection?" I asked, surprising myself with such a practical question amidst my swirling emotions.

Claire shrugged, her casual demeanor at odds with the subject matter. "I'm still on the pill. As long as we make sure these guys are clean, I don't see why we'd need anything else." She paused, watching me. "Unless you want them to use condoms?"

I pictured another man inside my wife, bare, nothing between them but heat and desire. The image should have repulsed me. Instead, my cock twitched.

"No," I said, my voice rougher than I intended. "No condoms."

A smile played at the corners of Claire's mouth. "That's what I thought you'd say."

Part of me wondered if she was just playing along, humoring my fantasy without any intention of following through. Maybe this was an elaborate form of foreplay, a game we'd abandon when reality intruded. But another part of me—the part that had whispered this fantasy to her in our darkest, most intimate moments—desperately hoped she meant every word.

"So how do we start?" I asked, deciding to play along regardless.

Claire's eyes lit up. "I thought I'd set up a Tinder profile."

Before I could respond, she was already swiping through her phone, showing me the profile she'd apparently created earlier that day. There she was, my professional, composed wife, in a photo that hinted at her curves without being overtly sexual. Her bio was simple but direct: "Married woman looking for confident men for specific arrangement. Husband will be aware and involved."

"Jesus, Claire," I whispered, both terrified and thrilled. "You've really thought this through."

"I've already had a few matches," she admitted, scrolling to show me the messages. "I've been upfront about our situation. Most guys are curious, at least."

I leaned closer, reading the exchanges. Claire had been remarkably direct, explaining our cuckolding arrangement without apology or excessive detail. Some men had responded with crude propositions, others with genuine interest, asking questions about boundaries and expectations.

"This one seems promising," she said, pointing to a conversation with a guy named Alex. "He's experienced with couples and understands the dynamic we're looking for."

I read their exchange, my pulse quickening as this stranger discussed fucking my wife with such casual confidence. Claire had sent him our rules, and he'd responded enthusiastically, particularly about the "bulls only in mouth" rule.

"Have you set up a meeting?" I asked, my voice embarrassingly eager.

Claire's expression fell slightly. "That's the thing. When it comes to actually meeting, most of them back out. I think they like the fantasy more than the reality."

Over the next hour, Claire showed me more messages, more potential bulls who had initially seemed eager but ultimately "chickened out" when pressed for a real meeting. Some stopped responding altogether, others made excuses about schedules or suddenly claimed they weren't comfortable with the husband being present.

"It's frustrating," Claire sighed, resting her head against my shoulder. "I thought this would be easier."

I wrapped an arm around her, trying to hide my relief. Maybe this was for the best—the fantasy preserved without the messy reality. "Maybe we should take it as a sign."

"Or maybe we need to be more patient," she countered, her determination surprising me. "Oh! This one just messaged."

She showed me a new conversation with a user named DomBull478. His message was direct: "Not ready to meet yet, but happy to play along tonight if you two want a trial run. I could give instructions, let the cuck watch you play with yourself, and give permission when he can cum."

The proposition sent a jolt of excitement through me. A safe first step—virtual but still with a third party directing us.

"What do you think?" Claire asked, her cheeks flushed with anticipation.

"I think," I said, my mouth suddenly dry, "that sounds perfect."

Claire's smile was worth whatever uncertainty I'd been feeling. She quickly messaged back, setting up the arrangement for later that evening.

Hours later, with the lights dimmed in our living room and a glass of wine in hand, Claire sat on the sofa beside me, her phone buzzing with messages from DomBull478. She was wearing only a silk robe, loosely tied to reveal the curve of her breasts and the lace of her panties beneath.

"He says to start by showing him what he'd be working with," Claire said, her voice husky with anticipation. She stood, letting the robe fall open as she took a photo of herself in the mirror.

I watched, mesmerized, as my wife posed for another man. She sent the photo, then read his response aloud.

"'Beautiful. Now lose the robe and panties. I want to see all of you.'"

Claire complied without hesitation, dropping the robe to the floor and slowly sliding her panties down her legs. She took another photo, her body naked and vulnerable in our living room light.

"He says," she read, her voice catching slightly, "'Touch yourself. Slowly. Make your pussy wet while your husband watches. He can look but not touch. Not until I say so.'"

My cock strained against my boxers as I watched Claire's hand slide between her thighs, her fingers circling her clit with practiced precision. She leaned back on the sofa, her legs spread wide, giving me a perfect view of her most intimate parts.

"Tell him what you're doing," I urged, needing to be part of this even if only as an observer.

Claire nodded, typing one-handed while the other continued its rhythmic circles. She read his response moments later.

"'Tell your cuck husband to take out his cock. He can stroke it, but slowly. He's not allowed to cum until I give permission.'"

I practically tore my boxers off, my cock springing free, already leaking pre-cum. I gripped myself tightly, forcing myself to stroke slowly despite my desperate need for release.

Claire continued reading the messages aloud, her voice increasingly breathless as she followed his instructions to finger herself, pinch her nipples, and describe how wet she was getting.

"'Now imagine it's my cock inside you,'" she read, her fingers plunging deeper. "'Imagine your husband watching as I stretch your pussy, fill you completely.'"

I stroked faster, unable to maintain the slow pace, captivated by the sight of Claire pleasuring herself to another man's commands.

"He says," Claire gasped, her hips now bucking against her hand, "that you can stroke faster now. But still no cumming without permission."

I groaned, my hand moving frantically now, pressure building at the base of my spine. "Ask him," I panted. "Ask him if I can cum."

Claire typed the question, her fingers slick with her own juices. The response came quickly.

"'Not yet. First, I want to hear Claire beg for my cock. I want her to tell you exactly how much she needs it.'"

Claire looked at me, her eyes dark with lust. "I need it so badly," she moaned, her fingers still working between her thighs. "I need a big, hard cock stretching me, filling me. Yours is nice, Dylan, but I need more. I need to be used, fucked hard and deep."

Her words pushed me dangerously close to the edge. "Please," I begged, not sure if I was talking to Claire or the invisible bull controlling us. "I need to cum."

Claire quickly sent another message, then read the response with a triumphant smile. "'The cuck can cum now. But only while watching his wife orgasm for another man.'"

Permission granted, I let myself go, stroking furiously as Claire's movements became more frantic, her fingers pumping in and out of her pussy while her other hand rubbed her clit in tight circles.

"I'm cumming," she cried, her back arching off the sofa. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"

The sight of my wife in the throes of orgasm, imagining another man's cock inside her, sent me over the edge. I came with a shout, ropes of cum spurting onto my stomach and hand as waves of pleasure washed over me.

Claire collapsed back onto the sofa, her chest heaving, a satisfied smile on her face. "That was... intense," she managed between breaths.

I nodded, unable to form coherent thoughts as the aftershocks of my orgasm still rippled through me. Claire turned to her phone, typing a message.

"I'm asking if he wants to meet for real," she said, still breathless. "This was good, but the real thing would be even better."

We waited, the minutes stretching as we cleaned ourselves up and Claire pulled her robe back on. When her phone finally buzzed, her expression fell.

"What is it?" I asked, peering over her shoulder.

The message was brief: "Thanks for the fun night. Not looking for an ongoing arrangement. Good luck."

Claire sighed, tossing her phone aside. "Another one bites the dust."

I sat beside her, pulling her close. "Maybe it's for the best. Virtual is safer anyway."

"Maybe," she agreed, though I could hear the disappointment in her voice. "But I want the real thing, Dylan. I want to try this for real."

As I held her, feeling her warmth against me, I wondered if her determination should worry me. But all I felt was anticipation, a burning curiosity to see how far we could take this fantasy into reality.

"We'll find someone," I promised, kissing the top of her head. "The right bull is out there somewhere."

Little did I know just how right I was—and that he was already part of Claire's past.

2

Two weeks of ghosting, flaking, and bullshit excuses from Tinder matches had left Claire visibly frustrated. We lay in bed one night, her scrolling through yet another disappointing conversation that ended abruptly when the guy realized we weren't just role-playing. "This is useless," she huffed, tossing her phone onto the nightstand with enough force to make me wince. Then her expression shifted, a slow realization dawning across her face. "Wait, I can't believe I didn't think of this before," she said, turning to me with renewed excitement. "There's Luke."

"Luke?" I echoed, the name hanging in the air between us like an unexpected guest.

Claire sat up, the sheets falling away to reveal her thin tank top. "An ex. Well, not really an ex. More of a hookup that lasted a few months before I met you."

My stomach tightened with a peculiar mix of jealousy and curiosity. In our five years of marriage, Claire had mentioned past boyfriends but never this Luke. "You never told me about him."

She shrugged, a small smile playing on her lips. "It wasn't serious. Just physical. Really, really good physical."

The emphasis she placed on "really" sent a jolt of electricity straight to my cock. "Tell me about him," I said, my voice rougher than I intended.

Claire leaned back against the headboard, her eyes taking on a distant, reminiscent quality. "He works construction. Tall, bald, built like he could bench press a car." Her fingers toyed with the edge of the sheet. "And he's... experienced. With couples, I mean. He told me once he'd been a bull for two different couples."

My pulse quickened. "You're kidding."

"Nope." Claire's smile widened. "He was pretty open about it. Said he enjoyed the dynamic, the power of it."

"And you think he'd be interested in us?" I asked, trying to sound casual while my mind raced with possibilities.

Claire nodded. "I still have his number. We ended things amicably—just drifted apart when I got serious with you." She reached for her phone. "Want me to call him?"

The question hung in the air, weighted with implications. This wasn't some anonymous Tinder match, but someone from Claire's past. Someone who'd been intimate with her before me, who knew her body in ways I could only imagine. The thought should have repulsed me. Instead, I was harder than I'd been in weeks.

"Do it," I said, my decision made before I'd even finished processing the thought.

Claire didn't hesitate. She dialed the number, putting the phone on speaker. It rang three times before a deep, gravelly voice answered.

"Well, fuck me. Claire Johnson. It’s been ages!"

“Hi, Luke,” my wife said. “It’s really been ages. But it is Claire Howard now.“

“Wow, things progress, I guess,“ I heard Luke from the other side. “So you are married and living happily now?“

Claire's eyes met mine as she replied, "Yes, exactly. Married and happy.

“So what is the occasion of you calling me?“

“Listen, Luke, I've got a proposition for you. My husband and I are exploring something, and we thought you might be interested."

There was a pause, then a low chuckle. "Let me guess. Your husband wants to watch?"

The directness of his response caught me off guard. Claire smiled, clearly not surprised. "Something like that. We have some specific rules we're following. Would you be up for hearing more?"

"Sweetheart, I'd be up for anything that involves you on your knees again," Luke replied, his voice dripping with confidence. "Put your husband on."

Claire handed me the phone, her eyes bright with excitement. "Uh, hi," I managed, suddenly feeling like an awkward teenager. "I'm Dylan."

"Listen, Dylan," Luke said, cutting through any pretense, "I'll fuck your wife six ways to Sunday if that's what you both want. But I need to know you're really on board. No changing your mind when you see her with my cock down her throat."

His crude honesty was jarring but also reassuring—here was someone who understood exactly what we were getting into. "I'm on board," I confirmed, surprised by my own steadiness. "We've been talking about this for a long time."

"Good. Claire, you still there?"

"Yes," she replied, leaning closer to the phone.

"Text me those rules you mentioned. If I like what I see, we can meet this weekend. Neutral ground—there's a motel halfway between your place and mine."

And just like that, it was arranged. Claire sent him our rules, he approved with an enthusiastic message, and three days later we found ourselves driving to the Starlight Motel, a modest but clean establishment just off the highway.

The room was exactly what you'd expect—generic art on the walls, a king-sized bed with a floral comforter, and a worn armchair in the corner that Luke immediately designated as "the cuck chair" with a smirk that somehow wasn't malicious.

Luke himself was everything Claire had described and more. Standing at least six-foot-three with broad shoulders and arms that strained against his plaid shirt, he exuded a physical confidence that made me acutely aware of my slimmer build. His bald head gleamed under the motel lighting, and when he smiled at Claire, I saw her literally shiver.

"Ground rules," Luke said after we'd exchanged awkward pleasantries and settled in. "Dylan stays in the chair unless I say otherwise. Claire does what I tell her. And everyone remembers the safe word is 'red' if things get too intense. Clear?"

We both nodded, Claire's eyes already glazing with anticipation. Luke turned to her, his demeanor shifting subtly, becoming more commanding.

"On your knees," he ordered, his voice calm but brooking no argument.

Claire complied immediately, sinking to her knees on the cheap motel carpet. The speed of her submission sent a confused rush through me—part jealousy, part arousal, part disbelief that this was actually happening.

Luke stood before her, one hand casually undoing his belt. "You remember how I like it?"

Claire nodded, her gaze fixed on his crotch as he unzipped his jeans. "Yes."

"Yes, what?" he prompted.

"Yes, sir," she amended, and I felt my cock strain against my pants at the submissiveness in her voice—something I'd never heard from her before.

Luke freed himself from his boxers, and I couldn't help but stare. He was significantly larger than me, both in length and girth, his cock standing proudly erect with veins running prominently along the shaft. Claire made a small, needy sound at the sight of it.

"Open," Luke commanded.

Claire's lips parted, and without preamble, Luke thrust forward, burying himself halfway in her mouth. I watched, transfixed, as my wife—my accomplished, professional wife—took another man's cock with eager submission.

"You can jerk your cock, hubby," Luke said to me without looking away from Claire. "But remember the rules. You cum only when I say you can."

I fumbled with my zipper, freeing my painfully hard cock as I watched Luke grab Claire's hair in a tight fist. He used his grip to control her movements, pulling her face onto his cock with increasing force. Each thrust went deeper, until Claire was taking him entirely, her nose pressed against his pelvis, her throat visibly bulging.

The sounds were obscene—wet, gagging noises as she struggled to accommodate his size, mingled with Luke's grunts of pleasure. Tears streamed down Claire's cheeks, ruining her mascara, but the expression in her eyes wasn't distress. It was pure, unadulterated lust.

My hand moved frantically on my own cock as I watched, torn between jealousy and the most intense arousal I'd ever experienced. The sight of my wife being used so thoroughly by another man should have been devastating. Instead, it was electrifying.

"She's good at this," Luke remarked casually, as if commenting on the weather rather than my wife's oral skills. "Always was. Born to suck cock, this one."

Claire moaned around him at the degrading praise, the vibration causing Luke to tighten his grip on her hair. He established a brutal rhythm now, fucking her face with abandon, his other hand occasionally delivering light slaps to her cheek.

"Your husband's about to burst," Luke observed, glancing at my frantic stroking. "What do you think, should I let him cum?"

Claire couldn't respond with her mouth full, but her eyes flicked to me, then back to Luke, a pleading look that could have been for me or for herself.

Luke grinned. "Alright, cuck. You have my permission. Cum while watching your wife choke on my cock."

The words were like a trigger. My orgasm hit with shocking force, cum spurting onto my hand and the motel carpet as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I groaned, my eyes never leaving the scene before me—Claire on her knees, makeup smeared, hair disheveled, throat working desperately around Luke's massive intrusion.

As I came down from my high, Luke pulled out of Claire's mouth, leaving her gasping for air, a mixture of saliva and pre-cum dripping from her chin. "Clean yourself up," he told me. "We're just getting started."

I stumbled to the bathroom on shaky legs, my mind reeling from what had just happened. I cleaned myself with mechanical movements, staring at my reflection in the mirror. I looked different somehow—flushed, eyes dilated, a strange mix of satisfaction and hunger in my expression.

When I returned to the bedroom, I froze in the doorway. In the few minutes I'd been gone, Luke had stripped completely and now lay on the bed with Claire beneath him. Her clothes were scattered across the floor, with only her high heels still on her feet, and Luke was already inside her, thrusting with slow, deliberate movements as he stared directly into her eyes.

I settled back into the designated chair, my cock already beginning to stir again despite my recent orgasm. The contrast between them was striking—Luke's large, muscular form covering Claire's smaller frame, his hands pinning her wrists above her head as he controlled every aspect of their coupling.

"Look at your husband," Luke commanded, and Claire's head turned toward me, her eyes meeting mine. The connection was electric—a silent communication passing between us as another man fucked her.

Luke increased his pace, one hand moving to Claire's breast. He pinched her nipple, hard enough to make her gasp, then delivered a light slap to the soft flesh. My breath caught at the sight—we'd never explored anything like that.

"You like that, don't you, slut?" Luke growled, slapping her other breast.

"Yes," Claire moaned, her back arching to press herself more firmly against him. "Yes, sir."

Luke's hand moved higher, delivering a gentle slap to Claire's face. Not hard enough to hurt, but firm enough to assert dominance. I hissed involuntarily, a sound that drew Luke's attention.

"Problem, cuck?" he asked, his rhythm never faltering.

I shook my head, surprised to find I meant it. There was no problem. The sight of Luke dominating my wife so completely was the fulfillment of a fantasy I'd barely admitted to myself.

Luke turned his attention back to Claire, his thrusts becoming more forceful. "Tell your husband how good this feels," he demanded. "Tell him how much you love my cock."

Claire's eyes found mine again, her expression a mix of apology and defiance. "It feels amazing," she gasped between thrusts. "So big... stretching me... oh God!"

Her words cut through me like a blade, painful and thrilling all at once. Luke changed angles, apparently hitting some spot deep inside her that made Claire cry out.

"That's it," Luke encouraged, his own breathing becoming labored. "Scream for me. Show your husband how I make you feel."

Claire obliged, her cries growing louder as Luke pounded into her with increasing force. Her hands, now freed from his grip, clutched at his back, nails digging into his skin.

"I'm going to cum," she warned, her voice tight with approaching release.

"Do it," Luke commanded. "Cum on my cock while your husband watches."

The permission was all she needed. Claire's body tensed, then convulsed in waves as her orgasm tore through her. Her screams filled the motel room, raw and primal in a way I'd never heard from her before. Luke maintained his relentless pace throughout, prolonging her pleasure until she collapsed beneath him, trembling and spent.

But Luke wasn't finished. He pulled out, his cock glistening with Claire's juices. "On your knees again," he ordered. "I want to cum in that pretty mouth."

Claire scrambled to comply, positioning herself between his legs as he sat on the edge of the bed. Without hesitation, she took him into her mouth again, her hands working his shaft as she sucked eagerly.

Luke's eyes found mine over Claire's bobbing head. "Your wife's about to swallow my load," he stated matter-of-factly. "And there's not a damn thing you can do about it except jerk that little cock of yours. Which you have my permission to do, by the way."

I was already stroking myself again, unable to tear my gaze away from my wife pleasuring another man with such enthusiasm. Claire's technique was different with Luke than with me—more submissive, more desperate to please.

Luke's breathing grew ragged, his hand fisting in Claire's hair once more. "Here it comes," he warned. "Swallow every fucking drop."

Claire moaned around him as Luke tensed, his expression contorting with pleasure. I watched, mesmerized, as Claire's throat worked, gulping down his seed with eager swallows. Some escaped, dripping down her chin, but she quickly gathered it with her fingers and licked them clean.

"Good girl," Luke praised, his voice hoarse. "Now look at your husband. Tell him what you just did."

Claire turned to me, her lips swollen, her eyes glazed with satisfaction. "I swallowed his cum," she said simply. "All of it. And it was delicious."

Those words, combined with the debauched image before me, pushed me over the edge again. My second orgasm ripped through me, less intense than the first but no less satisfying. I came into my palm with a groan, my eyes locked with Claire's as Luke watched us both with smug satisfaction.

"Well," Luke said after we'd all caught our breath, "I think this arrangement is going to work out just fine."

Claire smiled, still kneeling between his legs, her hand absently stroking his softening cock. "Definitely."

I could only nod, words escaping me as I tried to process what had just happened. My fantasy had become reality, and it was more intense, more overwhelming, more arousing than I could have possibly imagined.

As Claire leaned forward to place a gentle kiss on Luke's cock, I knew with certainty that our lives had irrevocably changed. And I couldn't wait to see what happened next.
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Three days after the motel room, the memory of Luke still hung between us like a ghost—invisible but undeniably present. Claire and I sat across from each other at our dining table, the remains of a lasagna between us, making casual conversation about work and friends. But beneath the mundane exchange lurked the knowledge of what we'd done, what we'd seen, what we'd felt. I caught Claire's eye over my wine glass and saw the same thoughts reflected there—Luke's hands on her body, his cock in her mouth, the sounds she'd made that I'd never heard before. My cock stirred at the memory, trapped against my thigh in silent anticipation.

"How was surgery today?" I asked, maintaining the façade of normalcy.

Claire twirled pasta around her fork. "Successful. Complicated gall bladder removal, but the patient's stable." She took a sip of wine, leaving a faint lipstick mark on the glass. "How about you? Any progress on the Henderson account?"

We played this game—this pretense that we were still just Dylan and Claire Howard, ordinary couple with ordinary lives. But we'd crossed a line in that motel room, stepped over a threshold into something new and intoxicating. I couldn't look at Claire without seeing her on her knees before Luke, mascara streaking her cheeks, throat bulging around his substantial girth. Couldn't hear her laugh without remembering her screams of pleasure as he pounded into her.

The vibration of Claire's phone against the table cut through my thoughts. She glanced at the screen, and I watched a flush spread across her cheeks.

"It's him," she said simply.

My heart rate immediately accelerated. "What does he say?"

Claire picked up the phone, swiping to open the message. Her eyes widened slightly as she read, the flush deepening. "He says... he can't stop thinking about Saturday. About how good I looked with his cock down my throat."

The crude words in Claire's refined voice sent a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. "Read it," I urged. "Word for word."

Claire hesitated only briefly before clearing her throat. "'Still thinking about Saturday, doc,'" she read, her voice taking on a husky quality. "'Can't focus on work for remembering how that pretty mouth of yours stretched around my cock. Your husband seemed to enjoy the show. Did he tell you how hard he came watching you gag on it?'"

I shifted in my chair, my erection now straining painfully against my pants. Claire's eyes met mine over the phone, dark with rekindled desire.

The phone buzzed again. Another message. Claire read it immediately.

"'Been jerking off to the memory of your tight pussy gripping my cock while hubby watched from his corner. The way you begged for it harder, deeper. The way you came so hard you nearly passed out. Did he reclaim you afterward? Or were you still thinking about me when you got home?'"

The question hung in the air between us. We hadn't had sex since the motel. Not for lack of desire—quite the opposite. It was as if we'd been saving ourselves, building anticipation for whatever came next.

"Answer him," I said, surprised by the command in my voice.

Claire typed quickly, her fingers dancing across the screen. I could see her crafting and deleting responses, trying to find the right words. Finally, she settled on something and hit send.

"What did you tell him?" I asked.

"The truth," she replied. "That we haven't fucked since the motel. That I've been saving myself for whatever comes next."

The phone buzzed again almost immediately. Claire read the new message, a smile playing at the corners of her lips.

"'Then I think it's time,'" she read. "'Tell your cuck husband he has my permission to reclaim you tonight. He can cum inside that married pussy while you tell him how much better my cock felt. But remember the rules—he needs permission, and no cumming in that pretty mouth for anyone but bulls.'"

The explicit permission from another man to have sex with my own wife should have been humiliating. Instead, it was liberating—a release valve on days of pent-up desire.

"Bedroom," I said, standing so abruptly my chair nearly toppled. "Now."

Claire's eyes darkened at my tone. She rose gracefully, abandoning her half-eaten dinner without a second glance. I followed her down the hallway, watching the sway of her hips beneath her skirt, imagining Luke's hands gripping them as he drove into her.

Once in our bedroom, I turned Claire to face me, my hands framing her face. "Is this what you want?" I asked, needing to hear it. "This lifestyle, these rules?"

Claire's eyes met mine, clear and certain. "Yes," she whispered. "I want this. I want you. I want all of it."

The confirmation broke something loose in me. I crushed my mouth to hers, tasting wine and desire. Our hands fumbled with clothing—buttons popping, zippers catching, fabric tearing in our haste. When we fell onto the bed, we were both naked, skin against skin, heat against heat. I'd never been this bold before, never this assertive with my desires. The cuckolding hadn't diminished me—it had unleashed something primal and confident.

I leaned on her sweet pussy and licked it around multiple times, listening to her moans. I recalled both of how I loved this woman and how she was deeply fucked by her ex in that motel room.

After thoroughly wetting her with my tongue, I straightened, positioning my cock at the entrance to her pussy. "Look at me," I demanded, waiting until Claire twisted to make eye contact over her shoulder. "Who do you belong to?"

"You," she whispered, her eyes never leaving mine. "Always you."

I thrust forward in one smooth motion, burying myself to the hilt inside her. Claire cried out, her inner walls clenching around me in a velvet vise. She was impossibly wet, her arousal coating my cock as I established a steady rhythm.

"Tell me," I growled, my fingers digging into her hips. "Tell me what he said in his message."

Claire moaned as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. "That... that you should reclaim me," she gasped. "While I tell you how much better his cock felt."

I slapped her ass lightly, the sound sharp in our bedroom. "And? Was it better?"

Claire's eyes closed briefly before meeting mine again. "Different," she admitted. "Bigger. But not better. Never better than you."

The honesty in her voice pushed me further into a frenzy. I pounded into her relentlessly, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust. Claire pushed back against me, meeting every movement, her moans growing louder and less controlled.

"Look into my eyes," I commanded again, withdrawing briefly. "I want to see your face when you cum."

Claire just did so, and I paused, struck by the beauty of her—flushed, disheveled, eyes glazed with lust. My wife. My hotwife.

I entered her again, slower this time, savoring the sensation. Claire wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper, her hands clutching my back.

"Look at me," I said again, needing that connection, that confirmation that despite everything, we were still us. "Don't close your eyes. I want to see you."

Claire's gaze locked with mine as I moved within her, our bodies finding that perfect rhythm we'd perfected over years together. This wasn't just sex—it was communion, a reaffirmation of our bond even as we explored new territories.

"I love you," she whispered, the words almost lost in her ragged breathing. "God, Dylan, I love you so much."

The declaration pushed me closer to the edge. I reached between us, finding her clit with my thumb, circling it in time with my thrusts. Claire's eyes widened, her pupils dilating as her pleasure mounted.

"Together," I urged, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine. "Cum with me, Claire."

Her inner walls began to pulse around me, the first wave of her climax approaching. I increased my pace, driving deeper, harder, my thumb never ceasing its ministrations on her sensitive bundle of nerves.

"Now," Claire gasped. "I'm cumming now!"

Her body arched beneath me, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock as she shattered. The sight of her in ecstasy, combined with the exquisite pressure, triggered my own release. I drove deep one final time, my cock pulsing as I emptied myself inside her, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible.

We collapsed together, a tangle of sweat-slicked limbs and heaving breaths. I remained inside her, unwilling to break the connection just yet. Claire's hands traced lazy patterns on my back as our heart rates gradually slowed.

"That was..." she began, then laughed softly. "I don't even have words."

I shifted to look at her, pushing a strand of damp hair from her forehead. "Intense? Mind-blowing? Life-altering?"

"All of the above," she agreed, her smile soft and satisfied. "I never expected this when I showed you that Reddit post. I thought maybe we'd play around with the idea, but I didn't think we'd actually go through with it."

"Do you regret it?" I asked, a flicker of uncertainty breaking through my post-orgasmic haze.

Claire shook her head emphatically. "Not for a second. This lifestyle... it's bringing out sides of us I never knew existed. I feel more connected to you, not less."

Relief washed through me. "I feel the same way. Watching you with Luke... it should have been devastating. But it wasn't. It was like seeing a whole new side of you, and somehow that made me love you even more."

Claire's eyes shimmered with emotion. "So we're doing this? Following the rules for the whole year?"

I nodded, surprised by my own certainty. "Yes. All the rules." I grinned, tracing a finger along her collarbone. "Although the 'no cumming in your mouth' rule is going to be the hardest."

Claire laughed, the sound light and free. "Well, there are plenty of other places you can cum," she teased, squeezing her inner muscles around my softening cock, still nestled inside her. "And besides, absence makes the heart grow fonder. By the time the year is up, that first blowjob is going to blow your mind."

I groaned at the thought, already feeling stirrings of renewed interest despite having just cum. "You're going to be the death of me, woman."

"But what a way to go," she replied, pulling me down for a kiss.

As our lips met, I marveled at the unexpected journey we'd embarked upon. What had started as a fantasy, a fleeting desire, had transformed into something real and vibrant between us. The rules that had seemed like constraints now felt like a framework for exploration, for discovery, for growth.
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“Hubby can only fuck the hotwife after (the same day) as she’s been fucked by a bull.”
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I checked my watch for the fifth time in the last hour, my mind wandering from the spreadsheets on my laptop to the motel room where my wife was getting fucked by another man. The February rule echoed in my head like a mantra: "Hubby can only fuck the hotwife after she's been fucked by a bull." My cock stiffened against my slacks as I pictured Claire bent over, taking Luke's thick shaft while I was stuck working overtime. The clock mocked me, each minute crawling by while I imagined her moans, her pleasure—pleasure I couldn't give her but would taste only as leftovers.

The office was nearly empty on this Saturday afternoon. Most of my colleagues had sensible weekend plans—family barbecues, kids' soccer games, normal shit. Meanwhile, I was inputting last-minute tax adjustments, my mind split between quarterly projections and the knowledge that my wife was currently spreading her legs for her ex-hookup in a cheap motel room across town.

"Just one more hour," I whispered to myself, adjusting my increasingly uncomfortable erection. The new monthly rules had been Claire's idea—each month bringing a fresh dynamic to our arrangement. January had been a month of chastity for me, only allowed release during actual cuckolding sessions. February's rule was almost worse: I could fuck my wife, but only after she'd been freshly fucked by her bull. The problem was, I couldn't be there today to claim my right.

My phone buzzed on the desk. A text from Claire: "Round one down. He's resting for seconds."

My fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly. I typed back: "How was it?"

Three dots appeared, disappeared, then: "Fucking amazing. You'll hear all about it tonight, cucky."

I closed my eyes, cock throbbing painfully against my zipper. I thought of Claire—her athletic body, her perky tits, her brown hair probably wild and tangled now from Luke's rough handling. I thought of Luke—his construction-hardened body, his confidence, the way he looked at Claire like she was his personal toy, not someone else's wife.

The remainder of my work passed in a blur of numbers and formulas, my body on autopilot while my mind remained firmly in that motel room. By the time I finally shut down my laptop and packed up, my hands were shaking with anticipation. The drive home felt eternal, every red light a personal assault on my patience.

When I walked through our front door, the house was quiet. "Claire?" I called out, dropping my laptop bag by the entrance.

"In the bedroom," she answered, her voice carrying that particular post-sex huskiness I'd come to recognize.

I found her lying on our bed, still in the clothes she'd worn to meet Luke—a casual dress now noticeably wrinkled, her hair tousled exactly as I'd imagined. The sight of her sent a surge of blood straight to my groin.

"Hey, hubby," she said, looking at me through heavy-lidded eyes. "How was work?"

"Fuck work," I said, already unbuckling my belt as I moved toward her. "I've been thinking about you all day."

Claire raised a hand, stopping me. "I'm way too sore, Dylan. Luke was... particularly enthusiastic today." A small smile played across her lips. "I'm going to need a recovery period."

I stood there, belt half-undone, cock straining. "But the rule—"

"I know what the rule is," she cut me off. "But rules sometimes need flexibility. I literally cannot take another cock right now, even yours." She patted the bed beside her. "But that doesn't mean you can't get off."

I sat down heavily on the edge of the bed, frustration and arousal battling within me. "What do you mean?"

Claire shifted, wincing slightly as she moved. "I can tell you about it. All the details. You can jerk that cock of yours while I describe exactly how Luke fucked me today."

My mouth went dry. "Will you tell me everything?" I managed to get out.

"Every dirty bit." Claire's smile turned predatory. "Take your cock out, hubby."

I didn't need to be told twice. I stripped down to nothing, my cock standing proudly at attention as I settled back against the headboard. Claire turned to face me, still fully clothed, watching as I wrapped my hand around my shaft.

"So," she began, her voice dropping to a seductive purr, "I got to the motel around eleven. Luke was already there, waiting. He'd brought some beer, and we had a drink first, just chatting. But we all knew why we were there."

I stroked myself slowly, wanting to make this last. "And then?"

"Then he just grabbed me. Right in the middle of a sentence. Just took my face in his hands and kissed me like he was starving for it." Claire's eyes took on a faraway look. "You know how I like being manhandled a bit."

I nodded, speeding up my strokes slightly.

"He bent me over the dresser, flipped up my dress, and just pulled my panties to the side. Didn't even take them off." Claire's breath quickened as she relived it. "He slapped my ass so hard I yelped, and then he just... mounted me. Like an animal."

My pre-cum was slicking my shaft now, making my strokes glide smoother. "Did you suck him first?" I asked, my voice strained.

Claire shook her head. "Not this time. He was too eager to get inside me. He said, and I quote, 'I've been dreaming about this tight pussy all week.'" She watched my reaction with obvious enjoyment. "He went straight to doggy style, Dylan. Grabbed my hips so hard I'll probably have bruises tomorrow, and just pounded me."

I moaned, imagining it. Claire continued, her words becoming more graphic, more detailed.

"His cock felt so fucking huge today. I don't know if it was the angle or what, but every thrust felt like he was reaching places you never could." She paused, gauging my reaction. "That turning you on, hubby? Knowing another man's cock fits me better than yours?"

"Yes," I admitted, the word coming out as a groan.

"He kept slapping my ass and pulling my hair, calling me his 'married slut.' Asked me if my husband's cock ever made me scream the way his did." Claire's eyes were dark with remembered pleasure. "I came so hard I nearly collapsed. My legs were shaking, Dylan. Actually shaking."

I was fully into it now, stroking faster, my breathing becoming ragged as I visualized every detail.

"And then he came inside me," Claire continued, her voice dropping even lower. "Deep inside me. Held my hips tight against his and just emptied himself. I could feel every pulse, every spurt."

"Fuck," I whispered, slowing down my strokes to prevent myself from coming too soon.

"But that's not all," Claire said, a wicked gleam in her eye. "After we rested a bit—that's when I texted you—he got hard again. Just watching me lie there with his cum leaking out of me got him ready for round two."

I swallowed hard, my hand moving involuntarily faster.

"The second time, he put me on my back, legs over his shoulders." Claire demonstrated the position slightly, wincing again at the movement. "And he was relentless, Dylan. Just absolutely pounding me into that cheap motel mattress. I was moaning so loud that the manager actually knocked on the door, telling us to keep it down."

The image of my wife being fucked so thoroughly that complaints were lodged sent another surge of pre-cum leaking from my tip.

"Did Luke stop?" I asked, breathless.

Claire laughed. "He put his hand over my mouth and kept going. Didn't miss a beat. Just whispered in my ear that I needed to be a 'good little wife' and take his cock quietly." She bit her lip at the memory. "I came again right then, with his hand muffling my screams."

I was close now, my hand moving in a blur, my hips lifting slightly off the bed. Claire noticed and leaned in closer.

"He came inside me again, Dylan. That's two loads of his cum I've been carrying around all day." Her voice was almost a whisper now. "When he pulled out, it just gushed out of me. I had to stuff my panties between my legs for the drive home."

That was it for me. With a strangled groan, I came, shooting ropes of cum across my stomach and chest, my body shuddering with the intensity of my release. Claire watched me with satisfaction, a queen observing her subject's devotion.

As my breathing slowly returned to normal, Claire leaned over and kissed my forehead gently. "Good boy," she murmured. "Now go clean up while I take a shower. I reek of sex and Luke's cologne."

I lay there for a moment longer, basking in the strange afterglow of humiliation and satisfaction. Today hadn't gone according to plan—I hadn't been able to reclaim my wife physically—but somehow, this had been almost better. The vivid story, the fresh details, the knowledge that even now, traces of another man lingered inside the woman I loved.

As Claire disappeared into the bathroom, I finally moved to clean myself up, already wondering when Luke would fuck her next, and whether next time, I'd be there to watch in person.
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With January's restrictions in my rearview mirror, my right hand had become my closest companion. I jerked off frequently and freely, always to the same mental footage: Claire on her knees, back arched, taking Luke's cock like it was what she was born to do. Sometimes I pictured the recent motel encounter she'd described in such vivid detail. Other times, I conjured images of their past hookups, before she and I had even met—imaginary scenes that had no right to make my cock throb as hard as they did.

The January rule had been brutal—no jerking off except during actual cuckolding sessions. February's rule was both better and worse: I could masturbate whenever I wanted, but could only fuck my wife after she'd been freshly fucked by her bull. Since Luke's schedule and mine rarely aligned, I found myself perpetually horny, perpetually denied.

My desk drawer at work now contained a travel bottle of lotion. The bathroom stall had become a sanctuary of sorts. I'd lock myself in, close my eyes, and picture Claire's face as Luke thrust into her. I imagined her gasping, that little catch in her breath she gets when someone hits just the right spot—a sound I'd first thought was reserved for me until I heard her make it for Luke while I watched from the corner of the motel room.

What fucked with my head the most—what made me leak pre-cum into my boxers during mundane budget meetings—were the thoughts of Claire with Luke years ago, before our marriage, before our arrangement. They'd hooked up casually a handful of times, she'd told me once. "Just sex," she'd said dismissively. But now I found myself obsessing over those encounters, constructing elaborate mental videos of my wife—though she wasn't my wife then—getting railed by the same man who now cuckolded me with her permission.

Had she come as hard for him back then? Had she whispered the same filthy encouragements into his ear? Had she walked around the next day, going about her normal life, secretly feeling his cum drying on her thighs?

These thoughts consumed me as February trudged on. Each night I crawled into bed beside Claire, my cock aching, the February rule hanging over us.

By the second weekend of the month, I was nearly crawling out of my skin with need. It was a lazy Saturday, the kind where we lounged around in minimal clothing, watching shows and ordering in. Claire wore a thin tank top and sleep shorts that rode up when she stretched, revealing the smooth curve where thigh met ass. I couldn't stop staring, couldn't stop my cock from tenting my sweatpants every time she moved.

Around mid-afternoon, I couldn't take it anymore. Claire was scrolling through her phone, half-reclined on the couch, her legs casually spread. I moved closer, sliding my hand up her bare thigh.

"I need you," I whispered, leaning in to kiss her neck. "It's been too long."

Claire looked up from her phone, her eyes assessing me coolly. "Has Luke fucked me today?"

I pulled back slightly. "You know he hasn't."

"Then you know the February rule, Dylan." Her voice was gentle but firm. "Hubby only fucks hotwife after bull does."

"Come on, Claire," I pleaded, my hand still on her thigh, inching higher. "It's been almost two weeks."

She placed her hand over mine, stopping its upward journey. "Rules are rules, babe. We agreed to this."

My cock strained against my sweatpants, a wet spot forming where the head pressed against the fabric. Claire noticed and smiled, a predatory gleam in her eyes.

"Poor hubby," she cooed, her hand moving to trace the outline of my erection through the thin material. "So desperate for release."

I groaned as her fingers teased me through the fabric. "Please, Claire."

She seemed to consider for a moment, then set her phone aside. "I can't break our rule... but I could suck your cock if you want."

My breath caught. Claire's blowjobs were so professional—her skilled mouth capable of bringing me to the edge and keeping me there until I was practically begging to cum.

"Yes," I managed to say. "God, yes."

Claire slid from the couch to kneel on the floor between my legs. "Take these off," she commanded, tugging at my sweatpants.

I lifted my hips, allowing her to pull them down and free my cock, which sprang up, already leaking from the tip. Claire wrapped her hand around the base, looking up at me with those captivating brown eyes.

"Remember the all-year rule," she said, her breath hot against my sensitive flesh.

I nodded, knowing the rule well: unlike Luke, I wasn't allowed to cum in her mouth. It was a distinction that reinforced the hierarchy between us men—a hierarchy I found both humiliating and intensely arousing.

Claire's tongue darted out, licking a slow path from base to tip, gathering the pre-cum that had beaded there. I hissed at the sensation, my hips involuntarily jerking forward. She smiled against my cock, clearly enjoying the power she held.

"Tell me what you've been thinking about when you jerk off," she demanded, her lips hovering just above my tip.

"You and Luke," I admitted, my voice strained. "The motel. How he made you scream."

Claire rewarded my honesty by taking me fully into her mouth, her lips sliding down my shaft until I hit the back of her throat. The warm, wet suction nearly made my eyes roll back.

"Fuck," I groaned, my hands moving to tangle in her long brown hair.

She bobbed slowly, deliberately, her tongue swirling around the head each time she pulled back. I watched, mesmerized, as my cock disappeared between her lips again and again, leaving it glistening with her saliva.

"What else?" she asked, coming up for air, her hand continuing to stroke me. "What specific images get you off?"

I swallowed hard. "You... before we met. You and Luke, when you used to hook up."

Claire's eyebrows rose slightly, but her strokes didn't falter. "You've been fantasizing about my past with him? Interesting." She lowered her mouth again, this time sucking harder, her cheeks hollowing with the effort.

I moaned, my fingers tightening in her hair. "I can't help it," I gasped as she released me with a wet pop. "I picture him bending you over, fucking you in ways I never have."

"He did," Claire confirmed, her eyes locked on mine as she licked along the underside of my shaft. "Luke always knew exactly... how to handle me." Her hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently. "He was rougher back then. No husband to worry about offending."

The confirmation of my fantasies sent a jolt of electricity straight through me. My cock twitched in her hand, leaking more pre-cum.

"You like hearing that, don't you?" Claire said, her voice low and knowing. "You like picturing me as his little slut, years before I was your wife."

"Yes," I admitted, beyond shame at this point.

Claire took me deep again, sucking hard while her hand worked what her mouth couldn't reach. I was getting close, the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine.

"Claire," I warned, feeling my climax approaching. "I'm gonna cum soon."

She increased her pace for a few more seconds, bringing me right to the edge, then pulled away completely. My cock bobbed in the air, angry and red, so close to release.

"You know the rule for February," Claire said, pulling down the neckline of her tank top to expose her breasts. "Cum on these, not in my mouth."

I took my cock in hand, stroking rapidly as Claire positioned herself before me. She cupped her breasts, pushing them together, creating a target for my impending release.

"That's it, hubby," she encouraged. "Stroke that cock. Show me how much you love being my cuck."

It only took a few more strokes. With a strangled groan, I came, shooting ropes of cum across Claire's tits, watching as it landed in pearly streaks across her smooth skin. She maintained eye contact throughout, a small, satisfied smile playing at her lips as I emptied myself onto her.

When I was done, breathing heavily, cock still twitching in my hand, Claire looked down at the mess I'd made. "Nice load, Dylan," she said, running a finger through the cum pooled in her cleavage. "Now I need a shower."

She stood up, tank top still pulled down, my semen beginning to run down the curve of her breast. I watched, still dazed from my orgasm, as she walked toward the bathroom.

"You know," she called over her shoulder, "Luke's cum never gets washed away like this. His stays inside me, where it belongs."

The bathroom door closed behind her, and moments later I heard the shower start. I sat there, spent and conflicted, my softening cock still in my hand. Through the bathroom door, I could hear Claire humming to herself, washing away all evidence of my release. I tucked myself back into my sweatpants, already wondering when Luke would next claim what I could only borrow.
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I first noticed Marcus in the gym's free weight section, a mountain of a man casually curling dumbbells that I could barely deadlift. The veins in his forearms stood out like rivers on a topographical map, his dark skin gleaming under the harsh fluorescent lights. He caught me staring and nodded, a simple acknowledgment that somehow made me feel both intimidated and inexplicably drawn to him. I had no idea then that this man would soon be balls deep in my wife, making her scream in ways I never could.

We started with casual gym talk—spotting each other, comparing routines, the usual. Marcus was in his late 30s, about five years older than me, with the kind of physique that spoke of years of disciplined training. His deep voice carried naturally across the gym floor, commanding attention without effort.

By our third session together, we'd graduated to post-workout protein shakes and more personal conversations. I learned he worked as a financial consultant, that he was divorced, no kids, and that he had a confidence about him that bordered on arrogance but never quite crossed the line.

"You got someone waiting at home?" he asked one day as we cooled down after a particularly grueling leg session.

"Yeah, my wife Claire. She's a doctor." I found myself pulling out my phone, scrolling to a recent picture of Claire in a cocktail dress at a hospital fundraiser. Her athletic build and captivating smile always drew appreciative glances.

Marcus studied the photo longer than casual interest warranted. "Beautiful woman," he said finally, handing the phone back. "You're a lucky man."

Something about the way he said it—respectful but with an undercurrent of masculine appreciation—made my cock twitch. Before I could analyze my reaction, my mouth was moving ahead of my brain.

"We have an... arrangement," I heard myself saying. "She sees other men sometimes. With my blessing."

Marcus's eyebrows rose fractionally, the only indication of surprise. "That right?" He toweled off his bald head, considering me with new interest. "And you... watch?"

I nodded, heart pounding. "Sometimes participate. Depends on the rules we set."

A slow smile spread across Marcus's face. "Rules, huh?" He leaned back, appraising me. "Your wife into black men?"

The directness of the question sent a jolt through me. "She's... mentioned wanting to try," I admitted. "We've talked about it."

"Interesting." Marcus stood, gathering his gym bag. "Tell me more about these 'rules' sometime. I might be interested in playing."

That evening, I told Claire about Marcus. Described his physical presence, his confidence, the way he'd reacted to our arrangement. I watched her pupils dilate as I spoke, her breathing quickening slightly.

"Show me a picture," she demanded, and I pulled up his social media profile on my phone.

Claire studied the images of Marcus—shirtless workout photos that showcased his sculpted abs and broad shoulders, as well as more polished shots of him in tailored suits that hugged his muscular frame.

"Oh, he's gorgeous," she breathed, scrolling through the photos. "And he knows about us? About our arrangement?"

"The basics," I confirmed. "I thought maybe... for our next session..." I trailed off, my cock hardening at the mere suggestion.

Claire handed the phone back, a wicked smile playing at her lips. "I've always wanted to try a BBC," she said, her voice dropping to that husky register that meant she was aroused. "Set it up."

The following week, I approached Marcus with more details about our arrangement, explaining the monthly rules and the dynamic between Claire, Luke, and me. Rather than being put off, Marcus seemed increasingly intrigued.

"So this Luke guy's been fucking your wife regularly, and you just watch? Sometimes clean up after?" His tone wasn't judgmental, merely curious.

"That's the gist of it," I confirmed, feeling my face heat up despite myself.

Marcus nodded slowly. "And February's rule is that you can only fuck her after a bull has?"

"Exactly."

"Well," he said, clapping a heavy hand on my shoulder, "I think I can help you out with that, my man. Valentine's Day's coming up. Seems like an appropriate time to start, doesn't it?"

We exchanged numbers, finalized details, and suddenly Valentine's Day was upon us. Marcus texted that he was on his way, and Claire disappeared into our bedroom to prepare. When she emerged, I nearly swallowed my tongue. She'd chosen a red lace lingerie set from Victoria's Secret—a push-up bra that made her perky breasts look even more enticing, matching panties that cupped her ass perfectly, and sheer thigh-high stockings with lace tops.

"Will he approve?" she asked, turning to give me the full view.

"If he doesn't, he's blind," I managed to say through a suddenly dry throat.

The doorbell rang precisely at eight. I opened it to find Marcus standing there in dark jeans and a button-up shirt that strained against his broad chest, holding a bouquet of red roses and a heart-shaped box of what looked like expensive chocolates.

"Right on time," I said, ushering him in.

Marcus stepped inside, his presence immediately filling our modest living room. His eyes landed on Claire, and he smiled—a slow, predatory expression that made my cock stiffen instantly.

"You must be Claire," he said, extending the gifts. "These are for you. Though they hardly compare to what I'm seeing."

Claire actually blushed, accepting the offerings with a murmured thanks. "The roses match my lingerie," she observed, placing them on the coffee table.

"Great minds," Marcus replied, his gaze traveling unhurriedly over her body. "Your husband's told me a lot about your... arrangement."

"Has he now?" Claire shot me a look, half amused, half aroused. "All good things, I hope."

"Very good," Marcus confirmed, stepping closer to her. He towered over Claire, his dark skin a stark contrast to her pale complexion. "He mentioned some rules I should be aware of?"

I cleared my throat. "February's rule is that I can only have sex with Claire after a bull has," I explained. "And the all-year rule is that I can't come inside her mouth."

"Restrictions for you, not for me?" Marcus clarified, a hint of amusement in his voice.

"That's right," Claire said, finding her confidence. "Bulls get privileges that cucks don't."

Marcus nodded approvingly. "I like the way you think." He picked up the chocolate box. "Shall we take these somewhere more comfortable?"

Claire led us to the bedroom, where she'd already placed towels over our normally pristine duvet. Marcus set the chocolates on the nightstand and began unbuttoning his shirt, revealing inch after inch of muscled torso. It was so strange to see this black man ruling our marital place which had been our intimate sanctuary only.

"Come unwrap your Valentine's present," he said to Claire, who eagerly approached him, her hands running over his chest as she helped push the shirt from his shoulders.

I settled into the chair in the corner of our bedroom—the "cuck chair," as Claire sometimes called it—and watched as my wife explored another man's body. Marcus was built like a Greek statue, every muscle clearly defined, his dark skin almost gleaming in the soft bedroom lighting.

Claire's hands moved to his belt buckle, but Marcus stopped her. "Not yet," he said, taking the chocolate box and opening it. "Dylan, come here."

Surprised at being included so soon, I rose and approached. Marcus extracted one of the chocolate truffles and handed it to me.

"Melt this in your hand," he instructed. "Then I want you to drip it on my cock for your wife to lick off."

My pulse quickened as I accepted the chocolate, warming it between my palms until it began to soften. Meanwhile, Marcus stripped off his remaining clothes, revealing a cock that made me simultaneously envious and aroused—at least nine inches, thick, with pronounced veins running along its length.

Claire's eyes widened appreciatively. "Oh my," she breathed, licking her lips.

When the chocolate was sufficiently melted, Marcus guided my hand to his semi-hard cock. "Go on," he encouraged. "Prepare it for your wife."

I drizzled the melted chocolate over his shaft, watching as it coated the dark flesh in glistening streaks. My hands trembled slightly, acutely aware that I was touching another man's cock—something I'd never done with Luke.

"Now, Claire," Marcus commanded, "clean me up."

Claire dropped to her knees eagerly, her tongue darting out to lick the chocolate from his rapidly hardening length. She moaned at the combined taste of chocolate and man, her eyes fluttering closed as she worked her way from base to tip.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head. "Show your husband how much you love sucking cock."

I retreated to my chair, freeing my own erection as I watched my wife take Marcus's massive cock into her mouth. She struggled with the size, managing only about half before gagging slightly.

"Don't worry, baby," Marcus said, stroking her hair almost tenderly. "You'll get used to it."

Claire licked it from the tip to the huge black balls, letting her saliva wash off the chocolate. After a few minutes of Claire's enthusiastic oral attention, Marcus guided her to stand, then turned her around to face me. "Take those pretty panties off," he instructed, and Claire complied, hooking her thumbs into the waistband and sliding them down her legs.

Once she was naked from the waist down, Marcus positioned her on all fours on the bed, her ass high in the air, facing toward where I sat. From this angle, I could see everything—her glistening pussy, the trim strip of hair above it, the slight parting of her lips that indicated her arousal.

"Watch your husband while I taste you," Marcus told her, dropping to his knees behind her. "Let him see exactly what he's missing."

Claire locked eyes with me as Marcus spread her ass cheeks and buried his face between them. Her mouth fell open in a silent gasp, then morphed into a moan as his tongue found her sensitive spots. I stroked myself slowly, savoring the expression of pure pleasure that washed over my wife's face.

"Oh God," she whimpered as Marcus's tongue worked its magic. "Oh fuck, that feels amazing."

Marcus alternated between her pussy and her ass, licking broad strokes up her slit before circling her tight hole. Claire's thighs began to quiver, her knuckles white where she gripped the bedsheets.

"You taste even better than I imagined," Marcus said, coming up for air. "Your husband told me you were delicious, but damn."

The fact that we'd discussed Claire's taste sent another jolt of arousal through me. I hadn't even realized it until then, how intimate our gym conversations had become, how much I'd shared about my wife with this virtual stranger who was now feasting on her most private parts.

After thoroughly working Claire with his mouth, Marcus stood, his cock standing proudly at attention. "Ready for this?" he asked, slapping it lightly against her ass.

"Please," Claire begged, pushing back against him. "Please fuck me."

Marcus positioned himself at her entrance, the large head of his cock parting her lips. With one smooth motion, he pushed forward, burying himself halfway inside her. Claire gasped, her eyes widening as she looked back at me.

"So. Fucking. Big," she mouthed silently, before a loud moan escaped her as Marcus pushed deeper.

Soon he was pumping steadily, his large hands gripping her hips, pulling her back to meet each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled our bedroom, punctuated by Claire's increasingly vocal responses.

"You like this black cock?" Marcus asked, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that left a red handprint on her pale skin.

"Yes!" Claire cried out. "God, yes!"

Marcus established a rhythm, alternating between deep, grinding thrusts and faster, shallower ones. His hand came down on her ass again, harder this time, and Claire yelped.

"Count them," he commanded. "I want to hear you."

"One," Claire gasped as another slap landed. "Two... three!"

On the third slap, Claire's body went rigid, her mouth opening in a silent scream before a long, shuddering moan escaped her. I recognized the signs of her orgasm—the flush that spread across her chest, the way her toes curled, the slight arch of her back.

"Fuck, she's tight," Marcus groaned, maintaining his pace through her climax. "Squeezing my cock like a vise."

Once Claire's orgasm subsided, Marcus withdrew, his cock glistening with her juices. "Turn over," he instructed. "I want to see your face when you come again."

Claire complied, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs invitingly. Marcus positioned himself between them, pushing her knees back toward her chest to open her fully.

"Look at your husband," he said as he lined himself up again. "Let him see what he can't give you."

Claire turned her head toward me, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure, as Marcus thrust back inside her. From this angle, I could see the stark contrast of his dark cock disappearing into her pale body, stretching her in ways I never could.

"It's been a while since I've had tight white pussy like this," Marcus remarked, establishing a steady rhythm. He looked over at me, a knowing smile on his face. "Thanks for the opportunity, Dylan."

There was something incredibly arousing about being thanked for the use of my wife, as if she were a prized possession I was generously sharing. My cock throbbed painfully as I watched Marcus pound into Claire, her breasts bouncing with each impact.

Claire's second orgasm built more slowly than the first. Marcus seemed to sense it, adjusting his angle and speed to target her most sensitive spots. Her breathing became more ragged, her moans higher-pitched.

"I'm close," she warned, her hands gripping Marcus's forearms.

"Come on my cock," he encouraged, driving into her with renewed vigor. "Show your husband what a real man can do for you."

That was all it took. Claire's back arched off the bed, a scream tearing from her throat as her body convulsed around Marcus's cock. Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, waves of pleasure visibly washing over her as Marcus maintained his relentless pace.

As her climax began to ebb, Marcus's rhythm faltered. "I'm gonna fill this pussy up," he growled, his muscles tensing. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his expression one of intense concentration as he emptied himself inside my wife.

For several moments, they remained frozen like that, connected, both panting heavily. Then Marcus slowly withdrew, his cock still semi-hard and wet with their combined fluids. A trickle of his cum followed, leaking from Claire's well-used pussy onto the towel beneath her.

"That was..." Claire began, seemingly at a loss for words.

"Just the beginning," Marcus finished for her, already reaching for his clothes. He dressed quickly, efficiently, as though what had just transpired was a routine business meeting. "I should get going. Early meeting tomorrow."

Claire and I exchanged surprised glances at his casual departure, but neither of us protested. Once dressed, Marcus leaned down and gave Claire a brief but intense kiss.

"Thanks for a memorable Valentine's Day," he said, straightening up. "Dylan, walk me out?"

I tucked my still-hard cock back into my pants and followed him to the door, unsure what to expect.

"Your wife is something else," Marcus said quietly once we were out of earshot. "I'd be very interested in continuing this arrangement."

"I think that can be arranged," I replied, my voice slightly hoarse.

With a nod and a knowing smile, Marcus left, and I hurried back to the bedroom where Claire lay sprawled on the bed, looking thoroughly satisfied.

"February rule," she reminded me, spreading her legs to reveal her pussy, still leaking Marcus's cum. "Your turn, hubby."

I didn't need to be told twice. I stripped in record time and positioned myself between her thighs. Her pussy was red, swollen, and slick with Marcus's seed—the epitome of "sloppy seconds," and it made my cock throb with anticipation.

I slid in easily, her channel still loose from Marcus's substantial girth. The warm, wet feeling of another man's cum surrounding my cock was unlike anything I'd experienced before—more intimate somehow than watching, more humiliating and arousing than hearing about it afterward.

"How does it feel?" Claire asked, her voice languid. "Fucking your wife's pussy after a real man has had his way with it?"

"Amazing," I admitted, already feeling my orgasm building after so much visual stimulation. "So fucking hot."

"You're not going to last, are you?" Claire teased, clenching her muscles around me.

She was right. After just a few thrusts into her cum-filled pussy, I exploded, adding my seed to Marcus's, groaning as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

Afterward, lying beside Claire, both of us catching our breath, she turned to me with a satisfied smile. "I think Marcus is a keeper," she said. "Don't you?"

"Definitely," I agreed, my mind already racing with possibilities for our next encounter. "Definitely a keeper."
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The week after Valentine's Day passed in a blur of spreadsheets, tax forms, and endless client meetings. February was always hell for accountants, but this year's closing period hit particularly hard. I spent twelve-hour days hunched over my laptop, eyes burning from staring at numbers that refused to balance. But even as I drowned in fiscal reports and quarterly projections, my mind kept drifting to images of Marcus—his powerful body dominating my wife, his dark hands gripping her pale hips, his knowing smile when I passed him in the gym locker room two days after he'd filled my wife with cum.

Claire wasn't faring much better in her own professional hell. A flu outbreak had overwhelmed her hospital, leaving her pulling double shifts and coming home so exhausted she'd barely manage to shower before collapsing into bed. Our sex life—even the limited version permitted under February's rule—had ground to a halt under the combined pressure of our careers.

But that didn't stop my obsessive thoughts. If anything, the stress and exhaustion made me more susceptible to them, my mind seeking escape in vivid replays of Valentine's Day. During conference calls, I'd find myself staring blankly at the wall, hearing Claire's gasps as Marcus entered her. While reviewing financial statements, I'd suddenly remember the contrast of his dark skin against her pale thighs, and my cock would stiffen painfully against my suit pants.

By Wednesday, the most brutal day of an already punishing week, I was strung out on caffeine and sexual frustration. My boss had just dumped another client's disorganized records on my desk, demanding a full audit by the end of day. The files were a mess—receipts stuffed haphazardly into envelopes, handwritten notes impossible to decipher, years of sloppy bookkeeping that I was somehow expected to untangle in hours.

"I need a fucking break," I muttered, pushing back from my desk after forty minutes of fruitless sorting. My head pounded, and my cock had been semi-hard for hours, distracted by errant thoughts of Marcus and Claire. I grabbed my phone and headed for the bathroom, the only place I could find a moment's privacy in the open-plan office.

The executive washroom was empty, thank god. I locked myself in the furthest stall, leaned against the wall, and closed my eyes. Immediately, images of Marcus flooded my mind—not just memories of Valentine's Day, but fantasies of what might happen next time. My hand moved to my crotch, rubbing my hardening cock through my slacks.

I hadn't planned to jerk off at work, but suddenly it seemed like the only thing that would clear my head. I unzipped, freeing my erection, and began stroking slowly, replaying the highlight reel from Valentine's Day—Marcus's massive cock sliding into Claire's pussy, her face contorted in an expression of pleasure I rarely saw when we had sex. The memory of her second orgasm, the scream she tried to muffle against her arm as Marcus pounded relentlessly into her.

But my mind didn't stop at memories. It conjured new scenarios, things we hadn't done yet but that I desperately wanted to see. I imagined Marcus fucking Claire's ass, something she'd only let me do once, on our anniversary, after several glasses of wine. In my fantasy, she took him eagerly, begging for it, telling him how much bigger he was than her husband.

"Fuck her ass," I whispered to myself, my strokes becoming faster, more urgent. "Show her what a real man feels like."

I imagined watching them from that same chair in the corner of our bedroom, stroking myself as Claire submitted completely to Marcus's will. In my fantasy, he looked over at me while balls-deep in my wife's ass, that same knowing smile he now gave me at the gym.

That smile. It had changed everything about our gym interactions. Before Valentine's Day, Marcus had been friendly, respectful—a workout buddy who pushed me harder than I'd push myself. Now there was an additional layer to every interaction, an unspoken acknowledgment that he had seen my wife naked, had made her come harder than I ever could, had left his seed inside her.

The first time I saw him after Valentine's Day, he'd been benching an impressive amount while I spotted him. "Your wife's got quite a body," he'd said casually between sets, as if commenting on the weather. "Those thighs of hers could probably crush a man's head." He'd laughed, adding, "Lucky for me she chose to wrap them around my waist instead."

The casual way he referred to fucking my wife, right there in the middle of the gym, had made my face burn and my cock stiffen embarrassingly in my workout shorts. Marcus had noticed, of course. He noticed everything.

Now, locked in a bathroom stall at my corporate office, I stroked myself furiously to the memory of that conversation, of the other comments he'd made since—always just quiet enough that only I could hear, always with that hint of dominance that reminded me of my place.

"You know she asked for my number, right?" he'd told me yesterday, as we were changing in the locker room. "Said she might need to 'consult' with me even when you're working late."

I wasn't sure if he was telling the truth or just stoking the flames of my humiliation kink, but it didn't matter. The thought of Claire texting Marcus behind my back, arranging private meetings where I wouldn't be watching from the corner—it should have made me jealous, angry even. Instead, it made me leak pre-cum into my palm as I pumped my cock in the office bathroom.

What kind of man was I, getting off on the idea of my wife cheating on me? Not just with my permission, but potentially without my knowledge or presence? The question only excited me more, pushing me closer to the edge.

I pictured Marcus at the gym, the way he'd nod at me now when we passed each other, a slight upward tilt of his chin that somehow conveyed everything: "I fucked your wife. She loved it. She wants more. And you're going to let me."

And I would. God help me, I would.

My orgasm hit me suddenly, intensely. I barely had time to grab a handful of toilet paper before I was shooting into it, my body shuddering with each pulse, my teeth clenched to keep from making noise that might alert any coworkers who entered the bathroom.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, leaving me panting against the stall wall, a mix of emotions washed over me—satisfaction, embarrassment, a strange pride in being part of something so taboo and exciting. I cleaned myself up, tucked my softening cock back into my pants, and straightened my tie, trying to compose myself before returning to my desk.

I checked my reflection in the bathroom mirror. I looked the same as always—average height, slim build, brown hair neatly combed, glasses slightly askew. Nothing in my appearance screamed "I just jerked off thinking about my gym buddy fucking my wife." No one would know.

But Marcus would know. Somehow, he always seemed to know when I'd been thinking about him and Claire. It was as if he could smell it on me, this desperate arousal, this need to be humiliated and included at the same time.

I returned to my desk with renewed focus, the release having temporarily cleared my head. I attacked the messy client files with fresh determination, organizing receipts and deciphering scrawled notes with surprising efficiency. But even as I worked, in the back of my mind, I was already anticipating my next gym session with Marcus, wondering what new comments he might make, what new fantasies he might inspire.
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“No oral sex for hubby.”
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I trudged up the driveway with grocery bags digging into my fingers, a nagging disappointment sitting heavy in my chest. March had arrived, and February had slipped away without me arranging another date with a bull for Claire. My cock stirred at the thought of watching my wife being taken by another man again—the way her face contorted in pleasure, the sounds she made that I never could draw from her. As I fumbled with the keys, I heard something from inside our house—a rhythmic thumping, followed by what sounded unmistakably like my wife's moan.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I pushed the door open. The sounds grew louder, more insistent. They were coming from the kitchen. I set the grocery bags down in the hallway, my fingers trembling slightly as I moved toward the noise. Part of me already knew what I would find, and my cock hardened painfully against my jeans at the thought.

"Fuck me harder! God, yes, right there!"

Claire's voice, desperate and raw, made my mouth go dry. I stepped into the kitchen doorway and froze. My wife—my beautiful, professional Claire—was bent over our kitchen counter, her skirt hiked up around her waist, her panties dangling from one ankle. And behind her stood Luke, his muscular body tensed as he drove into her again and again. His hands gripped her waist, pulling her back onto his cock with each powerful thrust.

Neither of them noticed me at first. I stood there, rooted to the spot, watching Luke's thick shaft disappear inside my wife, her ass jiggling with each impact. My cock strained against my zipper, begging for release.

"Oh, look who's home," Luke said suddenly, a smirk spreading across his face as he spotted me. He didn't stop fucking Claire, if anything, he increased his pace. "Hope you don't mind, cucky. I was in town checking on a construction site and thought I'd drop by to do my bull duty."

Claire turned her head, her face flushed and hair disheveled. Her eyes met mine, glazed with lust. "Dylan," she gasped between thrusts. "Luke... surprised me... Oh God... So good..."

I finally managed to move, carrying the grocery bags to the counter beside them. My hands shook as I set them down, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight of my wife being fucked right there in our kitchen.

"Want a piece of this, cuck?" Luke asked, yanking Claire's hair back, making her yelp. "Your wife's mouth is free. Why don't you stick your little dick in there while I handle the important end?"

Before I could respond, Claire moaned and shook her head. "No... can't..." she panted. "March rule... remember? No oral for... for hubby this month."

Luke's laughter filled the kitchen, deep and mocking. "Are you fucking kidding me? You've got rules for your cuck husband? That's priceless." He slapped Claire's ass hard, leaving a red handprint on her flesh. "Hear that, Dylan? Your wife's mouth is off-limits to you. But I bet she'd suck my cock in a heartbeat if I wanted."

"Yes," Claire whimpered, confirming his taunt and sending a jolt of humiliation and arousal straight to my groin.

Luke grabbed Claire's wrists then, pulling them behind her back and holding them there with one hand. The position forced her chest lower onto the counter, her ass higher in the air. "This is how a real man fucks a woman," he growled, driving into her with renewed force. "Watch and learn, cucky."

I backed into the corner of my own kitchen, my hand moving to my crotch almost involuntarily. I rubbed myself through my jeans, watching as Luke dominated my wife on the counter where I prepared our meals. Claire's breasts bounced with each thrust, her lipstick smeared across her face, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy.

"Go ahead, jerk off," Luke taunted, his eyes finding mine as he continued to pound into Claire. "That's all you're good for anyway. Watching a real man satisfy your wife and playing with yourself in the corner."

I unzipped my pants with shaking fingers and pulled out my cock. It was painfully hard, pre-cum already leaking from the tip. I stroked myself furiously, my eyes locked on the obscene display before me.

"Look at your husband, Claire," Luke ordered, yanking her head up by her hair. "Look at the pathetic cuck jerking his little dick while I fuck you."

Claire's eyes found mine, and the raw lust in them nearly made me come right then. "Dylan," she moaned. "I love... watching you... watch us."

Luke's pace became more erratic, his breathing heavier. "I'm going to fill your wife's pussy, cuck," he growled at me. "Going to pump her full of my cum. Would you like that?"

"Yes," I whispered, stroking faster.

"What was that? I couldn't hear you." Luke slammed into Claire particularly hard, making her cry out.

"Yes!" I said louder, my hand a blur on my cock. "Please!"

Luke threw his head back, a primal roar escaping his throat as he came. "Fuck! Take it all, you hot fucking slut!" His hips jerked erratically as he emptied himself inside my wife. Claire whimpered beneath him, her body trembling with each pulse of his cock.

After a moment, Luke pulled out and stepped back, his semi-hard cock glistening with his cum and Claire's juices. Claire remained bent over the counter, panting, her legs spread, her pussy visibly leaking his seed.

Luke pointed at me, then at Claire's dripping sex. "Clean-up duty, cucky. Get over here and lick my cum out of your wife's pussy."

I nearly tripped over my pants around my ankles as I rushed to obey. Dropping to my knees behind Claire, I stared at her used pussy, swollen and red from Luke's rough fucking, white cum dripping from her opening and down her thighs.

"What are you waiting for?" Luke demanded. "Eat it."

I leaned forward and pressed my tongue against Claire's opening, tasting the mixture of her juices and Luke's cum. The tangy, salty flavor made my cock throb. I lapped eagerly at her folds, gathering as much of Luke's seed as I could.

"That's it," Claire moaned, reaching between her legs to rub her clit as I tongued her. "Clean me up, Dylan. Show Luke what a good cuck you are."

I worked my tongue deeper inside her, still stroking my cock with one hand as I ate her out. Luke's cum was bitter and thick, but I swallowed it down eagerly, the degradation of the act pushing me closer to the edge.

"Look at him go," Luke laughed, moving to our refrigerator. I heard him open it and the distinctive sound of a beer being cracked open. My beer—the craft IPA I'd been saving. "Fucking cleanup cuck. Never seen someone so happy to eat another man's cum."

Claire's hips began to buck against my face as her fingers worked her clit faster. "I'm going to cum," she gasped. "Don't stop, Dylan. Don't you dare stop!"

I doubled my efforts, licking and sucking at her pussy while Luke watched and drank my beer. The combination of Claire's moans, the taste of another man's cum, and the utter humiliation of the situation pushed me over the edge. With a strangled groan, I came hard, shooting ropes of cum onto our kitchen floor as Claire shuddered through her own orgasm above me.

"Oh God, yes!" Claire cried out, her thighs clamping around my head as she rode out her climax on my tongue. When she finally relaxed, she turned around and stroked my hair affectionately. "Thank you for that wonderful licking, Dylan. You're such a good husband."

Luke snorted from where he was now lounging against our counter, drinking my beer. "Good husband? More like a good little cuck." He gestured at the mess I'd made on the floor. "Look at that. Came without even being touched by a woman. Pathetic."

I remained on my knees, cum cooling on the tile beneath me, my face shiny with the mixture of Claire's juices and Luke's seed. Despite his mocking words—or perhaps because of them—I felt a strange sense of satisfaction, of rightness. This was my place now. Cleaning up after my wife's bull, jerking off in corners, being denied the pleasures freely given to other men.

"You know what?" Luke said, finishing my beer in one long gulp. "I'm glad I decided to drop by. This was fun." He pulled up his pants and zipped them, giving Claire a slap on the ass as she straightened her clothes. "I might be in town for a few more days. Don't be surprised if I stop by again."

Claire smiled at him, still flushed from her orgasm. "You're welcome anytime, Luke. Right, Dylan?"

I nodded, finally standing up on shaky legs. "Right," I agreed, my voice hoarse.

The door closed behind him, leaving Claire and me alone in the kitchen. My cum on the floor. Luke's cum in my stomach. And somehow, I couldn't wait for him to return.
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Two days after Luke's visit, I finally got Claire to myself. She came home early from the hospital, her doctor's coat exchanged for a simple sundress that hugged her curves in all the right places. The house still held whispers of Luke's presence—the phantom sounds of her moans, the imagined scent of their sex in the kitchen. But tonight, she was mine again. At least for a while. Her smile when she saw me waiting held a new spark, something that hadn't been there before we started this lifestyle. Like she was seeing me through new eyes—not just as her husband, but as her accomplice in decadence.

"I've been thinking about you all day," she said, slipping her arms around my neck. Her body pressed against mine, warm and familiar yet somehow new. "About us."

I kissed her deeply, tasting the mint of her afternoon coffee. My hands found the small of her back, sliding down to cup her ass through the thin fabric of her dress. "I've barely thought of anything else," I admitted, feeling her smile against my lips.

We didn't make it to the bedroom. The couch caught us, Claire straddling my lap as we tore at each other's clothes with an urgency that surprised me. This wasn't our usual rhythm—we'd always been good together, but something had changed. There was a hunger in the way she looked at me, like she was seeing parts of me she'd never noticed before.

Her dress pooled around her waist as she ground against me, her panties already soaked through. I pushed them aside and slid my fingers into her slick heat, finding her still slightly swollen from Luke's visit.

"God, you're so wet already," I groaned, my cock straining painfully against my boxers.

Claire's eyes locked with mine as she reached down to free me. "It's you, Dylan," she whispered, positioning herself above me. "This lifestyle—what we're doing—it's making me see you differently." She sank down onto me in one fluid motion, both of us gasping as I filled her. "Making me want you more."

I gripped her hips as she began to ride me, slow and deliberate. "Tell me," I urged, entranced by the flush spreading across her chest, the way her breasts bounced with each movement. "Tell me what's different."

Claire leaned forward, her hair creating a curtain around our faces, her hips never stopping their delicious rhythm. "Before, you were just my husband," she said, her voice husky. "Dependable. Safe." She clenched around me, making me moan. "But now I see how brave you are. How secure. How fucking hot it is that you can watch another man take me and not just accept it, but get off on it."

My hands slid up to her breasts, pinching her nipples the way I knew she liked. "And you?" I asked. "What's it like for you, being with them and then coming home to me?"

Claire threw her head back, riding me harder. "It's like having two worlds," she panted. "The wild, raw fucking I get from them, and then this—" she rotated her hips in a way that made my toes curl "—this connection that's only ours. It's deeper now. More honest."

I thrust up into her, matching her pace. "Even when I'm cleaning another man's cum from inside you?"

"Especially then," she moaned, her hands braced on my chest. "God, Dylan, you don't know what it does to me, seeing you on your knees, so eager to taste what he left inside me."

The image flashed in my mind—Luke pounding into Claire, filling her with his seed, my tongue lapping eagerly at her used pussy—and I felt my orgasm building at the base of my spine.

Claire sensed my approaching climax and slowed her movements, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "You know," she said, her voice dropping to a teasing whisper, "it's such a shame I can't suck your cock this month. March rule."

My hips jerked involuntarily at her words. "Fuck," I groaned, my hands tightening on her waist.

"I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you?" She leaned close, her breath hot against my ear. "My mouth wrapped around you while you think about Luke fucking me. But you'll have to wait until April. Those are the rules we agreed on."

Something about the denial, about her acknowledging the power she had over me, pushed me right to the edge. "Claire, I'm going to—"

"Come inside me," she demanded, suddenly riding me hard and fast. "Fill me up, Dylan. Show me how much you love being my cuck husband."

I exploded inside her with a force that made me cry out, my fingers digging into her flesh as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Claire continued to move, milking every last drop as I pulsed inside her. The smirk on her face told me she knew exactly what she'd done, how she'd used my kink to give me one of the most intense orgasms I'd ever experienced.

After, as we lay tangled together on the couch, my softening cock still inside her, Claire kissed me tenderly. "I love you," she murmured against my lips. "More now than ever."

I held her close, breathing in her scent. "I love you too," I said, meaning it more than I ever had.

—-
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The weekend found us at Madeline's, a small French restaurant with intimate lighting and discreet service. Claire wore a black dress that reminded me of the night we first met—conservative at first glance, but with a slit that revealed flashes of thigh when she moved. I couldn't stop staring at her across the table as she sipped her wine, her eyes gleaming with secrets.

"What?" she asked, catching me watching her.

I shook my head, smiling. "Just thinking about how lucky I am."

She reached across the table, her fingers tracing patterns on the back of my hand. "We're both lucky," she said. "Not many couples find something that makes both of them this happy."

The waiter delivered our entrées—coq au vin for her, steak for me—and disappeared with practiced efficiency. As soon as he was out of earshot, Claire leaned forward, her voice dropping to ensure only I could hear.

"I can't stop thinking about what happened with Luke," she admitted, her cheeks flushing. "The way he just showed up and took what he wanted."

My cock stirred beneath the table as I cut into my steak. "Tell me what you enjoyed most," I encouraged her, keeping my voice equally low.

Claire took a bite of her chicken, chewing thoughtfully. "The surprise of it," she said after swallowing. "The way he didn't even ask, just bent me over our counter and pulled up my skirt." She took a sip of her wine, her eyes never leaving mine. "And you walking in on us. The look on your face, Dylan—shock and arousal and this incredible hunger."

"I loved watching him use you," I confessed, shifting in my seat to accommodate my growing erection. "Seeing you bent over like that, taking him so deep."

Claire's foot found mine under the table, sliding up my calf. "And after," she continued, her voice dropping even lower. "When he ordered you to clean me up. God, Dylan, the eagerness on your face. Like you couldn't wait to taste his cum in me."

I had to take a long drink of water to compose myself. "I couldn't," I admitted. "It was humiliating and arousing at the same time."

"I have other fantasies," Claire said suddenly, setting down her fork. "Things I haven't told you about yet."

My heart raced. "Like what?"

She bit her lower lip, hesitating. "I want to be shared. By two men at once." Her eyes met mine, gauging my reaction. "Luke and Marcus, maybe. One in my pussy, one in my ass. While you watch."

The image hit me like a physical blow—Claire sandwiched between our two bulls, being stretched and filled from both ends while I sat in the corner, allowed only to observe. My cock throbbed painfully against my zipper.

"Or maybe," she continued, emboldened by my obvious arousal, "you could participate a little. Not with your cock, of course. But your tongue. Licking my clit while one of them fucks me. Or licking Marcus's balls while he pounds me from behind."

"Claire," I whispered, my voice strained. "If you don't stop, I'm going to embarrass myself right here in this restaurant."

She laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down my spine. "Poor baby," she teased, reaching for her wine again. "I'd offer to help you out in the bathroom, but..." She gave an exaggerated sigh. "The March rule."

"Check, please," I called to our waiter, making Claire laugh again.

The drive home was torture, Claire's hand resting high on my thigh, occasionally brushing against my erection as she continued to whisper filthy scenarios in my ear. By the time we made it through our front door, I was ready to explode.

I dropped to my knees in the hallway, pushing Claire against the wall and hiking up her dress. Her panties were soaked through, evidence of how much our dinner conversation had affected her too. I pulled them aside and buried my face in her pussy, licking and sucking with desperate enthusiasm.

"Yes," she hissed, her fingers tangling in my hair. "That's it, Dylan. Show me what a good husband you are."

I devoured her, lapping at her folds and circling her clit with my tongue, all the while imagining Luke and Marcus taking turns with her, using her holes while I watched. Claire's thighs trembled around my head as she approached her climax, her moans growing louder.

"Inside," she gasped suddenly, pulling me up. "I need you inside me when I come."

We stumbled to the bedroom, shedding clothes as we went. I pushed Claire onto our bed and entered her in one swift thrust, both of us groaning at the sensation. As I began to move within her, my mind filled with images of Luke bending her over our kitchen counter, his powerful hips slapping against her ass as he claimed her.

"Harder," Claire demanded, her nails raking down my back. "Fuck me like Luke did."

I increased my pace, driving into her with all the force I could muster. The bed rocked beneath us, headboard slamming against the wall as I pounded into my wife, both of us lost in the fantasy of her being taken by another man.

"Next time," she panted, her inner walls beginning to clench around me, "next time I want you to watch Luke fuck my ass while Marcus takes my pussy. Would you like that, cuck husband?"

My orgasm hit me like a freight train, her filthy words pushing me over the edge. I drove deep inside her and emptied myself, Claire following moments later with a scream that probably woke the neighbors.

As we lay together afterward, sweaty and sated, I marveled at how our relationship had transformed. This new dynamic between us—the cuckolding, the rules, the shared fantasies—had awakened something in both of us, something raw and honest and surprisingly intimate.

And I couldn't wait to see where it would take us next.
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"Marcus's birthday is coming up next week," Claire announced, sipping her morning coffee as she scrolled through her phone. Her brown hair was still mussed from sleep, falling in soft waves around her shoulders. I glanced up from my newspaper, a flutter of anticipation already stirring in my gut. "I've been thinking," she continued, her eyes meeting mine with that mischievous glint that had become more common since we'd started our cuckolding lifestyle, "I want to give him my ass as a present." She said it so matter-of-factly, like she was suggesting bringing a bottle of wine to a dinner party. My coffee cup froze halfway to my lips, my cock immediately hardening beneath the table.

"Your... your ass?" I stammered, setting my cup down before I spilled it.

Claire nodded, her expression serious despite the wickedness in her eyes. "Marcus has been hinting at it for weeks. And I think I'm ready." She reached across the table to take my hand. "But I'll need your help preparing. It has to be perfect."

My mouth went dry at the thought of Claire offering her ass to Marcus—something she'd only let me do on rare occasions, usually after much coaxing and several glasses of wine. Yet here she was, planning to give it to our bull as a birthday gift. The mixture of jealousy and arousal that coursed through me was becoming familiar, a heady cocktail I couldn't get enough of.

"What do you need me to do?" I asked, my voice hoarse with desire.

Claire's smile widened. "We're going to need to do some shopping."

That's how I found myself in La Perla on a Saturday afternoon, sitting on a plush velvet chair outside the fitting rooms while Claire tried on various pieces of lingerie. Each time she emerged, she'd do a slow turn, modeling the garments for my approval—though we both knew the real approval would come from Marcus.

"What do you think about this one?" she asked, stepping out in a sheer red bodysuit that left nothing to the imagination. The material hugged her curves, the lacy pattern drawing the eye to her nipples and the neatly trimmed triangle between her legs.

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, painfully aware of my erection and the curious glances from the saleswoman. "It's perfect," I managed to say. "Marcus will love it."

Claire smiled, turning to examine herself in the mirror. "I think so too. Red is his favorite color on me." She lowered her voice, meeting my eyes in the reflection. "He says it makes my ass look especially fuckable."

The saleswoman cleared her throat nearby, pretending not to have heard. Claire just laughed, unashamed, and went back into the fitting room to change. I sat there with my coat strategically placed over my lap, thinking about Marcus's large hands gripping my wife's ass, spreading her cheeks, pushing his thick black cock into her tight hole while she moaned his name.

Our next stop was a craft beer shop, where we picked up several bottles of Marcus's favorite IPA—an expensive, small-batch brew that was hard to find. I carried the heavy bag, following Claire like an obedient puppy as she led us to our final destination: an upscale sex shop tucked discreetly between a bookstore and a café.

The interior was sleek and modern, more boutique than the seedy adult stores I'd imagined. Claire moved through the space with confidence, heading straight for a display of anal toys. She picked up a stainless steel butt plug, the metal gleaming under the soft lighting, and showed it to me.

"This one," she said decisively. "It's heavy, which will make the sensation more intense, and Marcus will love how it looks in me." She handed it to me, the cool metal warming quickly in my palm. It was substantial—not the largest they had, but certainly bigger than I'd expected for preparation.

I swallowed hard. "Are you sure you can take this?"

Claire's smile held a hint of challenge. "With your help, I can."

We returned home with our purchases, and Claire wasted no time in putting me to work. She laid out the lingerie on our bed, placed the beer in the refrigerator, and then turned to me with the butt plug in her hand.

"Time to get me ready," she said, her voice husky with anticipation. She stripped down to nothing, her body golden in the afternoon light streaming through our bedroom windows. Lying back on the bed, she spread her legs, offering herself to me. "Start with your tongue."

I knelt between her thighs, my heart pounding as I stared at her exposed holes. My wife's pussy was already slick with arousal, her asshole puckered and tight. I leaned forward, running my tongue from her clit down to her perineum, then circling her rear entrance.

"That's it," she encouraged, her fingers tangling in my hair. "Get it nice and wet."

I worked my tongue against her tight ring, feeling it gradually relax under my ministrations. Claire moaned above me, her hips lifting to give me better access. I pressed the flat of my tongue against her hole, then pointed it, gradually working the tip inside her.

"God, Dylan," she gasped. "Your tongue feels amazing."

I continued licking and probing, adding my fingers to the mix, first one, then two, working them into her ass while I licked around them. Claire writhed on the bed, her hand moving to rub her clit as I prepared her back entrance. The sight of my fingers disappearing into my wife's ass while she pleasured herself had me straining against my pants.

When she was sufficiently relaxed, I reached for the lubricant we'd bought at the sex shop. I coated the steel plug generously, then positioned it at her entrance.

"Ready?" I asked, my voice thick with desire.

Claire nodded, her eyes half-closed in pleasure. "Do it."

I pressed the plug forward, watching as her body resisted, then gradually yielded, swallowing the metal toy inch by inch until it was fully seated, the jeweled base nestled between her cheeks.

"How does it feel?" I asked, my hand moving to unzip my pants, desperate for relief.

Claire sighed, adjusting to the fullness. "Like I'm being stretched just enough. Marcus will be able to slide right in." She opened her eyes fully, noticing my movement. "What do you think you're doing?"

I froze, my hand on my zipper. "I thought... maybe we could..."

She sat up carefully, mindful of the plug inside her. "Dylan, you know the rules. This ass is Marcus's birthday present. I can't let you have it first."

My cock throbbed painfully against my zipper. "What about a quick blowjob then? Just to take the edge off?"

Claire shook her head, a sympathetic but firm expression on her face. "The March rule, remember? No oral for hubby." She stood up, walking gingerly to the closet. "Instead, I need you to get dressed in your best suit. You're going to be our butler tonight."

I stared at her, torn between frustration and arousal. "Butler?"

"Yes," she said, pulling out one of my expensive suits—the one I usually wore to important business meetings. "Marcus wants the full experience. You'll serve us drinks, cater to our needs, and..." she paused, a wicked smile playing on her lips, "perform whatever services we require."

An hour later, I was dressed in my tailored black suit, complete with a bow tie that felt too tight around my neck. Claire had changed into the red lingerie, the butt plug still nestled inside her, hidden from view but obvious in the careful way she moved. We'd prepared the living room—dimmed lights, candles, soft music playing in the background.

The doorbell rang at exactly eight o'clock. Marcus was nothing if not punctual.

"Get the door," Claire instructed, settling herself on the couch in a pose that highlighted her long legs and the curve of her breasts beneath the sheer material.

I opened the door to find Marcus standing there, tall and imposing in dark jeans and a fitted button-down shirt that accentuated his muscular build. His dark eyes swept over me dismissively before moving past to where Claire waited.

"Happy birthday, Marcus," I said, stepping aside to let him in.

He brushed past me without acknowledgment, his attention fixed entirely on my wife. "Claire," he said, his deep voice sending a visible shiver through her. "You look delicious."

Claire smiled up at him, her posture submissive yet somehow commanding at the same time. "I'm your birthday present," she said simply. "Unwrap me however you like."

Marcus's gaze returned to me, a smirk playing on his lips. "And what's your husband's role tonight?"

"Dylan's our butler," Claire explained. "He's here to serve us in any way we need."

Marcus nodded, clearly pleased by this arrangement. "Then butler, fetch me one of those craft beers I like. Cold, on a silver tray."

I hurried to obey, retrieving one of the IPAs from the refrigerator and placing it on the small silver serving tray we usually reserved for special occasions. When I returned, Marcus had seated himself beside Claire, his large hand resting possessively on her thigh.

"Your beer, sir," I said, offering him the tray.

He took the beer without looking at me, his eyes fixed on Claire as he twisted off the cap. "Tell me about my present," he said to her, taking a long sip.

Claire shifted slightly, a small gasp escaping her as the movement jostled the plug inside her. "I've prepared something special for you," she said, her voice breathy with anticipation. She stood up and turned around, bending over slightly to display her ass to him. "Look closely."

Marcus's eyes widened as he noticed the jeweled base of the butt plug peeking out from beneath the thin strip of her thong. He set his beer down and reached out, running his finger around the edge where metal met flesh.

"You've been stretching yourself for me," he observed, his voice thick with desire.

"Dylan helped," Claire admitted, looking back over her shoulder at me. "He used his tongue to get me ready."

Marcus laughed, a deep, rich sound that filled the room. "Did he now? And did he enjoy preparing his wife's ass for another man's cock?"

I nodded, my face burning with humiliation and arousal.

"Show me how you did it," Marcus commanded suddenly, turning to me. "Remove the plug. With your mouth."

My heart hammered in my chest as I approached my wife, now bent over the arm of the couch. Marcus moved to stand in front of her, unzipping his jeans and freeing his already hardening cock.

"Suck me while your husband removes your plug," he instructed Claire, who eagerly opened her mouth to accommodate him.

I knelt behind my wife, facing her perfect ass. With trembling hands, I pushed aside the thin material of her thong, revealing the jeweled base of the butt plug nestled between her cheeks. I leaned forward, taking the base between my teeth, and gently tugged.

Claire moaned around Marcus's cock as the plug began to slide out, her body resisting briefly before yielding. I kept a steady pressure, pulling back slowly until the widest part stretched her opening obscenely, then finally popped free. I held it in my mouth, the metal warm and tasting faintly of my wife's most intimate flavor.

"Good boy," Marcus said condescendingly. "Now go kneel in the corner with that plug in your mouth while I enjoy my present."

I moved to the corner of the room, still holding the butt plug between my teeth, the weight of it stretching my jaw. From this position, I had a perfect view of Marcus positioning himself behind Claire, his massive cock looking almost menacing as he pressed it against her prepared hole.

"Look at your husband," Marcus commanded Claire as he began to push forward. "Look at him while I take what he helped prepare."

Claire turned her head, her eyes finding mine as Marcus's cock breached her ass. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream, her face a mixture of pain and pleasure that I'd never seen before—not even when I'd taken her this way myself.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned, his hands gripping Claire's hips as he pushed deeper. "Your ass is so tight. Even after the plug, you're gripping me like a vise."

I watched, unable to look away, as Marcus began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force. Claire's moans filled the room, punctuated by the obscene sound of skin slapping against skin. The butt plug felt heavy in my mouth, a constant reminder of my role in this—I had prepared my wife for another man's pleasure, and now I was relegated to watching from the corner while he took what I had helped ready.

"Tell your husband how it feels," Marcus demanded, his pace increasing, his muscular body tensing with each thrust.

"So good," Claire gasped between our bull’s thrusts, her eyes still locked with mine. "So full, Dylan. His cock... is stretching me... so much more... than the plug did."

Marcus laughed, slapping Claire's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Of course it is. I bet your husband's little dick barely touches the sides when he fucks your ass."

I should have felt humiliated—and part of me did—but the overwhelming sensation was one of perverse pride. I had helped create this moment, had prepared my wife for this pleasure she was so clearly experiencing. My own cock strained painfully against my suit pants, desperate for contact.

"I want to see your face when I fuck your ass," Marcus said suddenly, withdrawing from Claire. "On the bed. Now."

They moved to our bedroom—our marital bed—with me following behind, still obediently holding the plug in my mouth. Claire lay back on our bed, the red lingerie a stark contrast against our white sheets. Marcus positioned himself between her legs, lifting them up and back to expose her now-gaping asshole.

"Look at that," he said, glancing back at me. "See how open she is for me? That's what a well-fucked ass looks like."

He pressed his cock against her entrance again, sliding in more easily this time. Claire cried out, her back arching off the bed as Marcus began to thrust with abandon. The sight of my wife being taken so thoroughly on our bed, the bed where we'd made love countless times, was both devastating and arousing beyond measure.

"Play with your clit," Marcus commanded her. "Make yourself come on my cock."

Claire's hand moved between her legs, her fingers circling her clit as Marcus pounded into her ass. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, her body tensing as she approached her climax.

"Oh God, Marcus! I'm coming!" she screamed, her body convulsing around his cock.

Marcus's rhythm faltered as Claire's orgasm triggered his own. "Fuck!" he roared, driving deep into her one final time. "Take your bull's load deep in your ass!"

I watched as Marcus emptied himself inside my wife, his muscular body tensing with each pulse of his orgasm. When he finally pulled his still huge cock out, Claire's asshole remained open, a trickle of his semen already leaking out.

Marcus turned to me, his expression one of smug satisfaction. "Cleanup duty, cuck. Get over here and lick my cum from your wife's ass."

I approached the bed, removing the plug from my mouth and setting it aside. Kneeling between Claire's spread legs, I stared at her used hole, puffy and red from Marcus's rough treatment, white cum oozing slowly from within.

"Do it," Claire encouraged, her voice soft but commanding. "Clean my back door up, Dylan."

I leaned forward and pressed my tongue against her abused opening, tasting the bitter saltiness of Marcus's seed mixed with the lubricant we'd used earlier. I lapped eagerly, pushing my tongue inside to gather as much of his cum as I could, swallowing it down as both of them watched.

"Look at him go," Marcus laughed. "Such an eager cleanup cuck."

I continued until Claire's ass was clean, her hole still gaping slightly from the thorough fucking she'd received. My cock was painfully hard, leaking pre-cum into my underwear, but I didn't dare touch myself without permission.

"Now," Claire said, sitting up with a wince, "take the plug to the bathroom and clean it thoroughly. We might need it again later."

I picked up the butt plug and headed to the bathroom, my legs unsteady beneath me. Once inside, I turned on the water and began cleaning the toy as instructed. Through the partially open door, I could hear Claire and Marcus on the bed, their voices low but distinct.

"Come here," I heard Marcus say. "I want to fuck that pretty mouth of yours."

I peered through the crack in the door, unable to resist watching. Claire was on her knees at the edge of the bed, Marcus standing before her, his cock already hardening again. She took him into her mouth eagerly, her head bobbing as she pleasured him orally—something I wasn't allowed this month.

The sight was too much. I unzipped my pants and freed my aching cock, stroking myself furiously as I watched my wife suck another man's cock in our bedroom. It only took a few strokes before I was coming, shooting my load into the toilet, biting my lip to stifle my groan.

As I cleaned myself up, a strange sense of clarity washed over me. This was what I had become—a man who prepared his wife for another man's pleasure, who cleaned up after them, who jerked off in bathrooms while listening to his wife pleasure her bull. A cuck, in every sense of the word.
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The morning after Marcus's birthday celebration, I woke to find him still in our apartment, lounging on the couch in nothing but boxers while Claire brought him coffee. My wife moved gingerly, the aftermath of Marcus's thorough ass-fucking evident in her careful steps. She wore only one of my t-shirts, her long legs bare, bruises visible on her hips where his fingers had gripped her. Something about seeing them together in the casual light of morning—not during sex, but in this domestic tableau—sent a confusing mixture of jealousy and arousal through me that settled heavily in my groin.

"Look who's finally up," Marcus called out, his deep voice carrying across our living room. He took the mug from Claire with a possessive pat on her ass that made her wince. "Your wife's been taking good care of me while you slept in."

Claire flashed me a smile, warm but tinged with something else—satisfaction, maybe. "Morning, babe. I made you coffee too." She crossed to me and pressed a kiss to my cheek, the scent of her mixed with Marcus's lingering musk making my cock twitch against my pajama pants.

"How's your... um..." I gestured vaguely toward her backside, unsure of the proper etiquette for asking your wife how her ass felt after another man had used it roughly.

Claire laughed, understanding my awkwardness. "Sore," she admitted. "But worth it." She lowered her voice, her lips close to my ear. "Marcus suggested we take it easy today. Just hang out here, the three of us. What do you think?"

The idea of spending a lazy day with my wife and her bull should have felt strange, but somehow it didn't. We'd crossed so many boundaries already that this felt like a natural progression. "Sounds good," I agreed, accepting the coffee she pressed into my hands.

Marcus had already commandeered the remote, scrolling through Netflix options with the casual confidence of someone completely at home. "Come sit," he ordered, not looking up. "I found a documentary about sharks."

Claire and I exchanged amused glances before joining him on the couch, Claire sandwiched between us. As the documentary began, she shifted uncomfortably.

"Hold on," I said, getting up. "Let me get you some ice."

In the kitchen, I filled a plastic bag with ice cubes and wrapped it in a dish towel. When I returned, Claire had stretched out across the couch, her head in Marcus's lap while her legs extended across my empty seat. I hesitated, unsure where to sit.

"Hurry," Marcus instructed, as if reading my uncertainty. "She really needs that ice on her ass."

I sat down and gently lifted Claire's legs onto my lap, then carefully slid the improvised ice pack beneath her. She sighed with relief, settling into this new arrangement—Marcus absently stroking her hair while I tended to the part of her he had damaged.

"Thanks, Dylan," she murmured, her eyes closing briefly in pleasure as the cold numbed her discomfort.

We spent the morning like that, watching documentaries and then switching to a mindless action movie, the three of us in a strange domestic harmony. Around noon, Marcus announced he was hungry.

"Order us a pizza," he told me, his tone making it clear this wasn't a request. "Extra large, meat lover's."

I pulled out my phone and placed the order, adding Claire's favorite side of garlic knots and drinks. When the doorbell rang forty minutes later, Marcus didn't move, his hand still idly playing with Claire's hair.

"That'll be for you," he said with a smirk.

I paid the delivery guy and brought the food back to the living room. Claire had sat up by then, but remained close to Marcus, their shoulders touching. I distributed plates and napkins, playing the role of host in my own home while another man made himself comfortable with my wife.

"This is nice," Claire said as she bit into a slice. "The three of us, just relaxing together."

Marcus grunted in agreement, his mouth full of pizza. He swallowed and then said, "Better than most of the day-afters I've had with couples. Usually the husband gets all weird and territorial once the fucking's done."

I froze mid-bite, suddenly self-conscious. Was I supposed to be territorial? Should I be uncomfortable with this arrangement? But the truth was, I wasn't. Seeing Claire so at ease with Marcus, her body still bearing the marks of their encounter, filled me with that now-familiar mixture of humiliation and arousal.

"Dylan's not like that," Claire said, her hand finding my knee and squeezing. "He gets off on this just as much as we do. Don't you, babe?"

I nodded, unable to deny it. "It's... complicated. But yeah."

Marcus studied me over his pizza, something like respect flickering in his eyes. "Good cuck," he said finally, but the words lacked their usual sting. Almost like a compliment.

As afternoon turned to evening, Claire checked the time on her phone and sat up straighter. "Hey, I just remembered—the art house cinema down the street is showing Hitchcock's 'The Birds' tonight. We should go!"

Marcus raised an eyebrow. "A movie theater? I don't know..."

Claire's hand slid up his thigh, her intentions clear even to me. "It'll be practically empty on a weeknight," she purred. "Just a few film buffs and students. Could be... interesting."

A slow smile spread across Marcus's face as he caught her meaning. "You're a bad girl, you know that?"

She grinned back, then turned to me. "What do you think, Dylan? Up for a movie night?"

My cock had already hardened at the implication of what might happen in that darkened theater. "I'm in," I agreed, my voice slightly hoarse.

An hour later, we were walking the three blocks to the small art cinema. Claire had changed into a sundress that buttoned down the front, her legs still bare despite the early March chill. She walked between us, occasionally letting her hands brush against both mine and Marcus's, a physical reminder of her connection to each of us.

The cinema lobby was dimly lit, with vintage movie posters lining the walls and a small concession stand offering organic popcorn and craft beer alongside the usual snacks. A bored teenager manned the ticket counter.

"Three for 'The Birds,'" I said, reaching for my wallet.

Marcus nudged Claire toward one of the small sofas in the corner of the lobby. "Your husband's got this," he told her, leading her away while I paid.

I watched from the counter as they settled onto the sofa, Marcus's arm draped possessively over Claire's shoulders, her body angled toward his. They chatted intimately, Claire laughing at something he whispered in her ear, their casual closeness drawing a curious glance from the girl selling tickets.

"That'll be forty-two dollars," she said, her eyes flicking between me and the couple on the sofa.

I handed over my credit card, fighting the urge to explain that the beautiful woman cuddled up with another man was actually my wife. What would I even say? "She's mine, but I like to watch her with him"? The absurdity of our arrangement hit me anew as I signed the receipt.

"Want any concessions?" the girl asked.

"Large popcorn and three sodas," I replied, digging out more cash. By the time I juggled all the items over to where Claire and Marcus waited, the previews had already started.

We entered the dimly lit theater to find it nearly empty, as Claire had predicted. Just an elderly couple in the front row and a stern-looking woman with thick glasses about halfway down, notebook open on her lap. A film critic, most likely.

Marcus led us to the back row, positioning Claire in the middle. "Perfect," he murmured as we settled in, the darkness enveloping us as the movie began.

For the first twenty minutes, we watched in relative normalcy, passing the popcorn between us. Then I felt Claire's hand on my thigh, squeezing gently. I turned to find her other hand performing the same action on Marcus's leg, her eyes still fixed on the screen.

"I'm so lucky," she whispered, just loud enough for both of us to hear. "To have both of you. My husband and my bull."

Marcus's hand disappeared beneath the armrest, and Claire's breath hitched. I didn't need to look to know he was touching her beneath her dress.

"Very lucky," Marcus agreed, his voice a low rumble. "Most women don't get to enjoy both a devoted cuck and a real man's cock."

My face burned at his words, but my erection strained against my jeans, betraying my arousal. Claire's hand moved higher on my thigh, teasing, as she leaned over to kiss Marcus deeply. The kiss lingered, their silhouettes merging in the flickering light from the screen, while her fingers traced the outline of my cock through my pants.

On screen, the birds had begun to gather ominously around the schoolhouse. The film critic scribbled something in her notebook, completely unaware of the debauchery unfolding several rows behind her.

Claire broke the kiss with Marcus and turned to me, her lips brushing my ear. "I want to taste him," she whispered. "Watch me."

Before I could respond, she slid down from her seat and onto her knees in the space between our row and the one in front. Marcus spread his legs to accommodate her, his hand immediately finding the back of her head as she positioned herself between his thighs.

I couldn't tear my eyes away as Claire unbuckled his belt and carefully unzipped his pants. Even in the dim light, the size of his cock was impressive as it sprang free, already hard. Claire glanced back at me once, making sure I was watching, before taking him into her mouth.

Marcus's head fell back against the seat as Claire began to bob up and down, her technique slow and deliberate. She worked him with both her mouth and hand, occasionally pulling back to swirl her tongue around the head before taking him deep again.

"Fuck," Marcus hissed, his fingers tangling in Claire's hair. "Your wife's mouth is so good, cuck."

I nodded dumbly, transfixed by the sight of my wife on her knees in a public place, servicing her bull while I watched. My own cock throbbed painfully, begging for attention.

Claire pulled off Marcus's cock with a wet pop that seemed impossibly loud in the quiet theater. She turned to look at me, her lips glistening with saliva. "I wish I could do this for you too," she whispered, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "But March rules, remember? No oral for hubby this month."

She shifted her attention lower, nuzzling against Marcus's balls. "I'm so sorry, Dylan," she continued, her voice a teasing lilt as she licked broad stripes across the heavy sac. "You'll just have to wait until April."

"Silence, please!" The harsh whisper came from the film critic, who had half-turned in her seat to glare in our direction.

Claire froze momentarily, then giggled quietly before returning to her ministrations with renewed enthusiasm. She took one of Marcus's balls into her mouth, sucking gently while stroking his cock with her hand.

Marcus's breathing grew heavier, one hand still in Claire's hair while the other gripped the armrest with white knuckles. "That's it," he encouraged her, his voice a low growl. "Worship those balls like a good slut."

I watched, achingly hard, as Claire worked her way lower. She tapped Marcus's hip, and he immediately understood, shifting his position to lift his ass slightly off the seat. Claire's head disappeared further between his legs, and Marcus's sharp intake of breath told me exactly what she was doing.

"Holy fuck," he gasped, his eyes closing in pleasure. "She's licking my asshole."

The knowledge that my wife—my professional, respected doctor wife—was eagerly tonguing another man's ass in a public movie theater should have been mortifying. Instead, I found myself reaching for my zipper, desperate to stroke myself while I watched.

"You can jerk off," Claire whispered, coming up briefly for air, her face flushed with arousal. "Touch yourself while I rim him."

I didn't need to be told twice. I slipped my hand inside my pants and wrapped it around my aching cock, stifling a moan of relief.

The critic turned around again, her face visible in a flash of light from the screen. "If you don't stop that noise," she hissed, "I'm getting management."

Marcus ignored her completely, his focus entirely on the sensations Claire was providing. His breathing had grown ragged, his hips making small thrusting motions as Claire's tongue circled and probed his hole.

"Enough," he growled suddenly, pulling Claire up by her hair. "Get back on my cock. I want to fuck that pretty mouth properly."

Claire complied eagerly, opening wide as Marcus took control. He held her head firmly with both hands and began to thrust upward, fucking her mouth with the same intensity I'd seen him use on other parts of her body. Claire took it all, her hands braced on his thighs for balance as he used her throat.

The sounds—wet, obscene slurping noises combined with Marcus's barely-suppressed groans—seemed impossibly loud to me. But the movie had reached a crescendo of its own, with shrieking birds attacking the townspeople, effectively masking our activities from the few other patrons.

"I'm gonna come," Marcus warned, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "Take it all, slut."

Claire hummed around his cock, her throat working as he held her down and emptied himself into her mouth. After several long pulses, he finally relaxed his grip, allowing her to pull back, her cheeks bulging slightly as she held his load.

But instead of swallowing, she remained kneeling, looking up at him expectantly.

Marcus smirked and pointed at the half-empty popcorn container on my lap. "Spit it in there," he ordered. "I want your husband to eat my cum with his popcorn."

My hand froze on my cock as I processed his words. Claire didn't hesitate. She leaned over the popcorn bucket, opened her mouth, and let a thick stream of white fluid drip onto the buttery kernels. Some of Marcus's cum clung to her lips, which she wiped with her finger before sucking it clean.

"Mix it up," Marcus instructed me, his tone leaving no room for argument.

With trembling fingers, I stirred the popcorn, distributing Marcus's semen throughout. The scent of salt, butter, and cum rose from the container, making my cock twitch despite my momentary shock.

"Now eat it," Marcus commanded. "Every piece."

Claire slid back into her seat between us, adjusting her dress and hair as if nothing unusual had happened. "Go on, Dylan," she encouraged, her voice soft but insistent. "Show Marcus what a good husband you are."

I reached into the bucket and pulled out a handful of the tainted popcorn, bringing it to my mouth before I could overthink it. The taste was a strange combination—salty butter and the familiar bitter tang of semen. I chewed and swallowed, feeling both degraded and aroused beyond reason.

"Good boy," Claire whispered, taking my free hand in hers while her other hand held Marcus's. "I love you so much."

Marcus chuckled quietly, his hand squeezing Claire's. "Your husband is something else," he told her, loud enough for me to hear. "Never seen a cuck so eager to eat another man's cum."

I continued to mechanically eat the popcorn, each salty, cum-coated bite reinforcing my position in this strange triangle we'd created. My cock remained hard in my pants, untouched now but throbbing with need as I consumed another man's essence.

The movie played on, birds attacking humans in a frenzy of wings and beaks, but I barely registered it. My world had narrowed to this—sitting in a darkened theater, eating cum-soaked popcorn while my wife held hands with both me and her bull, connecting us all in this twisted bond.

As the credits rolled and the lights came up, the film critic gathered her things and hurried out, throwing one last disgusted glance in our direction. The elderly couple in the front had already left, apparently oblivious to what had transpired behind them.

Claire stood and stretched, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "That was fun," she declared, buttoning the top of her dress where it had come undone during her activities. "We should do movie night more often."

Marcus nodded in agreement, zipping up his pants and standing to his full height. "Definitely," he said, his hand finding the small of Claire's back possessively. "Your husband makes an excellent audience."

I gathered the empty popcorn container and our trash, my mouth still coated with the aftertaste of Marcus's cum. As we walked out into the cool night air, Claire between us once again, I realized I was no longer just a witness to their relationship. I had become an active participant in my own humiliation, eagerly accepting whatever role they assigned me.

And God help me, I couldn't wait to see what they would ask of me next.
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“Hubby has to cum in the same way (position, where etc.) as the last bull did.”

1

I stared at the bowl of oatmeal in front of me, steam rising from its surface, my fresh load glistening on top like some perverse topping. This was the new normal since Marcus's last visit—when he came in Claire's mouth and she spit it into popcorn for me to eat. The April rule was clear: "Hubby has to cum in the same way as the last bull did." That meant every goddamn night, I'd be eating my own cum with dinner. Claire watched me with a mix of amusement and dominance in her eyes, waiting for me to take the first bite.

"Don't let it get cold," she said, tapping her fingernails against the wooden table. "The protein might coagulate."

I picked up the spoon, scooping through the milky mess, my own essence mixing with the oats. The smell hit me—a combination of cinnamon, brown sugar, and my own musk. Just twenty minutes ago, I'd been inside Claire, her warm body wrapped around me, only to pull out at the critical moment and finish over this breakfast bowl while she watched and directed.

"That's it," I muttered, bringing the spoon to my lips. The taste was bitter, salty, with the sweet undertones of the oatmeal barely masking what I was consuming. I swallowed quickly, trying not to think about it.

Claire smiled, clearly enjoying her power. "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be a proper cleanup cucky?"

The truth was, I had enjoyed the fantasy. It had been fun to implement all those reddit rules that governed our relationship with bulls. But the reality—night after night of the same humiliation—was wearing on me.

"Another bite," she instructed, leaning forward in her chair. Her breasts pushed against her silk robe, reminding me of what I'd just had and lost. "All of it, Dylan."

I took another spoonful, then another, methodically working through my cum-covered breakfast. Claire watched every swallow, occasionally licking her lips, getting off on my submission.

"Tell me how it tastes," she demanded.

"Like shame," I replied, scraping the last bits from the bowl. "And oats."

She laughed, standing up and letting her robe fall open slightly. "Well, get used to it. We've got three more weeks of April to go."

—-
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The next evening, I found myself standing in the kitchen, my cock in my hand, jerking furiously as Claire sat at the counter. She'd been on her phone most of the night, clearly distracted and occasionally sighing with annoyance.

"I can't believe Luke doesn't want to come over," she said, scrolling through what I assumed were their text messages. "Says he's involved with some chick now. So fucking typical."

I stroked harder, trying to maintain my erection despite her clear frustration. In front of me sat an open sandwich—two slices of sourdough bread, turkey, lettuce, and a space in the middle waiting for my special "mayo."

"Are you close?" Claire asked, barely looking up from her phone. "I'm hungry, and this is taking forever."

"I'm trying," I grunted, working my shaft faster. "It's hard when you're not even paying attention."

She rolled her eyes, set down her phone, and leaned toward me. "Fine. You need motivation? Think about how pathetic you look right now. Standing in our kitchen, jerking your little cock over a sandwich that I'm going to make you eat. Think about how Marcus would laugh if he could see you."

The humiliation hit me like a wave, and I felt myself getting closer.

"That's it," she continued, her voice dropping lower. "You're nothing but a cleanup cucky. Your cum belongs in food, not in me. That's for real men like Marcus."

I groaned, feeling my orgasm build. Claire sensed it and pointed at the sandwich.

"Now. Do it now."

I aimed and fired, ropes of cum landing across the turkey and lettuce. Some dripped onto the bread, soaking into the sourdough. Claire watched with a satisfied smile as I emptied myself onto our dinner.

"Perfect," she said, taking the two halves and pressing them together, making sure my cum spread evenly throughout. "Now eat it. Every bite."

I took the sandwich, the bread already becoming soggy with my seed. The first bite made me wince—the combination of cold cuts, fresh vegetables, and my warm cum creating a confusing mix of flavors and textures.

Claire watched me eat, occasionally taking photos with her phone. "These are just for me," she assured me, though I wondered if they'd end up being shared with Marcus or other bulls someday.

"How many more nights of this?" I asked between bites, swallowing hard.

"As many as it takes," she replied cryptically.

—-
[image: ]


A few nights later, we'd shifted to the kitchen table. I was on my knees, my face buried between Claire's thighs as she sat on the edge. Her legs were draped over my shoulders, her fingers entwined in my hair, pushing me deeper against her wetness.

"That's it," she moaned, grinding against my tongue. "Deeper, Dylan. Make me come before you get your turn."

I worked diligently, lapping at her folds, finding her clit and circling it with the tip of my tongue. She tasted sweet, musky, intoxicating. This was the part I loved—serving her, pleasing her, making her cry out.

Her thighs began to tremble, her grip on my hair tightening. "Yes, right there. Don't stop."

I maintained the rhythm, my jaw aching but determined to bring her to climax. When she came, she bucked against my face, flooding my mouth with her essence. I lapped it up eagerly, savoring the taste of her pleasure.

"Good boy," she panted, loosening her grip. "Now it's your turn."

She slid off the table, dropping to her knees in front of me. My cock was rock hard from pleasuring her, pre-cum already leaking from the tip. Claire took me in her mouth, her warm, wet tongue swirling around my head.

"Oh, fuck," I groaned, feeling her take me deeper.

She worked me skillfully, knowing exactly how to bring me to the edge. Just when I felt myself about to explode, she pulled away, remembering the all year rule.

"Not in my mouth," she reminded me, pointing to the counter where a freshly made risotto waited. "Over there."

I stumbled to my feet, my cock throbbing and angry at the denial of Claire's mouth. Positioning myself over the creamy rice dish, I stroked myself furiously, Claire coming up behind me to whisper in my ear.

"Think about Marcus," she hissed. "Think about how he filled my mouth last time. How I had to spit it out for you to eat. Think about how you're not even worthy of coming inside me anymore."

That did it. I erupted, shooting my load all over the risotto, watching as it mixed with the parmesan and butter. Claire handed me a spoon immediately.

"Every bite," she instructed, as always. "And tell me how it tastes."

I scooped up a spoonful, the risotto still warm, my cum creating streaks of white through the creamy rice. "It tastes like I'm yours," I admitted, swallowing the mixture. "Completely yours."

She kissed me then, tasting herself on my lips and the faint hint of my cum. "Good answer."

—-
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By the third week of April, we'd gone through nearly every meal in our repertoire. Scrambled eggs with a special protein boost. Pasta with a unique cream sauce. Soup with an extra salty finish.

That night, Claire had prepared sushi—her specialty. Beautiful rolls of rice, seaweed, fish, and vegetables arranged on a plate. I sat naked on our living room floor, Claire standing over me in nothing but a sheer negligee.

"I want to try something different tonight," she said, her voice sultry. "I want to edge you. Get you right to the brink and then stop. Again and again until you're desperate."

I nodded, my cock already hardening at her words.

She knelt between my legs, taking me in her hand, stroking slowly. "Think about how tired you must be of this rule," she whispered. "Eating your own cum every night. Knowing that Marcus put you in this position."

I groaned as her hand moved faster, then suddenly stopped just as I felt the pressure building.

"Not yet," she teased, squeezing the base of my cock to prevent release. "Tell me how much you hate this."

"I don't hate it," I gasped, not entirely truthful. "I just... it's becoming repetitive."

She began stroking again, her rhythm unpredictable. "Repetitive? You think being my cuck is repetitive?" She stopped again, right at the edge.

"No, not that," I clarified, desperate for release. "Just the same... same way every night."

Claire seemed to consider this, resuming her ministrations. "Maybe you need a reminder of why we do this. Why you agreed to it."

She worked me to the edge once more, but this time, when I was right there, she directed my cock toward the sushi platter. "Now," she commanded. "Cover it."

I exploded, my cum shooting across the carefully arranged rolls, dripping down over the rice and fish. Claire watched with satisfaction, then used her fingers to spread my seed evenly over each piece.

"Open," she said, lifting a cum-covered roll to my lips.

I took it into my mouth, the combination of raw fish, rice, and my own essence creating a complex flavor profile that was becoming all too familiar.

"Now tell me," Claire said, feeding me another piece. "Are you really getting tired of our arrangement?"

I chewed and swallowed, looking up into her eyes. "Not tired of you. Never tired of you. Just... I need some variety."

She nodded slowly, a calculating look crossing her face. "I understand," she said, feeding me another piece. "Maybe we need to invite Marcus over again. Change things up."

The mention of his name sent a conflicting surge of jealousy and excitement through me. I took the last piece of sushi from her hand, my own cum cool and sticky against my tongue.

"Maybe we do," I agreed, swallowing the final bite.

Claire sensed my resignation and smiled, clearly pleased with herself. She leaned down to kiss my forehead. "For now, clean up your mess like a good husband."

I nodded, already thinking about seeing Marcus again, hoping his next visit would establish a new rule—one that might give me a reprieve from this nightly ritual of consumption and submission.
2

I spotted Marcus across the gym floor, his muscular body glistening with sweat as he curled a set of dumbbells that weighed more than my monthly protein powder budget. My stomach tightened with that familiar mix of jealousy and excitement. Three weeks of cumming into my dinner had worn my patience thin, but seeing him—the man who'd started this humiliating ritual—brought all those complex feelings rushing back. Before I could decide whether to avoid him or not, he caught my eye and waved me over with a knowing smirk.

"Dylan," he said, setting down the weights. "How's the cleanup husband doing?"

I forced a smile, aware of the other gym-goers around us. "Just fine."

Marcus grabbed a towel and wiped his face, his dark skin shining under the harsh fluorescent lights. "How's Claire? Still keeping you in line?"

"She's good," I replied, then hesitated before adding, "Though she's got me on a pretty strict regimen lately."

He raised an eyebrow, clearly interested. "Oh yeah? What kind of regimen?"

I glanced around to make sure no one was listening, then lowered my voice. "Remember when you... finished... in Claire's mouth last time, in the cinema? And she spit it into that bowl of popcorn?"

Marcus's face broke into a wide grin. "Hell yeah, I remember. You ate every kernel, like a good little cuck."

I swallowed hard, the memory both humiliating and arousing. "Well, because of the April rule, I've been having to... finish the same way every night."

"Which means...?" Marcus prompted, clearly enjoying my discomfort.

"I have to cum in my food. Every. Single. Night." The words came out in a frustrated rush. "Oatmeal, sandwiches, pasta. You name it, I've shot a load in it and eaten it."

Marcus threw his head back and laughed, drawing glances from nearby lifters. "That's fucking perfect! Your wife is a genius."

"It was hot at first, but now it's just... repetitive." I admitted, surprised at myself for confiding in him, the very man who'd put me in this position.

Marcus studied me for a moment, his eyes calculating. "Sounds like you need some help breaking the cycle," he said finally, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone.

"What kind of help?" I asked, both wary and hopeful.

"I could come over tonight. Give Claire what she needs and maybe... change things up for you." He flexed his bicep unconsciously while reaching for his water bottle. "Unless you're enjoying your protein-enhanced dinners?"

I hesitated, knowing exactly what inviting Marcus over would mean—watching him pleasure my wife in ways I couldn't, being relegated to the corner while he took center stage. But the prospect of breaking this cum-eating cycle was too tempting.

"Tonight would work," I said. "Claire's been mentioning you anyway."

Marcus's smile widened. "I bet she has. Tell her I'll be there at eight." He gathered his gym bag, then turned back. "Oh, and Dylan? Make sure you're hungry tonight. You never know what's on the menu."

—-
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At 7:30 that evening, Marcus pulled into our driveway in his sleek black BMW. I'd already told Claire he was coming, and she'd spent the past two hours preparing—showering, shaving, selecting lingerie, applying perfume to strategic places on her body. The anticipation in our house was palpable.

When I opened the door, Marcus stood there in dark jeans and a tight-fitting shirt that showcased his muscular build. He didn't wait for an invitation, simply striding past me into our home like he owned it.

Claire emerged from the bedroom, wearing nothing but a black lace teddy that made my mouth go dry. She smiled when she saw Marcus, ignoring me completely.

"Finally," she purred, approaching him. "I've missed you."

Marcus pulled her against him, one hand gripping her ass possessively. "Missed this sweet body," he replied, before kissing her deeply.

I stood awkwardly to the side, already feeling the familiar stirring in my pants despite my earlier frustrations. After several long moments of watching them kiss, Marcus broke away and turned to me, digging into his pocket.

"Almost forgot," he said, tossing something at me. I caught it reflexively—his car keys. "Tank's almost empty. Go fill it up." He pulled out his wallet and handed me his credit card. "And while you're at it, the interior could use a vacuum. There's some change in the cup holder—should be enough for the car wash."

I stared at him, momentarily stunned by the casual command.

"Problem?" he asked, his tone making it clear that there better not be.

Claire looked at me expectantly, a slight smile playing on her lips. "Be helpful, Dylan."

"No problem," I finally managed, the keys cold and heavy in my palm. Part of me wanted to object, to point out that this wasn't what I'd had in mind when seeking his "help." But another part—the part that had been carefully conditioned through months of this arrangement—responded to the authority in his voice.

"Good man," Marcus said, already turning his attention back to my wife. As I headed for the door, I heard him say to Claire, "Let's not waste any time. I want you on all fours when he gets back."

—-
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Driving Marcus's expensive car to the gas station, I felt a complex mix of emotions—humiliation, resentment, but also a perverse pride in serving him. I filled the tank, watching the numbers climb past $60, then drove to the car wash down the street.

Inside the self-service bay, I meticulously vacuumed every inch of his car's interior, finding fast food receipts, a gym membership card, and what looked suspiciously like a pair of women's hair ties. As I cleaned, my mind wandered to what was happening back at my home. Were they already in our bedroom? Was Claire making those sounds for him that she rarely made for me anymore? Was he marking her body with his hands, his mouth, his cock?

The thought should have angered me. Instead, it made me hard. I adjusted myself in my pants, continuing to clean with an efficiency born of nervousness and arousal.

By the time I finished, almost an hour had passed. I drove back to our house, parking Marcus's car carefully in the driveway. The living room lights were off, but a faint glow came from the bedroom. And sounds—unmistakable sounds of sex, of pleasure, of my wife being thoroughly fucked by another man.

—-
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I entered quietly, following the sounds to our bedroom. The door was partially open—an invitation, or perhaps a reminder of my place. I pushed it wider, revealing the scene on our marital bed.

Claire was on all fours, her face pressed into the pillows, her ass raised high. Marcus knelt behind her, his powerful body glistening with sweat as he drove into her with deep, measured strokes. My wife's face was contorted in pleasure, her mouth open in a silent scream as Marcus gripped her hips with his large hands.

"Took you long enough," Marcus said without breaking his rhythm, noticing me standing in the doorway. "Car clean?"

I nodded, unable to tear my eyes from where their bodies joined. Claire was so wet I could hear it with each thrust, her arousal evident in the slick sounds filling the room.

"Good," Marcus grunted, increasing his pace. "Your wife's been keeping me entertained. Tell him how much you've enjoyed me, Claire."

Claire turned her face toward me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "So... fucking... good," she managed between thrusts. "His cock... so big... filling me up..."

I stood frozen, watching as Marcus claimed my wife on the bed we shared. He maintained eye contact with me, a smirk playing on his lips as he delivered powerful thrusts that made Claire whimper.

"Don't just stand there," Marcus ordered. "Take a seat. Enjoy the show. It's your house, after all." He laughed at his own joke, slapping Claire's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint.

I moved to the chair in the corner of our bedroom, the one that had become my designated spot during these encounters. Sitting down, I couldn't help but reach down to palm my erection through my pants.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged. "Get it out. You know you want to."

I unzipped, freeing my hard cock. It felt wrong—being aroused by watching my wife with another man—but I couldn't deny the effect it had on me. I began stroking slowly, matching Marcus's rhythm as he fucked Claire.

"God, yes!" Claire suddenly cried out, her body tensing. "I'm coming! Don't stop!"

Marcus maintained his pace, holding her hips in place as she shuddered through her orgasm. When her cries subsided, he gave me a knowing look.

"Watch carefully, cuck," he said. "This is how a real man handles a woman like Claire."

He increased his speed, his powerful body tensing with effort. Claire moaned beneath him, clearly sensitive from her orgasm but still eager for more. I stroked faster, anticipating what was coming, hoping against hope that Marcus would finish inside her, breaking the pattern of the April rule.

"Here it comes," Marcus grunted, his face tightening. Then, to my dismay, he suddenly pulled out of Claire, his massive cock glistening with her juices.

He stroked himself twice, then aimed directly at Claire's swollen pussy lips. With a groan, he began to ejaculate, thick ropes of cum landing across her folds, dripping down toward the bed. All the while, he maintained eye contact with me, his expression one of triumph and mockery.

"There you go," he said, milking the last drops onto my wife. "All over her pussy. Just like you're going to do."

Claire, still breathing heavily, looked back at me. "You heard him," she said, wiggling her ass invitingly. "April rule, Dylan. You have to cum the same way Marcus did."

The realization hit me like a punch to the gut. This wasn't help. This was an extension of my humiliation. Marcus hadn't come to break the cycle—he'd come to reinforce it, to ensure that for the rest of April, I'd be cumming on Claire's pussy and then... what? Licking it clean? Eating it off her?

But my body betrayed my mind. The sight of Claire's pussy covered in Marcus's seed, the dominance he exuded, the way my wife looked at him with such desire—it all pushed me toward the edge.

I approached the bed, my cock in hand, stroking furiously. Claire spread her legs wider, presenting herself to me, Marcus's cum still visible on her intimate parts.

"Do it," Marcus commanded. "Show us what a good cleanup husband you are."

With a groan of mingled pleasure and defeat, I came, adding my own seed to Marcus's across Claire's pussy. The sight of our combined fluids on my wife should have disgusted me, but instead, it sent an additional wave of pleasure through my body.

"Perfect," Claire purred, looking back at me with satisfaction. "Now clean me up. With your tongue."

As I dropped to my knees, preparing to complete my humiliation, Marcus laughed softly. "See? I told you I'd help change things up," he said, patting my shoulder condescendingly. "Now instead of eating your cum from a plate, you'll be eating it from your wife's pussy—along with mine. Much more personal, don't you think?"

I couldn't respond, my face already moving toward Claire, my tongue extending to perform my cucky duty. The April rule had indeed changed, but not in the way I'd hoped. And judging by the pleased expressions on both Claire and Marcus's faces, this new ritual might extend well beyond the month of April.

3

I sank deeper into the hot water, letting it envelop my tired muscles as steam rose around us. Claire's naked body shimmered beneath the surface, her nipples just barely breaking the waterline as she reclined against the smooth tile. The spa had been her idea—a weekend away from everything to reconnect, relax, and reminisce. But as I watched droplets gather on her collarbone and roll between her breasts, relaxation was quickly giving way to something else entirely.

"This was definitely worth the drive," I said, adjusting my position to hide the beginnings of an erection. The hot tub we'd chosen was tucked away in a corner of the spa complex, offering a semblance of privacy that the main pools lacked.

Claire stretched languidly, her toes brushing against my thigh under the water. "God, yes. I needed this after that week from hell at the hospital." She tilted her head back, exposing the slender column of her throat. "Sometimes I think I should've become a spa therapist instead of a doctor."

We sat in comfortable silence for a few minutes, just enjoying the hot water and each other's company. Claire's hand found mine beneath the surface, our fingers intertwining. It was moments like these that reinforced why our marriage worked, even with—or perhaps because of—our unconventional arrangement.

"I've been thinking about Luke," she said suddenly, her voice dropping to a hushed tone despite the empty room.

My cock twitched at the mention of her ex. "What about him?"

Claire's eyes met mine, a mixture of hesitation and desire swirling in their depths. "The way he used to fuck me. So direct. So... aggressive." Her teeth caught her bottom lip. "Don't get me wrong, Marcus was incredible last week, but there was something about Luke's approach that I've been missing."

I shifted in the water, my erection now fully formed. "Tell me," I urged, my voice rougher than I'd intended.

"He never asked permission," she continued, her fingers trailing up my arm. "He'd just take what he wanted. Like that time he bent me over our kitchen counter while you were watching from the door." She paused, gauging my reaction. "Remember that?"

"How could I forget?" The memory was seared into my brain—Luke's powerful body slamming into my wife while I stood helplessly nearby, my cock achingly hard as I watched him dominate her.

"The way he grabbed my hair," Claire continued, her breath quickening. "How he slapped my ass until it was red and told me I was his slut while you watched. God, Dylan, it was so fucking hot."

I swallowed hard, the temperature of the water suddenly feeling tepid compared to the heat building inside me. "You know what gets me the hardest?" I admitted, my voice low. "Watching someone else control you. Seeing you submit to them in ways you never do with me."

Claire's eyes darkened. "Like with Marcus?"

"Fuck yes," I hissed, moving closer to her. "The way he ordered me around while he fucked you was unbelievable."

Claire's hand found my thigh under the water, dangerously close to my straining cock. "Tell me what you liked about it."

"Everything," I confessed. "How he made me prep you for his cock. How he called me 'cleanup cuck' while he was buried inside you." I could feel my face flush, not entirely from the hot water.

Claire's fingers inched higher. "And his cock? Tell me about his cock, Dylan."

"Jesus Christ, Claire," I groaned, but continued: "His BBC was fucking magnificent. Thick and long and the way it stretched your pussy... the way you screamed when he was inside you..."

"I could barely walk the next day," she whispered, her hand finally wrapping around my erection. "And you loved every second of it, didn't you? Watching your wife get fucked by a superior cock?"

I nodded, unable to form words as her hand began to stroke me slowly under the water.

"Remember when he made you kneel beside the bed?" she continued, her voice husky. "When he told you to thank him for fucking your wife properly?"

"Yes," I gasped as her thumb circled the head of my cock.

"And you did it. You thanked him like the good little cuck you are."

I didn't know when it had happened, but Claire had fully embraced her role in our cuckolding relationship. The shy, hesitant woman who had first agreed to sleep with another man to fulfill my fantasy was gone, replaced by someone who now took as much pleasure in the act as I did—maybe more.

"We need to go to our room," I said urgently, grabbing her wrist to still her movements before I embarrassed myself in the spa's hot tub.

Claire's smile was wicked. "Why? Getting too hot for you?"

"Because I need to fuck my wife," I growled, surprising myself with my assertiveness.

We climbed out of the hot tub, hastily wrapping ourselves in the plush spa robes provided. The walk back to our room was torture, my erection painfully obvious beneath the thin material. Claire knew exactly what she was doing, letting her robe fall open just enough to reveal glimpses of her breasts and the curve of her hip as we hurried down the corridor.

The moment our room door closed behind us, I had Claire pinned against it, my mouth devouring hers in a hungry kiss. She responded immediately, her hands sliding under my robe to grip my ass and pull me closer, grinding against my hardness.

"Need you," I mumbled against her lips, untying her robe and pushing it off her shoulders. It fell to the floor, leaving her gloriously naked. I stepped back for a moment, drinking in the sight of my wife—her athletic body, perky breasts, and the trimmed patch of hair between her legs that was already glistening with arousal.

"Then take me," she challenged, reaching for the tie of my robe and tugging it open.

I swept her into my arms and carried her to the bed, laying her down before covering her body with mine. Our kisses grew more frantic, hands roaming everywhere, reacquainting ourselves with each other's bodies. This wasn't about cuckolding or rules or other men—this was us, reconnecting, reaffirming what we had together.

I trailed kisses down her neck, across her collarbone, and took a nipple into my mouth, sucking and flicking it with my tongue until Claire was writhing beneath me. Her hands tangled in my hair, holding me to her breast as soft moans escaped her lips.

"More," she demanded, her hips bucking up against me.

I moved lower, kissing down her stomach, across her hip bones, and finally settling between her thighs. The first long lick through her folds drew a shuddering gasp from Claire. I took my time, savoring her taste, using my tongue to tease and please her until her thighs were trembling on either side of my head.

"Dylan, please," she panted, reaching down to guide me to her clit. "Make me come."

I focused my attention where she wanted it, circling her clit with my tongue while sliding two fingers inside her wet heat. Claire's back arched off the bed as I curled my fingers, finding that spot that drove her wild.

"Oh fuck, yes, right there," she cried, her hips moving against my face as her orgasm built. When she came, it was with a long, low moan that sent shivers down my spine, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my fingers.

Before she could fully recover, I moved up her body and positioned myself at her entrance. With one smooth thrust, I buried myself inside her, both of us groaning at the sensation. I started to move, setting a steady pace that had Claire clawing at my back.

"Harder," she demanded, wrapping her legs around my waist to take me deeper. "Fuck me harder."

I complied, driving into her with increasing force, the headboard of the bed knocking against the wall with each thrust. Claire's second orgasm took me by surprise, her body tensing beneath me as she cried out, her pussy squeezing my cock in delicious pulses.

The sight of her coming undone pushed me dangerously close to my own release. She caught on immediately, starting to move her hips in circular motions that had me seeing stars.

As the pressure built at the base of my spine, Claire suddenly stilled. "Wait," she said, her voice sharp enough to cut through the fog of my arousal. "The April rule, remember?"

For a moment, I was too far gone to process her words. "What?"

"The April rule," she repeated, slowing me down by putting her hand on my chest. "You have to cum the same way the last bull did." Her eyes held mine, serious despite her flushed cheeks and swollen lips. "Marcus pulled out and came on my pussy last time. That means you have to pull out too."

I nodded, though my body screamed in protest. "Right. Of course."

Claire resumed her movements, letting me fuck her deep with renewed vigor, her hands braced on my chest. "I'm close again," she whispered, her eyes fluttering closed as she focused on her pleasure.

The sight of my wife using my body for her own satisfaction pushed me right to the edge. I gripped her hips, helping her move as she chased her third orgasm. When she came, her entire body shuddered, her pussy clenching around me so tightly that it triggered my own release.

In that moment of blinding pleasure, all thought of rules vanished. I instinctively thrust forward, holding Claire down on my cock as I started to cum inside her.

The sharp crack of her hand connecting with my cheek shocked me back to reality.

"Pull out!" she shouted, her voice no longer that of my loving wife but something harder, commanding.

Stunned by the slap and the sudden shift in her demeanor, I reacted instinctively. I withdrew, grabbing my cock and finishing with several thick spurts across Claire's freshly fucked pussy.

She looked down at the mess, then back at me, her eyes narrowed. "You almost broke the rule," she said coldly.

"I'm sorry," I managed, still reeling from both my orgasm and her unexpected dominance. "I got carried away."

"Rules are rules, Dylan," she said, climbing off me to sit on the edge of the bed. The transformation was jarring—moments ago she had been lost in passion; now she sat straight-backed, eyes glinting with authority. "If we're going to continue this arrangement, you need to follow them to the letter. Understood?"

I nodded, suddenly feeling much smaller than my wife despite our physical differences.

"Good," she said, lying back on the bed and pointing to her cum-streaked stomach. "Now clean up your mess."

My cock twitched despite having just come. This was new territory for us—Claire had never taken control like this before. I hesitated only briefly before lowering my head to her stomach, my tongue darting out to lick up my own cum.

"All of it," she instructed, her hand coming to rest on the back of my head, applying just enough pressure to make it clear this wasn't a request.

I complied, licking every drop from her skin, the bitter taste of my own release flooding my mouth. As humiliating as it was, I couldn't deny the renewed stirring of arousal I felt. When I finished, I looked up at Claire, unsure what would come next.

Her severe expression softened slightly. She ran her fingers through my hair, almost affectionately. "Good boy," she murmured, and somehow those two simple words made my chest swell with pride. "Remember the rules next time."

I nodded, resting my head on her now-clean stomach. "I will," I promised, already wondering what other surprises my wife had in store for me this weekend.
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Saturday morning dawned with soft light filtering through the half-drawn curtains of our spa suite. I woke to find Claire already dressed in a light summer dress that clung to her curves in all the right places. Last night's dominatrix had vanished, replaced by my smiling wife who bent to kiss my forehead with casual affection, as if she hadn't ordered me to lick my own cum off her stomach mere hours ago. The duality of our relationship never ceased to amaze me—how seamlessly we moved between conventional couple and our darker, kinkier dynamic.

"Morning, sleepyhead," she murmured against my skin. "I thought we could explore the town today. It's beautiful outside."

I stretched, enjoying the lingering soreness in my muscles from our activities the night before. "Sounds perfect," I agreed, pulling her down for a proper kiss.

Claire laughed and broke free. "Shower first," she instructed. "I'm hungry, and there's a café in town that supposedly has the best croissants around."

An hour later, freshly showered and dressed in casual clothes, we strolled hand-in-hand down the cobblestone streets of the small town. It was like something out of a postcard—quaint storefronts with colorful awnings, window boxes overflowing with flowers, and locals who nodded politely as we passed. The morning air was crisp and clean, carrying the scent of freshly baked bread from a nearby bakery.

We found the café Claire had mentioned, a charming little place with wrought iron tables set up on the sidewalk beneath a striped awning. A sleepy-eyed waiter took our order: two coffees and an assortment of croissants to share.

"This is nice," Claire said, reaching across the table to take my hand. "Just us, no work, no stress."

I squeezed her fingers. "No bulls," I added with a small smile.

She laughed, the sound light and carefree. "Don't tell me you're getting tired of our arrangement already?"

"Never," I assured her. "Just appreciating the different facets of our relationship."

Our coffees arrived, strong and aromatic in delicate porcelain cups, followed shortly by a basket of croissants that were still warm from the oven. We ate in comfortable silence for a while, simply enjoying the food and each other's company.

"Did you see that email from your mother?" Claire asked, breaking the silence with a mundane topic. "About Thanksgiving plans?"

And just like that, we slipped into the kind of ordinary conversation any married couple might have on a weekend getaway. We discussed holiday plans, a leak in our guest bathroom that needed fixing, whether we should replace the aging couch in our living room. It was refreshingly normal, a reminder that beneath our sexual adventures, we were still just Dylan and Claire—a couple who faced the same day-to-day challenges as everyone else.

After breakfast, we wandered through the town, stopping occasionally to window-shop or admire the architecture. Claire spotted a small path leading away from the main street.

"Let's see where it goes," she suggested, tugging me along.

The path led us to a small lake on the edge of town. The water sparkled in the mid-morning sun, and a handful of ducks glided lazily across its surface. An elderly man sat on a bench nearby, tossing crumbs to the eager waterfowl.

"Wait here," Claire said, hurrying back toward town. She returned minutes later with a paper bag. "The bakery was selling day-old bread," she explained, tearing off a piece and offering it to me.

We spent the next hour feeding the ducks, laughing as they quacked and squabbled over the crumbs. Claire's face was animated with childlike joy, her brown eyes sparkling as she tossed bread to a particularly persistent duck that seemed to have taken a liking to her.

"You'd think they'd never been fed before," she giggled as the duck waddled closer, eyeing the remaining bread in her hand with naked longing.

I watched her, a warmth spreading through my chest that had nothing to do with the sunshine. In moments like these, I was struck anew by how deeply I loved this woman—not just for the sexual freedom she gave me or the fantasies she indulged, but for her essence, the core of who she was.

As if sensing my thoughts, Claire looked up and caught my eye. Her smile softened, became something more intimate. "What are you thinking about?" she asked.

"Just how lucky I am," I answered honestly.

She leaned in and kissed me, sweet and gentle. "We're both lucky," she whispered against my lips.

We spent the rest of the day exploring the town, wandering in and out of shops, admiring the local crafts, and eventually finding ourselves hungry again as evening approached. A quick search on Claire's phone led us to an Italian restaurant that promised authentic cuisine in an elegant setting.

The restaurant was housed in an old stone building, its interior warm with candlelight and the rich scents of garlic and herbs. We were seated at a corner table, intimate and slightly secluded from the other diners.

"This is lovely," Claire commented as a waiter poured us each a glass of red wine. She looked stunning in the soft lighting, her brown hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders, her skin glowing.

We ordered—Claire choosing the seafood risotto, while I opted for the lasagna—and settled into easy conversation. The wine loosened our tongues and brought a flush to Claire's cheeks that made her even more beautiful.

Midway through the meal, Claire set down her fork and gave me a look I'd come to recognize—mischievous, with a hint of something darker. Without a word, she slipped out of her seat.

"I'll be right back," she murmured, heading toward the restrooms at the back of the restaurant.

She returned minutes later, a secretive smile playing on her lips as she sat down. Before I could ask what she was up to, I felt her foot sliding up my calf under the table. Then she leaned forward, giving me a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage as she pressed something into my hand.

I looked down to find her black lace thong curled in my palm.

"Just thought you should know," she whispered, her voice husky, "it feels amazing to be bare under my dress."

My cock hardened instantly at her words, my imagination running wild with thoughts of her sitting across from me, completely exposed beneath the thin fabric of her dress.

"Jesus, Claire," I murmured, discreetly tucking the thong into my pocket. "You're killing me."

She just smiled and returned to her risotto, acting as if nothing unusual had happened. But there was a new tension in the air, a current of anticipation that made every movement, every glance between us charged with meaning.

By the time dessert arrived—a rich tiramisu for Claire, chocolate gelato for me—I was aching with desire. Claire knew exactly what she was doing, occasionally shifting in her seat or crossing her legs, knowing I was imagining what lay beneath her dress.

"Last night was interesting," she said casually, taking a delicate bite of her tiramisu. "When I slapped you."

I nearly choked on my gelato. "That's one way to describe it."

"Did you like it?" Her eyes held mine, curious and intense. "Being dominated by me?"

I glanced around, making sure our conversation couldn't be overheard. "I think you know the answer to that," I replied, my voice low.

"I want to hear you say it," she insisted, her foot once again finding my leg under the table.

I took a deep breath. "Yes," I admitted. "I liked it. It was... unexpected. But incredibly hot."

Claire's smile was satisfied, almost predatory. "I liked it too," she confessed. "More than I thought I would. There's something powerful about taking control like that."

"Is that what you want tonight?" I asked, heart racing at the possibility.

She tilted her head, considering. "Would you let me?"

"You know I would."

Her smile widened. "Then yes. That's exactly what I want tonight."

We barely tasted the rest of our dessert, hurrying through it in our eagerness to return to our room. Claire deliberately walked ahead of me as we left the restaurant, giving me glimpses of her bare thighs as her dress swayed with each step.

The walk back to the spa felt eternal. Claire teased me mercilessly, occasionally lifting the hem of her dress just enough to make me groan with frustration. By the time we reached our room, I was painfully hard and desperate to touch her.

But Claire had other ideas.

"Strip," she ordered the moment the door closed behind us, her voice taking on that commanding tone from the night before. "Then lie on the bed. Arms above your head."

I complied without hesitation, shedding my clothes and positioning myself as instructed. Claire watched with hungry eyes, making no move to undress herself.

"Good boy," she murmured, the same phrase that had sent a thrill through me the night before. From her suitcase, she retrieved something I hadn't seen her pack—a set of soft restraints.

"You came prepared," I observed, my cock twitching against my stomach at the sight.

"I like to be ready for anything," she replied, approaching the bed. With swift, confident movements, she secured my wrists to the headboard, leaving me spread-eagled and vulnerable.

Only then did she begin to undress, taking her time, making a show of it. She unzipped her dress slowly, letting it slide down her body to pool at her feet. She stood before me in just her bra—a black lace thing that matched the thong now in my pocket—and high heels.

"Do you like what you see?" she asked, cupping her breasts through the lace.

"You know I do," I rasped, straining against my restraints. "You're fucking gorgeous."

She smiled, reaching behind to unhook her bra. It joined her dress on the floor, leaving her in nothing but those heels. My mouth went dry at the sight of her even at this umpteenth time —athletic body bathed in the soft light of our room, nipples hard and begging for attention.

Claire crawled onto the bed, moving up my body without touching me, until she was straddling my chest. "I'm going to sit on your face," she announced matter-of-factly. "And you're going to lick my ass first. Then my pussy. Until I come. Understand?"

I nodded eagerly, my cock leaking pre-cum onto my stomach at her words.

"Say it," she demanded.

"I understand," I replied, my voice embarrassingly hoarse with desire. "I'll lick whatever you want."

Claire turned around, presenting her perfect ass to my face. She lowered herself slowly, giving me a view that made my entire body throb with want—her puckered hole, her glistening pussy lips, all inches from my mouth.

"Start with my ass," she ordered, lowering herself those final few inches.

I extended my tongue, circling her tight hole before pressing against it more firmly. Claire moaned, pushing back against my face, silently demanding more. I complied, licking and probing, reveling in her gasps and sighs.

"Yes, just like that," she encouraged, reaching back to grab a fistful of my hair. "Fuck me with your tongue."

I worked her ass with my tongue, alternating between long, flat licks and more pointed thrusts, all while wishing my hands were free to spread her cheeks wider, to touch her everywhere and get my tongue deeper into her back door.

Without warning, Claire raised herself slightly, then repositioned so my tongue was aligned with her dripping pussy. "Now here," she commanded. "Make me come with your mouth."

I attacked her pussy with enthusiasm, licking from her entrance to her clit in long, firm strokes. Claire ground herself against my face, riding my tongue with increasing urgency. Her taste flooded my mouth, sweet and tangy and addictive.

"Right there," she gasped as my tongue found her clit. "Don't stop."

I focused on her clit, circling it with my tongue, occasionally sucking it between my lips. Claire's thighs began to tremble on either side of my head, a sure sign she was close.

Suddenly, she reached down and slapped my cheek—not hard enough to hurt, but with enough force to shock me. "Faster," she demanded.

The unexpected slap sent a jolt of arousal straight to my cock. I redoubled my efforts, licking her clit with renewed vigor. Claire slapped me again, then again, each time accompanied by a command: "Harder." "More." "Don't you dare fucking stop."

Each slap, each demanding word pushed me further into submission, until I was nothing but a vessel for her pleasure, existing solely to make her come undone. And when she finally did come, it was with a scream that likely carried to neighboring rooms, her body convulsing against my mouth as I continued to lick her through her orgasm.

Before she had fully recovered, Claire shifted her position, turning around to face my feet. She laid on me in a 69 position, her pussy once again hovering above my face while her own face aligned with my throbbing cock.

"Keep licking me," she instructed, lowering her still-sensitive pussy to my mouth. "While I suck your cock."

The first touch of her lips around my shaft nearly sent me over the edge. I had to focus intensely on the task at hand—pleasing her with my tongue—to keep from coming immediately. Claire took me deep into her mouth, her technique as masterful as ever. She knew exactly how to drive me wild, alternating between deep-throating and focusing on the sensitive head, her hand jerking the base of my hard cock relentlessly.

I struggled to maintain my concentration, to keep pleasuring her even as she was driving me insane with her mouth. It became a beautiful torture—trying to make her come again while fighting my own overwhelming need for release.

Claire seemed to sense my struggle. She increased her pace, sucking harder, taking me deeper. Her moans vibrated around my cock as my tongue found her clit again, the dual stimulation driving us both toward another peak.

Her second orgasm hit suddenly, her pussy clenching against my tongue as she cried out around my cock. The sensation of her moaning while I was deep in her throat was too much—I felt my own release building, unstoppable.

"Claire," I gasped in warning, "I'm going to come."

She pulled off just long enough to say, "Not yet," before returning to her ministrations with renewed vigor.

Somehow, I held back, focusing on the burning in my restraints, the slight discomfort of my position—anything to stave off the inevitable. Claire licked and sucked, bringing me to the very edge before backing off, a merciless tease that left me panting and desperate.

Finally, when I thought I might lose my mind from the pleasure-pain of her denial, Claire released my cock from her mouth and quickly repositioned herself. She straddled my hips, grasping my cock and guiding it to her entrance.

"I'm going to ride you now," she announced, sinking down just enough to take the head inside her. "And you're going to come exactly when and where I tell you to."

"Yes," I agreed, beyond caring about anything but release. "Anything you want."

Claire lowered herself fully onto my cock in one smooth motion, both of us groaning at the sensation. She began to ride me with purpose, her pace fast and demanding from the start. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her face a mask of concentration and pleasure.

"You feel so good inside me," she panted, her nails digging into my chest. "So fucking hard."

I strained against my restraints, desperate to touch her, to hold her hips as she rode me. All I could do was thrust upward, meeting her movements with my own.

"I'm close," I warned her, feeling the familiar tightening at the base of my spine. "Claire, I'm so close."

She immediately lifted herself off my cock, leaving me bereft and aching. "Not inside me," she reminded me, wrapping her hand around my shaft. "Remember the rule?"

In my haze of arousal, I'd forgotten the April rule entirely. I nodded frantically, willing to agree to anything if she would just let me come.

Claire positioned herself so my cock was aimed at her pussy, then began to stroke me with firm, quick motions. "Come for me, Dylan," she commanded. "Come on my pussy."

It took only a few strokes before I was erupting, shooting thick ropes of cum across her pussy lips and clit. Claire continued to stroke me through my orgasm, milking every last drop from me until I was spent and hypersensitive.

Before I could catch my breath, Claire moved up my body, positioning her cum-covered pussy above my face.

"Clean me up," she ordered, her voice leaving no room for argument. "Every drop."

I extended my tongue, lapping at my own release that coated her delicate folds. The bitter taste of my cum mixed with her sweetness created a flavor that was uniquely us. Claire moaned as my tongue worked between her lips, cleaning her thoroughly.

"That's it," she encouraged, her hand once again finding my hair. "Such a good boy."

When she was satisfied with my cleanup job, Claire finally released my restraints, rubbing my wrists gently where the cuffs had left faint marks. The dominant persona melted away as she curled against my side, pressing soft kisses to my shoulder.

"Was that okay?" she asked, a hint of vulnerability in her voice. "I didn't go too far?"

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her closer. "It was perfect," I assured her. "You're perfect."

She smiled against my skin, already drifting toward sleep. "Love you," she murmured.

"Love you too," I replied, marveling at the complexity of the woman in my arms—doctor, wife, dominatrix, lover—and feeling like the luckiest man alive to have her.
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Sunday morning arrived with the inevitability of all good things coming to an end. I folded my clothes in silence, watching Claire from the corner of my eye as she meticulously packed her toiletries. The evidence of our weekend activities had been wiped away—the rumpled sheets straightened, the restraints hidden in the depths of her suitcase, the lingering scent of sex masked by the hotel's complimentary air freshener. But I could still feel the phantom sting of her palm against my cheek, still taste the bitter salt of my own cum on my tongue from when she'd forced me to clean her.

"Did you check under the bed?" Claire asked, her voice startlingly normal after the commanding tone she'd adopted the night before. "I don't want to leave anything behind."

I dutifully dropped to my knees, peering under the bed frame. "All clear," I reported, using the moment to gather my thoughts.

The weekend had been transformative. What had started as a simple getaway to relax had evolved into something else entirely—an exploration of new dynamics in our relationship. Claire's emergence as a dominant force in our bedroom play had awakened something in both of us, a natural extension of the cuckolding arrangement we'd been enjoying for months.

When we'd first discussed opening our marriage, it had been my fantasy—watching Claire with other men, the humiliation and arousal of seeing my wife pleasured in ways I couldn't provide. I'd never anticipated how enthusiastically she would embrace it, or how our roles would continue to evolve. From her initial hesitant agreement to her current confident ownership of her sexuality, the journey had been unpredictable and exhilarating.

"I think that's everything," Claire said, zipping her suitcase closed with finality. She wore jeans and a simple t-shirt, her hair pulled back in a ponytail—the picture of casual normalcy. It was hard to reconcile this version of my wife with the woman who had ordered me to lick her ass last night, who had tied me to the bed and slapped me until I was begging for release.

I watched as she moved around the room, wiping down surfaces with a tissue, ensuring we left no trace of ourselves behind. There was an economy to her movements, a precision that reminded me she was, after all, a doctor—someone accustomed to cleaning up messes, to leaving situations better than she found them.

"Ready?" she asked, catching me staring.

"Almost," I replied, tucking the last of my shirts into my own bag. "Just need to do one final check of the bathroom."

The bathroom still held the ghost of our morning shower—steam on the mirror, wet towels in the hamper. I gathered our remaining toiletries, trying not to think about how Claire had pressed me against the shower wall this morning, her hand wrapped around my cock, whispering filthy promises about what was waiting for me when we got home.

We checked out efficiently, thanking the staff and promising to return. The receptionist smiled knowingly at us, and I wondered if our activities had been as discreet as we'd hoped, or if the entire spa complex had heard Claire's commands and my subsequent moans.

The car was packed quickly, our weekend bags seeming somehow smaller on the return journey. As Claire slid into the passenger seat, I noticed the slight wince—a testament to our vigorous activities. A surge of masculine pride washed through me, immediately followed by the humbling reminder that I wasn't the only one who had caused that soreness.

We drove in silence for the first twenty minutes, the scenic countryside rolling past our windows. It wasn't an uncomfortable silence—more contemplative, each of us processing the events of the weekend in our own way.

My mind wandered back to our most recent cuckolding session with Marcus. The memory of his powerful black body over Claire's pale form was seared into my brain—how he'd ordered me to hold his balls as he fucked her, how he'd made me thank him afterward for satisfying my wife. The humiliation had been excruciating and arousing in equal measure.

Before that had been Luke, Claire's ex, with his aggressive approach and casual ownership of her body. He'd slapped her ass until it was red, called her his slut, and made her scream in ways I rarely could.

Each encounter had pushed our boundaries a little further, each rule adding another layer to our complex dynamic. The April rule—that I had to come in the same way as the last bull—had nearly tripped me up this weekend. The slip had unlocked Claire's dominant side, a development neither of us had anticipated but both had apparently craved.

I glanced at her profile as she gazed out the window. My cock stirred as I thought about new ways to be cucked, new scenarios we could explore. Perhaps we could invite Marcus over for dinner, have him dominate both of us.

But it was the upcoming May rule that truly occupied my thoughts—"The only way hubby can cum is by the wife jerking him off." The implications were both thrilling and daunting. It meant no more coming inside Claire, no more blowjobs to completion, no more masturbating when she was away on hospital shifts. My orgasms would be entirely in her control, dependent on her willingness to touch me.

It was a significant escalation from our previous rules. It would put me completely at Claire's mercy. What if she decided to withhold? What if she made me wait days, even weeks between orgasms? The thought sent a shiver down my spine, equal parts anxiety and arousal.

"What are you thinking about?" Claire's voice broke through my reverie. "You're gripping the steering wheel like you're trying to strangle it."

I relaxed my hands, not having realized how tense I'd become. "The May rule," I admitted. There was no point lying; Claire had become adept at reading my thoughts, especially when they were sexual in nature.

"Ah," she said, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Having second thoughts?"

"No," I replied quickly, then reconsidered. "Maybe a little nervous. It's a big change."

Claire reached over and placed her hand on my thigh, the casual touch still electric after all our years together. "We don't have to implement it if you're not comfortable," she said gently. "The rules are supposed to enhance our pleasure, not cause genuine distress."

I covered her hand with mine, squeezing lightly. "I want to try it," I insisted. "I'm just... anticipating."

Her smile widened, took on a predatory edge that reminded me of her dominance the night before. "You should be," she said, her voice dropping to a sultry register. "I have plans for you, Dylan Howard."

My cock hardened instantly at her tone, at the promise in her words. "What kind of plans?" I dared to ask.

Claire's hand slid higher on my thigh, not quite reaching my growing erection but close enough to make my breath hitch. "The kind that will have you begging," she replied. "The kind that will make you grateful when I finally let you come."

I swallowed hard, trying to focus on the road despite the blood rushing to my groin.

"I might make you earn each release," she continued, her fingers tracing patterns on my inner thigh. "Have you pleasure me multiple times before I even consider touching you. Or perhaps I'll edge you for days, bringing you to the brink and then stopping, over and over until you're desperate."

"Fuck, Claire," I groaned, adjusting myself in my seat.

She laughed, the sound both warm and wicked. "That's the idea, husband. Though fucking might be off the table for you more often than not." She removed her hand, leaving me aching for more contact. "But we'll see how good you are."
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“The only way hubby can cum is by the wife jerking him off.”
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May arrived with a surge of heat that matched the intensity of my anticipation. After our spa weekend and Claire's newfound dominance, we'd barely waited a week before deciding to invite Marcus over to inaugurate the May rule. I'd spent the entire afternoon cooking, sweat beading on my forehead as I prepared a three-course meal worthy of the occasion. Claire had been explicit in her instructions: I was to serve as their butler for the evening, catering to their every need while they enjoyed a romantic dinner on our balcony. My cock had been semi-hard all day at the thought of what was to come—watching my wife with her bull while bound by a rule that left my orgasms entirely at her mercy.

The table on the balcony looked perfect. I'd covered it with our best linen tablecloth, set out the fancy china we rarely used, and arranged a bouquet of fresh flowers as the centerpiece. Two tall candles stood ready to be lit when darkness fell. I'd even polished the silverware until it gleamed, an unnecessary touch that spoke to my eagerness to please.

Claire emerged from our bedroom just as I was adjusting the final place setting. She wore a black cocktail dress that hugged her athletic figure, the hemline stopping mid-thigh to showcase her toned legs. Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and her lips were painted a deep red that made my mouth go dry.

"You look incredible," I said, unable to take my eyes off her.

She smiled, approaching to inspect my handiwork. "This looks beautiful, Dylan. You've outdone yourself." She ran her finger along the edge of the table, then turned to me with a critical eye. "But you're not dressed for your role yet."

From a garment bag hanging near the balcony door, she produced a butler's uniform—complete with bow tie and white gloves. "Put this on," she instructed. "Marcus will be here in twenty minutes."

I changed quickly, the costume slightly too small across the shoulders, making my movements constrained and awkward—exactly as Claire had intended, I suspected. The physical discomfort was a constant reminder of my position for the evening.

At precisely seven o'clock, the doorbell rang. I smoothed down the front of my butler's jacket and went to answer it, feeling ridiculous but also undeniably aroused by the humiliation.

Marcus stood in the doorway, his powerful frame filling the space. He wore a tailored suit that emphasized his broad shoulders and muscular physique. His dark eyes took me in, lingering on the butler's uniform before a slow smile spread across his face.

"Well, well," he drawled, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. "Looks like someone's been demoted from cuck to servant."

Heat flooded my face. "Good evening, sir," I managed, slipping into my assigned role. "May I take your coat?"

Marcus chuckled, shrugging off his jacket and handing it to me. "Where's that sexy wife of yours?"

"Mrs. Howard is waiting on the balcony," I replied, hanging his coat carefully. "May I show you the way?"

"Lead on, butler boy," he said, slapping me hard on the back.

I led him through our apartment to the balcony, where Claire stood waiting, a vision against the backdrop of the evening sky. Marcus let out a low whistle of appreciation.

"Damn, Claire," he said, taking her hands and stepping back to admire her. "You look good enough to eat." He leaned in and kissed her, not the polite greeting of acquaintances but the hungry claim of a lover. I watched as his large hands splayed across her back, pulling her against him.

"I'm glad you could make it," Claire said when they finally broke apart, her voice slightly breathless.

"Wouldn't miss it for the world," Marcus replied, his eyes never leaving her face.

I cleared my throat softly. "Would you care for some wine?" I asked, holding up a bottle of the expensive red we'd purchased specifically for the occasion.

"Yes, pour us both a glass," Claire instructed, taking her seat. Marcus sat opposite her, his gaze predatory as it traveled over her body.

I poured the wine with shaking hands, painfully aware of the scene unfolding. As I served them, I noticed that the large oak trees surrounding our balcony provided more privacy than I'd realized. The neighbors' view was completely obscured by the thick foliage—a fact that sent a ripple of excitement through me as I contemplated what might happen later.

"The first course will be served momentarily," I said, retreating to the kitchen.

I returned with the appetizers—seared scallops with a citrus reduction—and placed them carefully before Claire and Marcus. As I bent to set down Marcus's plate, I caught his whispered words to my wife:

"I'm gonna fuck you so hard tonight you won't walk straight for a week."

Claire's soft laugh in response made my cock twitch within the confines of my too-tight pants.

Throughout the main course—beef tenderloin with roasted vegetables and a red wine sauce—I stood silently against the wall of the apartment, watching as Claire and Marcus flirted openly. Their conversation grew increasingly explicit as the wine flowed.

“You know, we have some experiences with one of my exes...” Claire explained.

“Really?“ Marcus raised his eyebrow. “Exactly what kind of experiences?“

“He also stepped up as a bull for a few times,“ Claire shrugged.

“And I bet cucky here loved to watch that as well, right?“ Marcus winked at me.

“Totally,“ Claire laughed. “But the thing is, Luke was involved with a side chick lately, so I have to miss him dominating me,” Claire said, leaning forward in a way that offered Marcus a generous view of her cleavage. "The way he dominated me while Dylan watched."

Marcus raised an eyebrow. "You miss him?"

"His hiatus seems too large, maybe too serious," she explained, tracing the rim of her wineglass with one finger. "But it made me realize there are still things I want to explore."

"Like what?" Marcus prompted, his voice lowering.

Claire bit her lip, a gesture that always drove me wild. "I've been fantasizing about being with two men at once," she confessed. "Not just being watched, but actually being taken by two bulls simultaneously."

My breath caught in my throat at her admission. Standing there, listening my wife telling her deepest secrets to the bull he was about to fuck her felt so perverted, yet so exciting. My cock began to ache in my butler pants.

"You want to be DP'd," Marcus stated bluntly. "One cock in your pussy, one in your ass."

Claire nodded, her cheeks flushing. "Or spit-roasted. You know, like in porn." She glanced at me briefly. "Not with Dylan. With two real men."

Marcus's laugh was deep and rich. "I think that can be arranged," he said, reaching across the table to take her hand. "My brother Nigel has similar tastes. He'd be more than happy to join us sometime."

"Your brother?" Claire's eyes widened with interest.

"Mm-hmm. Younger than me, but just as well-endowed," Marcus said with a wink. "And he loves white pussy almost as much as I do."

"I'd like that," Claire said, her voice husky with desire.

I shifted uncomfortably, my erection straining painfully against my pants at the thought of Claire being taken by two black bulls while I watched helplessly.

"Dessert?" I offered, desperate for a momentary escape.

"Yes, bring the dessert," Claire ordered, her eyes never leaving Marcus's face.

In the kitchen, I took a moment to compose myself, adjusting my cock to a less uncomfortable position before plating the chocolate mousse I'd prepared. When I returned to the balcony, the atmosphere had shifted. Claire and Marcus sat closer together, his arm draped possessively around her shoulders.

I set the desserts down, but before I could retreat, Claire stopped me.

"Wait," she commanded. "We need some whipped cream for the dessert." She pointed to the can I'd left on the serving tray.

I handed it to her, but she shook her head.

"No, I want you to apply it," she said, her eyes glittering with mischief. Then she turned to Marcus. "Show him what needs decorating."

Marcus stood, unbuckling his belt with deliberate slowness. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock—already semi-hard and impressively large. My mouth went dry at the sight.

"Go ahead, Dylan," Claire urged. "Put the whipped cream on Marcus's cock. I want to lick it off."

My hands trembled as I took the can. Kneeling before Marcus, I felt a profound sense of submission as I shook the canister and carefully sprayed a line of whipped cream along the underside of his shaft. His cock twitched in response, growing harder by the second.

"More," Claire instructed. "Cover it."

I applied more whipped cream until Marcus's massive cock was coated in white. He looked down at me with a smirk that conveyed his utter dominance in this situation.

Claire slid from her chair and joined me on her knees. Without hesitation, she leaned forward and ran her tongue along the underside of Marcus's cock, collecting the whipped cream with deliberate, teasing licks. Her eyes closed in apparent pleasure as she savored the combination of sweetness and the taste of his skin.

"Mmm," she moaned, opening her eyes to lock gazes with me as she took the head of his cock into her mouth.

I watched, transfixed, as my wife proceeded to give Marcus an enthusiastic blowjob. Her technique was flawless—a combination of suction, tongue work, and hand strokes that had him groaning in appreciation. The whipped cream soon disappeared, replaced by the sheen of Claire's saliva as she worked him deeper into her throat.

"Fuck, you're good at that," Marcus growled, tangling his fingers in her hair.

Claire hummed around his cock in response, the vibrations making him hiss with pleasure. She increased her pace, her head bobbing faster as Marcus's breathing grew ragged. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the sight of my wife's red lips stretched around another man's cock, her expression one of utter bliss.

"I'm gonna cum," Marcus warned, his grip on Claire's hair tightening.

She pulled back, continuing to stroke him with her hand as she tilted her face upward. "Cum on my face," she urged, her voice thick with desire. "I want my husband to see me covered in your cum."

Marcus needed no further encouragement. With a deep groan, he erupted, thick ropes of white semen landing on Claire's forehead, cheeks, and lips. She closed her eyes, moaning softly as his release painted her face. It was the most erotic and humiliating sight I'd ever witnessed—my beautiful wife kneeling before another man, this black bull, eagerly accepting his cum on her face while I watched in helpless arousal.

When Marcus was spent, Claire opened her eyes and turned to me. Her face was a mess of white streaks, some of his cum dripping down her chin onto her black dress.

"Clean me up, Dylan," she ordered, her voice steady and commanding despite her disheveled state.

I moved forward without hesitation, my tongue darting out to lick Marcus's cum from her cheek. The bitter, salty taste flooded my mouth as I methodically cleaned every drop from her skin. Claire remained still, her eyes watching me as I performed this ultimate act of submission. Marcus stood over us, tucking himself back into his pants with a satisfied chuckle.

"That's it, cleanup cuck," he said, patting my head condescendingly. "Get every drop."

When I'd finished, Claire stood and kissed Marcus deeply. "I want you to fuck me now," she said against his lips. "Out here, against the railing."

Marcus growled in approval, turning her around so she faced the balcony edge. He hiked up her dress, revealing that she wore no underwear—her bare ass exposed to the night air and our hungry gazes.

"Look at that perfect ass," Marcus said, delivering a sharp slap that made Claire gasp. "Bend over for me, baby."

Claire complied, gripping the railing and arching her back to present herself to him. Her pussy glistened with arousal, ready for him.

Marcus unzipped once more, his cock remarkably hard again after such a recent orgasm. He positioned himself behind Claire, teasing her entrance with the head of his cock before thrusting forward in one powerful movement.

Claire's cry of pleasure echoed through the trees. I stood to the side, watching as Marcus began to fuck my wife with long, deep strokes that had her gripping the railing for support. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back to meet each thrust.

"You like this big black cock stretching your pussy?" he demanded, slapping her ass again.

"Yes!" Claire cried out, her voice thick with pleasure. "Fuck me harder!"

Marcus complied, increasing his pace until the sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air. He reached forward and grabbed a fistful of Claire's hair, yanking her head back as he pounded into her.

"Look at your husband," he ordered her. "Let him see how much you love this cock."

Claire's eyes found mine, glazed with lust and something deeper—a connection between us even in this moment of her surrender to another man. Her lips parted in a silent scream as Marcus continued his relentless assault on her pussy.

"I'm close," she gasped, her knuckles white where she gripped the railing. "Oh god, I'm going to cum!"

"That's it, cum on my cock," Marcus encouraged, never slowing his pace. "Show your husband what a real man can do to you."

Claire's orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. Her entire body tensed, then shuddered violently as she screamed into the night. Her face contorted in ecstasy, beautiful in its abandon. Marcus held her firmly as she rode out her pleasure, his own expression one of smug satisfaction.

When her tremors subsided, Marcus pulled out, his cock still rock hard. Claire turned around, breathless and flushed, her eyes wild with post-orgasmic bliss.

"Come here, Dylan," she beckoned, her voice hoarse from screaming.

I approached, my own cock painful in its confinement. Claire sat on one of the balcony chairs, positioning herself between Marcus and me.

"Take out your cock," she instructed.

I complied in a hurry, being happy my wife didn’t forget about the May rule. Marcus's massive member made mine look inadequate by comparison. Claire smiled, taking each of us in hand. She began to stroke us simultaneously, her movements expert and deliberate.

"I want you both to cum," she said, her gaze shifting between us. "On the dessert plate. Together."

She increased her pace, her hands working in perfect rhythm. My breath came in short gasps as the sensation of her hand combined with the visual stimulation of watching her stroke Marcus at the same time.

"Cum for me," she urged, her voice dropping to that commanding tone that had emerged during our spa weekend. "Now."

The tension that had been building all evening erupted as I came with a strangled cry, my release spurting onto the chocolate-smeared plate in front of us. Marcus followed with a deep roar moments later, his cum significantly more voluminous, mixing with mine on the ceramic surface.

Claire looked up at me, her expression serious. "You know what comes next, don't you?"

I nodded, knowing exactly what she expected. Kneeling before the table, I bent down and began to lick the mixture of cum from the plate. The combined taste of chocolate mousse, my own semen, and Marcus's much thicker release created a complex flavor that was both humiliating and strangely arousing. I lapped it all up like an obedient dog, aware of Claire and Marcus watching me perform this degrading act.

"Good boy," Claire praised when I'd finished, her hand stroking my hair affectionately. "You're such a good cuck."

Marcus laughed, zipping up his pants. "You've got him well-trained," he commented to Claire, then looked at me with a mixture of pity and amusement. "Thanks for dinner, butler. And for letting me use your wife so thoroughly."

Claire walked Marcus to the door while I remained on the balcony, still kneeling, the taste of our combined release lingering on my tongue. When she returned, her expression had softened.

"You were perfect tonight," she said, helping me to my feet. "How do you feel?"

I considered the question, taking stock of the complex emotions swirling within me. "Humiliated," I admitted. "Aroused. Satisfied in a way I can't quite explain."

She smiled, pressing a gentle kiss to my lips. "And the May rule? How was it, knowing you could only cum when I decided to jerk you off?"

"Intense," I replied honestly. "Knowing my pleasure was completely in your hands made everything more heightened."

Claire's smile widened. "Good. Because May will be long and I plan to use our rules precisely!"

My cock gave an interested twitch despite having just been spent. Whatever Claire had in mind, I knew I would embrace it willingly, surrendering to the intoxicating mixture of humiliation and pleasure that had become the cornerstone of our relationship.
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I slouched deeper into our couch, beer in hand, the dim glow of the TV painting Claire's face with shifting light. Some comedian was ranting about airline food, but I was barely listening, my mind drifting between the warmth of my wife pressed against me and the looming Wednesday that was circled in red on our mental calendar. Two bulls. The thought sent a familiar mix of anxiety and arousal coiling through my gut, a sensation I'd grown accustomed to since we'd started this arrangement. Claire's fingers traced lazy patterns on my thigh, her attention seemingly fixed on the screen, though the slight curl of her lips told me her thoughts might be wandering down the same path as mine.

The doorbell's chime sliced through our comfortable silence. We exchanged glances—we weren't expecting anyone.

"You order food?" Claire asked, not moving an inch.

I shook my head, setting my beer down and adjusting my glasses. "I'll get it."

Padding to the door in my socks, I felt a twinge of worry. It was past nine, too late for package deliveries or neighborhood pleasantries. I peered through the peephole and froze. A tall, broad-shouldered Black man stood on our porch, holding a small package wrapped in glossy black paper. My pulse quickened—not with fear exactly, but with recognition of what his presence might mean.

I opened the door, the cool evening air rushing in.

"Dylan Howard?" His voice was deep, confident. Early thirties maybe, with the kind of physique that spoke of dedicated gym time and good genetics.

"Yes," I managed, my voice catching slightly.

"Nigel Thompson." He extended a hand that practically engulfed mine when I shook it. "Marcus's brother. He mentioned me?"

Of course. The second bull. Marcus had said his younger brother would be joining him this weekend, but I'd pictured someone... I don't know, less intimidating? Nigel stood at least six-foot-three, his dark skin gleaming under our porch light, muscles straining against his fitted black t-shirt. His smile was disarmingly charming, white teeth contrasting against full lips.

"Right, yes. Marcus mentioned you'd be... joining them." I stepped aside, gesturing him in. "Come in."

Claire appeared in the hallway behind me, her posture changing subtly as she took in our visitor. I recognized that look—the slight parting of her lips, the way her eyes widened then narrowed as they traveled from his face down to his chest, his arms, lower.

"You must be Claire," Nigel said, his gaze moving appreciatively over my wife's form. She was wearing simple loungewear—yoga pants and a loose t-shirt—but somehow she made it look like lingerie under his stare.

"And you're the mysterious younger brother." Claire's voice had taken on that throaty quality that made my cock twitch despite the complicated emotions swirling through me. "Dylan, get our guest a beer."

I retreated to the kitchen, grateful for the moment to compose myself. When I returned with an opened bottle, they had migrated to the living room. Claire had turned off the TV and was perched on the edge of the sofa, leaning forward slightly, her body language screaming interest. Nigel had claimed my spot, sprawled comfortably as if he belonged there.

"Marcus told me you two have quite an arrangement," Nigel said, accepting the beer. "Said I had to see it to believe it."

“Indeed,“ Claire said. “We really love each other but that doesn’t stop us inviting a third into our relationship to release some steam, if you know what I mean.“

“Oh, I think I do,“ Nigel winked, eyeing my wife.

"So what's in the package?" Claire nodded toward the black-wrapped box he'd set on our coffee table.

Nigel took a long pull from his beer, his eyes never leaving Claire's. "Marcus thought you might need some... equipment for Saturday. Told me to drop it by, make sure we're all on the same page about expectations."

My mouth went dry. I sat in the armchair adjacent to the couch, feeling strangely like a guest in my own home.

"May I?" Claire reached for the package. Nigel nodded, and she tore into the wrapping with barely contained eagerness.

Inside was a box with a high-end lingerie brand embossed on the lid. Claire lifted it off to reveal tissue paper, which she peeled back to expose a scrap of deep red fabric.

"Stand up," Nigel ordered casually. "Show your husband what you'll be wearing for us."

Claire complied without hesitation, lifting a matching set of red lace thong and bra. The bra was barely there, designed to lift and expose rather than cover. The thong was equally minimalist, with delicate straps meant to frame her ass rather than hide it.

"Marcus has good taste," she murmured, holding the bra against her chest.

"There's more," Nigel said.

Claire dug deeper and pulled out something that made my cock instantly harden. A gleaming metal butt plug, at least twice the size of the one we'd used in our previous sessions. The base was adorned with what looked like a ruby.

"Jesus," I whispered.

Nigel chuckled. "Too much for you, cuck?"

The word slid under my skin like a blade, sharp and thrilling. I shook my head, not trusting my voice.

"Saturday," Nigel continued, "you're going to be wearing all of that, plus this plug, waiting for us on your knees in the middle of this room." He gestured around our living room. "Marcus was very specific about that part."

Claire's cheeks flushed. "And Dylan?"

"He stays in the corner. Naked. Watching." Nigel's eyes flicked to me. "That's what you want, right? To watch your wife get fucked by real men?"

I swallowed hard. "Yes."

"Marcus mentioned some rules," Nigel said, leaning back and spreading his legs wider, taking up more space. "Want to make sure I understand them correctly."

Claire set the lingerie back in the box and sat down, closer to Nigel than before. "The yearly rule is simple. Only bulls can cum in my mouth. Dylan has to wait for next year to enjoy me swallowing his load again."

Nigel raised an eyebrow.

"And the May rule?" Nigel prompted, turning to me.

I cleared my throat. "In May, I'm allowed to masturbate while watching, but I can't finish. Only Claire can jerk me to completion. That is the only way I can cum in this month."

"And we're in May now," Claire added. "So he's been quite... frustrated." She shot me a knowing look that made my neglected cock throb painfully in my jeans.

Nigel laughed, a deep sound that filled the room. "You two are for real, huh? Most couples I meet, they talk a big game, but when it comes down to it..." He shook his head. "They're all fantasy, no follow-through."

Claire's eyes narrowed. "You think we're all talk?"

"Prove me wrong," Nigel challenged, a smirk playing on his lips.

Without hesitation, Claire slid from the couch to her knees, positioning herself between Nigel's spread thighs. My breath caught in my throat as she looked up at him, then over at me, her eyes seeking permission or perhaps just acknowledging what was about to happen.

I nodded almost imperceptibly, my heart hammering against my ribs.

Claire's fingers worked at Nigel's belt, then the button of his jeans. I watched, transfixed, as she tugged down his zipper. Nigel lifted his hips slightly, allowing her to pull his jeans down enough to free his cock. It sprang out, already half-hard and impressively thick, much larger than mine even before it was fully erect.

"Shit," Claire whispered, wrapping her hand around his shaft. It darkened and stiffened under her touch, growing to what had to be at least eight thick inches.

"Take it slow," Nigel instructed, placing a hand on the back of her head. "Show your husband how much you love serving black cock."

Claire leaned forward, her lips parting to engulf the head of Nigel's cock. I shifted in my chair, painfully hard now, watching my wife take another man's dick into her mouth not three feet from me. She moaned around him, her eyes closing as she started a rhythm, taking more of him with each bob of her head.

"That's it," Nigel encouraged, his fingers tangling in her hair. "But I want more than just your mouth on my dick. Show me what a real cocksucker can do."

He guided her lower, and Claire followed his lead, dragging her tongue along the underside of his shaft until she reached his balls. Without prompting, she took one into her mouth, sucking gently, then the other, while her hand continued stroking his length.

"Look at your husband," Nigel commanded. Claire's eyes found mine, heavy-lidded with lust, her mouth full of another man's scrotum. "You like what you see, cuck?"

I nodded, unable to lie, unable to look away.

"Lower," Nigel instructed, lifting his hips. Claire's eyes widened slightly, but she complied, her tongue trailing down past his balls to the sensitive skin behind them. "Lower."

My wife hesitated for just a moment before Nigel's hand pressed more firmly on her head. She disappeared from my view as she positioned herself underneath him, and I knew exactly what she was doing when Nigel let out a deep groan of satisfaction.

"Fuck yeah, rim that ass," he growled. "Marcus didn't tell me your wife was such a nasty little slut."

I could only see Claire's back now, her head buried between Nigel's thighs as she tongued his asshole. The wet sounds and muffled moans filled our living room, punctuated by Nigel's appreciative grunts. My hand unconsciously moved to my crotch, pressing against my erection through my jeans.

After what seemed like an eternity, Nigel pulled Claire up by her hair. Her lips were swollen, her face flushed, a string of saliva connecting her mouth to his body. Without warning, he stood, turning her so her back was against the couch. His massive cock jutted out, inches from her face.

"Open," he commanded.

Claire's mouth fell open obediently. Nigel took his cock in hand and began stroking rapidly, aiming at her waiting mouth. His breathing grew ragged, his pace increasing.

"Here it comes," he growled, and then he was cumming, thick white ropes shooting directly into my wife's open mouth. She didn't flinch, didn't close her eyes, just took it all, some of it spilling over her bottom lip and down her chin.

"Swallow," Nigel ordered when he was done. Claire complied, her throat working visibly. "Show me."

She opened her mouth again, sticking out her tongue to prove she'd swallowed his load.

Nigel tucked himself back into his pants with a satisfied sigh. "I think Saturday's going to be fun." He looked at me, a predatory smile spreading across his face. "Don't you think, cuck husband?"

I nodded, my own cock still painfully hard, my mind reeling with what I'd just witnessed and what was still to come.
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Saturday evening arrived with the weight of anticipation that had been building all week. I stood naked in the corner of our living room, my cock already hard and aching, as Claire knelt in the center of the room exactly as instructed. The red lingerie Nigel had brought hugged her curves perfectly, the thong disappearing between the globes of her ass where I knew the massive butt plug was stretching her open. She'd spent an hour getting ready—showering, perfuming her skin, applying makeup that made her look both elegant and slutty. When the doorbell rang, she straightened her back, pushed out her chest, and fixed her gaze forward. I swallowed hard, knowing that once I opened that door, everything would change.

I padded to the door, conscious of my nakedness, my erection bobbing with each step. Opening it revealed Marcus and Nigel, both wearing knowing smirks as they took in my naked form.

"Cuck husband," Marcus greeted me with a nod. Unlike Wednesday night when Nigel had visited, I felt no need to shake hands. My role was clear—I was furniture, an observer, nothing more.

They pushed past me into the living room where Claire waited. The brothers circled her like predators, taking in every inch of her exposed skin. Marcus was dressed similarly to his younger brother—dark jeans and a fitted black shirt that emphasized his muscular build. Standing together, they were a formidable presence that made our living room seem suddenly small.

"Look at you," Marcus murmured, running a finger along Claire's jawline. "All dressed up like the slut you are."

"Did you put in the plug like I told you?" Nigel asked, moving behind her.

Claire nodded. "Yes."

Nigel's hand came down hard on her ass, the slap echoing through the room. "Yes, what?"

"Yes, Sir," Claire corrected, her voice breathy with anticipation.

Nigel hooked a finger under the thin strap of her thong, pulling it aside to reveal the jeweled base of the plug nestled between her cheeks. "Good girl. Looks like you can follow instructions."

I watched from my designated corner, already forgotten by the three of them. My cock throbbed painfully as Marcus began unbuckling his belt. He freed his impressive length, already semi-hard, and guided Claire's face toward it.

"Show my brother how well you suck black cock," he commanded.

Claire opened her mouth eagerly, taking him in with practiced ease. I remembered how she'd struggled the first time, months ago, but now she took his length like she was born for it. Nigel moved in front of her, unzipping his jeans and pulling out his own massive dick. The brothers stood on either side of her, taking turns feeding her their cocks, sometimes slapping them against her face or cheeks when she wasn't actively sucking.

"Look at your husband," Marcus ordered, gripping Claire's hair and turning her head toward me. "Show him how much you love this."

Claire's eyes met mine, glazed with lust, as she stroked both men simultaneously. Her lipstick was smeared, her hair already coming loose from its careful styling. She looked like every fantasy I'd ever had and every fear I'd ever suppressed. I gripped the wall behind me, desperate not to touch myself, knowing that the May rule meant I could watch but not find release.

The scene shifted quickly after that. Nigel stripped Claire of the red thong but left the bra on, pushing her onto all fours on our coffee table. Marcus positioned himself in front of her, his cock disappearing into her willing mouth, while Nigel lined up behind her. I couldn't see exactly what he was doing, but Claire's muffled moan and sudden jerk forward told me he'd entered her.

"Fuck, your wife's pussy is tight," Nigel groaned, gripping her hips as he began thrusting. "You ever actually fuck this, cuck, or just watch real men do it?"

The question wasn't really meant for me to answer, but the humiliation of it sent a surge of pre-cum leaking from my straining cock. I watched as they used Claire from both ends, their rhythm perfectly synchronized, like they'd done this together many times before.

After several minutes, they switched positions. Marcus took his place behind Claire while Nigel sprawled on our sofa, his glistening cock pointing skyward.

"Come rim me again, slut," he ordered. "You were so good at it the other night."

Claire crawled to him, positioning herself between his spread legs. As she lowered her face to his ass, Marcus moved behind her, removing the butt plug with a swift tug that made Claire gasp. I watched, mesmerized, as my wife's tongue worked Nigel's asshole while Marcus positioned himself at her newly emptied rear entrance.

"You ready for this ass to get stretched for real?" Marcus asked, slapping his cock against her exposed hole.

Claire could only moan in response, her face buried in Nigel's ass. Marcus pushed forward slowly but relentlessly, and I could see from Claire's clenched fists and arched back that the intrusion was intense. Nigel gripped her hair, holding her face firmly against his ass as Marcus began thrusting in earnest.

"That's it, take that ass," Nigel encouraged, looking over at me. "Your husband's loving this, aren't you, cuck? Watching your wife get her ass destroyed while she eats mine?"

I nodded, unable to deny it. My cock was so hard it ached, a steady stream of pre-cum now dripping onto the hardwood floor at my feet. I dug my nails into my palms, desperately trying to focus on the pain rather than the pleasure to avoid coming untouched.

After what seemed like an eternity of watching Claire being used by both men, Nigel announced it was time for a change of scenery. He stood, pulling Claire up by her hair.

"Let's get her in the shower," he suggested to Marcus. "I want to see her on her knees with water running over that pretty face."

They led Claire to our master bathroom, barely acknowledging me as I followed at a respectful distance. Our shower was spacious, with glass doors that provided a perfect view. Marcus turned on the water while Nigel stripped Claire of her bra, leaving her completely naked. The brothers shed their remaining clothes as well, their muscular bodies a stark contrast to my slimmer frame reflected in the bathroom mirror.

Once the water was running, they guided Claire into the shower. Water cascaded over her hair and body as she knelt between them. The steam was blurring the glass but not enough to spare me the sight of her degradation. Marcus gripped her hair in one meaty fist, holding her head steady as he rammed his cock down her throat; when he grew bored, he’d shove her off and let her gasp for air just long enough for Nigel to seize her chin and force his own thick shaft past her lips. They weren't gentle. Their movements were hard, urgent, designed to test her limits and make her gag and drool. Claire’s mascara streaked in runnels down her face, her hands clutched uselessly at her sides as she surrendered completely to their rhythm.

The soundscape was obscene: wet choking, the slap of flesh on flesh, Claire’s muffled whimpers, and the brothers’ low, competitive grunts. Each time she coughed or sputtered, one would laugh, the other would thrust deeper, and the cycle would escalate.

Nigel pulled out and slapped her cheek with his cock, leaving pink imprints and smears of precum. Marcus palmed her face, thumb pressed to her cheekbone like he was examining a prize animal at market. She took it all—eyes streaming but never wavering.

I watched from just outside the glass, my forehead pressed to the shower door, hands trembling at my sides. My cock was harder than I could ever remember, the ache pure torment, but I dared not touch myself.

They didn't let up. Marcus forced his way back between her lips, jaw squared in concentration as he face-fucked her with a punishing tempo. He kept her nose mashed to his pelvic bone, holding her there until she slapped weakly at his thigh. He relented only to hear the desperate gasp for air, then shoved back in, grinning down at her like a proud owner at a dog show. When he finally withdrew, fat strings of spit and precum dangled from her lips to his swollen tip.

“Oh my God!“ Claire panted. “Come on, don’t hold back!“

Nigel took over, gentler at first, almost affectionate as he stroked her hair and guided himself into her mouth. But as soon as she relaxed into it, he gripped her skull in both hands and began to piston his hips in short, brutal thrusts. Claire’s gag reflex was a thing of the past. She let herself be used, her throat reddening, neck muscles straining as she struggled to swallow him entirely. Sometimes Nigel would pause and pull her face up, making her look him in the eye as he praised her filthiness, then mashed her back down and resumed rutting against her lips.

The brothers kept this up, switching off, sometimes both cramming their dicks into her mouth at once until she retched, then laughing as she choked down the mix of their precum. Between rounds, they would slap her tits, squeeze her ass, or grip her jaw to admire the mess they’d made. Claire was a disaster—makeup ruined, hair slicked to her scalp, eyes glazed and unfocused. She was sobbing, but I knew from the arch in her back and the way she angled her hips that the tears weren't pain but raw, animal pleasure.

They ramped up the pace, both desperate now. Marcus held his cock in one hand, slapping it across her tongue while Nigel pistoned rapidly in her mouth. I felt my own release threatening, but strangled it with sheer force of will. I wanted to see what else they would do.

Marcus grunted, pulled out, and began to stroke himself furiously over her upturned face. Claire, trained and ready, opened wide and stuck out her tongue, eyes locked on his as he jerked his hips for maximum impact.

"You ready for us to mark you?" Marcus asked, stroking himself rapidly in front of Claire's upturned face.

"Yes, please," she begged, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Cum on my face."

Nigel positioned himself on her other side, both men now jerking their cocks inches from her face. Marcus came first with a loud roar, thick ropes of white splattering across Claire's forehead and into her hair. Nigel followed seconds later, his cum landing on her cheeks and lips, some of it dripping down to her breasts. The brothers jerked their cocks on my wife’s face to completion, draining every last drop from their huge black rods.  

"Don't wash it off yet," Marcus ordered. "Call your husband in here."

I stepped forward hesitantly, my erection leading the way.

"Help your wife clean up," Nigel instructed with a smirk. "But not with a towel."

Understanding my role, I stepped into the shower, kneeling beside Claire. The water had already washed some of the cum away, but plenty remained in her hair and on her skin. I leaned forward, tentatively licking a streak of Nigel's cum from her cheek. The taste was bitter, alien—not at all like my own—but the act of submission made my cock throb painfully.

Claire turned to me, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of exhaustion and gratitude. "Thank you," she whispered, reaching for my aching erection. "Let me help you too."

Her hand wrapped around my shaft, pumping slowly as I continued lapping the bulls' cum from her skin. It didn't take long; I'd been on edge all evening. With a stifled groan, I came hard, my thin, watery load joining the bulls' thick cum on the shower floor, swirling down the drain.

"Pathetic," Marcus commented, watching my release with amusement. "Come on, we're not done with your wife yet."

They pulled Claire from the shower, not bothering to dry her off, and led her back to our bedroom. I followed, my momentary relief already giving way to renewed arousal as I wondered what was coming next.

In our bedroom, Marcus and Nigel were already hard again, their impressive cocks standing at attention as they positioned Claire on our marital bed. She lay on her back, legs spread, looking utterly debauched and completely ready for whatever they had planned.

"Get over here, cuck," Marcus ordered. "We need you to prep your wife for the main event."

I approached the bed cautiously. Nigel's hand pressed against the back of my head, pushing my face between my wife's legs.

"Lick that ass," he commanded. "Make it wet for me."

I complied without hesitation, my tongue laving her puckered hole, tasting the lubricant that had eased the plug's entry. Claire moaned above me, her hands finding my hair and pulling me closer. I lost myself in the act, barely aware of the bed shifting as the bulls positioned themselves.

All too soon, I was pulled away. Marcus lay on his back, guiding Claire to straddle him. She sank down on his cock with a long, satisfied moan, taking him fully inside her pussy. Then Nigel moved behind her, his hands spreading her ass cheeks.

"Hold still," he ordered as he pressed the head of his cock against her already stretched hole.

I watched, mesmerized and horrified and aroused all at once, as Nigel pushed forward, entering Claire's ass while Marcus filled her pussy. The look on my wife's face was transcendent—pain and pleasure so intermingled they became one overwhelming sensation. Her fingers dug into the mattress, our mattress, as she adjusted to the fullness of both men inside her.

"Oh god," she gasped, her body trembling. "It's so much."

"Take it all," Marcus growled beneath her, his hands gripping her waist. "Show your husband what a real fucking looks like."

I stood at the edge of the bed, stunned at the spectacle before me—my wife sandwiched between two men whose sole purpose seemed to be the utter obliteration of her limits. Marcus lay on his back, Claire impaled on his cock, his hands gripping her hips so tightly I could already see the outlines of bruises forming. Claire moaned—no, howled—her body trembling with anticipation and dread, eyes wide and unfocused as she surrendered to their lust.

With a practiced coordination that was both terrifying and mesmerizing, the brothers began to move together: as Marcus thrust upward into Claire’s pussy, Nigel would withdraw, stretching her ass to the brink of agony. Then they’d reverse, Marcus pulling out just as Nigel rammed home, their cocks trading positions in a relentless, piston-like rhythm. The pressure on Claire’s body must have been unbearable, yet she writhed atop Marcus, mouth open in a silent scream, hands frantically searching for something to anchor her to reality.

“Yes, yes, yes!“ my lovely wife screamed with wide eyes. “Fuck me hard!“

I could hear the obscene squelch each time they bottomed out inside her, the smack of their hips against her skin, the twin growls of the men as they worked my wife like a living sex toy.

Claire’s head lolled, sweat-damped hair sticking to her cheeks, her lashes clumped together with tears and mascara. Every time Nigel shoved his cock deep into her ass, her whole body jerked forward, impaling her even harder on Marcus’s shaft. She was helpless—utterly, gloriously helpless—reduced to little more than a vessel for their pleasure.

For my own part, I couldn’t move. My cock was diamond-hard again despite just having come, and I found myself gripping the bedpost so tightly my knuckles were white. I watched as Claire’s pleasure and pain mounted, her thighs quaking, every muscle straining under the double assault. The look of utter debasement on her face should have horrified me—but all it did was make me want her more. I was jealous of the men who could do this to her, jealous of the woman who could withstand it.

They began moving faster, less concerned about the delicacy of her body and more intent on fucking her into submission. The rhythm became brutal: Marcus would hold her ass down and Nigel would hammer into her, their cocks sliding past each other through the thin membrane separating her holes, making her moan at the impossibility of it. Claire screamed, clawing at the bedsheets, her back arching as she surrendered completely.

I could see it building inside her, the orgasm coiling at the base of her spine, ready to detonate. Her whole body trembled, her face screwed up in an expression equal parts torment and bliss.

Her face contorted, her breathing grew ragged, and I knew she was approaching orgasm. When it hit her, it was violent and all-consuming. She screamed, her entire body convulsing as the bulls continued their relentless pace.

"I'm gonna fill this ass," Nigel announced, his thrusts becoming erratic.

"And I'm flooding this pussy," Marcus added, his fingers digging into Claire's hips hard enough to leave bruises.

They came almost simultaneously, pumping their seed deep into my wife's body. Claire collapsed forward onto Marcus's chest, utterly spent, as both men delivered the last few pulses of their release. They kept their cocks in, letting their whole load spray into Claire’s orifices.

After a moment of recovery, Nigel pulled out, followed by Marcus sliding out from underneath Claire. They left her sprawled on our bed, cum leaking from both holes onto our sheets.

"Clean her up, cuck," Marcus ordered, pointing to the mess they'd left.

I crawled onto the bed, positioning myself between Claire's legs. She looked down at me with exhausted affection as I began lapping at the mixture of her juices and Marcus's cum dripping from her pussy. The taste was musky, salty, foreign—but I cleaned her thoroughly before moving to her ass, where Nigel's contribution was leaking more slowly.

As I performed my cleanup duties, the bulls casually walked to our kitchen, returning with beers in hand to watch the spectacle.

"Look at him go," Nigel laughed, taking a long swig. "Born to be a cleanup boy."

"You got yourself a good one, Claire," Marcus added. "Knows his place."

When I'd finished, Claire was nearly asleep, completely drained by the evening's activities. I lay beside her, my cock hard again but knowing I wouldn't find release. The bulls finished their beers, dressed unhurriedly, and left with casual promises to "do this again sometime."

The next morning, I awoke to Claire's hand wrapped around my cock. True to her word, she was fulfilling her promise from the night before. Her skilled fingers worked my shaft while her lips teased the sensitive head.

"Thank you for last night," she whispered between licks. "For sharing me, for cleaning me, for everything."

I groaned, my hips bucking involuntarily as her pace increased. "It was incredible," I admitted.

"When they were both inside me..." she said, her voice taking on that dreamy quality it got when she was reliving a particularly intense experience. "I've never felt anything like that. So full, so... claimed."

Her words pushed me over the edge, and I came with a shudder, my release spattering across my stomach. Claire smiled, seemingly satisfied that she'd fulfilled her obligation.

"Do you think they'll come back?" I asked as she wiped me clean with a tissue.

"Oh, I know they will," Claire replied with confidence. "Nigel texted me this morning. He said next time, they're bringing a friend."

My spent cock twitched at the thought, and Claire laughed, knowing exactly what that meant. "May isn't over yet, cucky," she reminded me with a wink. "Plenty more denial coming your way."
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I wasn't proud of it, but May was the month I broke our rules. Sixteen days had passed since I'd watched Claire get double penetrated by Marcus and his brother Nigel. Six days of her walking around our apartment with that satisfied look on her face, that subtle wince when she sat down too quickly, reminding us both of what had happened. Six days of me following our agreement: "May: The only way hubby can cum is by the wife jerking him off." That’s right, for May, I was allowed release only through Claire's hands. No self-service. No masturbation. Just her palm, if and when she was in the mood to give it.

But Claire had been working double shifts at the hospital, coming home exhausted, barely able to keep her eyes open during dinner, let alone think about getting me off. And there I was, hiding in a bathroom stall at work, cock in hand, breaking the sacred contract of our arrangement. Claire hadn't been in the mood for anything since that night with the Thompson brothers. Not that I blamed her. I'd watched as they'd used her, filled her, stretched her beyond what I thought possible. The sounds she'd made – God, those sounds – had haunted my dreams and waking hours alike. Deep, guttural moans I'd never heard from her before, not in all our years of marriage. The way she'd begged them for more, harder, deeper. The way they'd obliged with cruel smiles in my direction.

"Look at your wife taking two real men, cucky," Marcus had taunted, his muscular body glistening with sweat as he thrust into Claire's mouth. "This is what she needs. What you can't give her."

And I'd just sat there, my glasses sliding down my nose, cock straining painfully against my pants, not allowed to touch myself. Not allowed to join. Just watching. Always watching.

Six days later, and I was losing my mind.

I shifted on the toilet seat, my slacks and underwear bunched around my ankles. The office bathroom was mercifully empty during the lunch hour. Most of my colleagues were out enjoying the May sunshine or huddled in the break room. I'd mumbled something about a conference call to my cubicle neighbor and slipped away, desperation clawing at me like a physical thing.

The PowerPoint presentation I'd been working on all morning had dissolved into a blur of images in my mind – not bullet points and sales projections, but Claire on her hands and knees. Claire's face contorted in pleasure. Claire taking both Thompson brothers at once, making eye contact with me over Marcus's shoulder as if to say, "See what you're missing?"

I wrapped my hand around my cock, already fully hard from just the memory. The cold realization hit me: I was a cuck who couldn't even follow the rules of his own humiliation. I was pathetic, and the knowledge only made me harder.

My palm was dry and rough compared to Claire's soft hands. I spat into it – once, twice – then resumed my strokes. Behind my closed eyelids, the scene played out in vivid detail.

Claire, her brown hair splayed across our pillows, her athletic body arched in pleasure as Nigel entered her from behind. Marcus standing at the head of the bed, his massive black cock inches from my wife's eager mouth. Claire's eyes, heavy-lidded with lust, finding mine across the room.

"Your husband's watching, baby," Marcus had said, gripping her chin. "Show him how a real man deserves to be treated."

And Claire, my Claire, had smiled. "He loves it," she'd replied. "Don't you, Dylan? Don't you love watching me get filled with real cock?"

I'd nodded, not trusting myself to speak. My own smaller penis throbbing uselessly in my pants, untouched, unneeded.

The memory shifted to later that night, when Nigel had suggested they "give the cucky a real show." They'd positioned Claire in Marcus’s lap, Nigel entering her from behind while Marcus pushed his thick length into her pussy.

"Oh fuck," Claire had gasped, her eyes rolling back. "Oh my god, oh my god..."

"Too much for you, doctor?" Nigel had teased, his muscular abs flexing with each thrust. "Want us to stop?"

"Don't you fucking dare," she'd hissed, gripping the bed sheets on our marital bed so hard her knuckles turned white. "Don't stop. Don't ever stop."

I quickened my pace in the bathroom stall, my breathing growing ragged. I was achingly hard, desperate for release after almost a week of denial.

The most humiliating part – the part that had me now frantically jerking myself in a company bathroom – was how they'd made me participate at the end. When both brothers had finished inside Claire, Marcus had beckoned me over with a crook of his finger.

"Time for cleanup duty, cucky," he'd said, his voice deep and commanding. "Show your wife what you're good for."

And I had crawled to the bed, heart pounding, to lap up the evidence of their pleasure from between Claire's thighs. The ultimate submission. The ultimate humiliation. I licked up and swallowed their mixed fluids like a good cuck. And God help me, I'd loved every second of it.

"Shit," I whispered in the echoing bathroom, feeling the familiar tightness building. It had been so long since my last release. Too long. Claire had been too tired, too busy, and the rules – those fucking rules – had kept me obedient. Until now. I bit my lip to keep from making noise as my orgasm approached. The fantasy shifted again – to Claire the morning after, walking bow-legged to the shower, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. To the whispered phone conversation I'd overheard later that day.

"I can still feel both of you," she'd murmured into her cell phone, not realizing I was in the hallway. "Dylan's been looking at me like a starving man all day. I think he's going to explode if I don't give him some relief soon."

But she hadn't. Work had intervened. Life had intervened. And here I was, taking matters into my own hands quite literally, betraying our agreement.

I thought about what Marcus would say if he knew. The names he'd call me. The punishment he might suggest to Claire. The thought pushed me over the edge.

"Fuck!" I gasped as I came hard, my semen splattering against the inside of the toilet bowl. Waves of pleasure mixed with shame washed over me as I stroked through the orgasm, milking every last drop, my body trembling with release.

For a moment, I just sat there, panting, the world slowly coming back into focus. The antiseptic smell of the bathroom. The hum of the fluorescent lights. The occasional footsteps in the hallway outside.

What had I done?

I cleaned myself up with toilet paper, flushed the evidence of my transgression, and pulled up my underwear and slacks with shaking hands. My cheeks burned with a mixture of shame and lingering arousal. I'd broken the rules. I'd been weak.

But god, I'd needed that so badly.

At the sink, I avoided my reflection as I washed my hands thoroughly. Would Claire be able to tell? Would she look at me tonight and somehow know I'd cheated on our arrangement?

Back at my desk, I tried to focus on my work, but my mind kept drifting. Should I tell Claire what I'd done? Should I confess my weakness? Or would I keep it to myself, a secret shame to nurse alongside all the other complicated emotions our arrangement stirred in me?

Of course I felt both relieved and hollow. The physical release had been necessary, almost medicinal in its urgency. But something was missing without Claire's involvement, without her permission. Without her hand guiding me to completion while she whispered about her adventures with other men.

I stared at my computer screen, not really seeing it. May was almost over. One more week of this stupid rule, "only by her hand." Could I make it? Or would I find myself back in that bathroom stall tomorrow, breaking our sacred contract all over again?
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"What if I meet someone interesting in Vegas?" Claire teased as she folded a lacy black thong and placed it deliberately in her suitcase. Her brown eyes sparkled with mischief as she glanced at me over her shoulder. "Monica and I are staying at the Bellagio. All those high rollers, all that champagne... who knows what might happen?" I sat on the edge of our bed, adjusting my glasses nervously, my cock already stirring at the implication. Claire knew exactly what buttons to push, exactly how to make me squirm. She was going to Vegas to support her friend through a rough breakup, but she was leaving me with the exquisite torture of possibilities.

"I’m gonna miss you," I said weakly, watching as she packed a red Victoria's Secret bra that I'd never seen before.

"I’m gonna miss you, too, honey!" she answered, her voice lilting with amusement. She zipped her suitcase and turned to face me fully, hands on her hips. In her tight jeans and low-cut blouse, she looked absolutely devastating. She sauntered over and ran her finger along my jaw. "Poor baby," she cooed. "So desperate for release. Maybe I should take care of you before I go?" Her hand trailed down to my crotch, giving my hardening cock a gentle squeeze through my pants.

My breath hitched. "Please," I whispered.

She smiled, that predatory smile that had become more common since we'd started our cuckolding arrangement. "Not enough time," she said, checking her watch. "Monica will be here to pick me up any minute. You'll just have to wait until I get back on Sunday. Unless..." She let the word hang in the air between us.

"Unless what?" I asked, already knowing where this was going.

"Unless I give you permission to break the rules, just this once." Claire sat beside me on the bed, her thigh pressing against mine. "Would you like that, cucky? Permission to touch yourself while I'm away?"

The term made my cock twitch. "Yes," I admitted.

Claire leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear. "Too bad. I want you aching for me when I return. Desperate. Ready to do anything I ask." She nipped my earlobe, then stood up as the doorbell rang. "That's Monica. Be good while I'm gone. Or at least try to be."

I walked Claire to the door, where Monica waited in a tight dress that accentuated her petite but curvy figure. They hugged, and I caught Monica giving me an appraising look over Claire's shoulder.

"Take care of my girl," I said, trying to sound like a normal husband sending his wife off for a weekend with her friend.

Monica's smile was enigmatic. "Oh, I will. Don't worry about that."

And then they were gone, leaving me alone in our apartment with nothing but my thoughts and the slowly building pressure in my groin.

The first video arrived that evening while I was heating up leftovers for dinner. Claire and Monica in a casino, cocktails in hand, clinking glasses to the camera. Claire looking stunning in a dress that revealed more than it concealed, her long brown hair falling in waves around her shoulders. "Missing you, babe," the text read, followed by a winking emoji.

I ate my dinner in front of the TV, not really tasting the food, my mind filled with images of Claire surrounded by wealthy men, all of them eyeing her like the prize she was. The second video came around midnight: Claire and Monica dancing in a club, bodies pressed together as they swayed to music I couldn't hear. Claire's face flushed with alcohol and excitement, her eyes looking directly into the camera as she mouthed words I couldn't make out. This time, there was no accompanying text.

I lay in our empty bed, scrolling through the videos again and again. My cock was rock hard, straining against my boxers. The rules echoed in my head: "The only way hubby can cum is by the wife jerking him off." But Claire was hundreds of miles away, possibly flirting with strangers, maybe even doing more. And I was here, alone, aching.

"Fuck it," I muttered, shoving my hand into my boxers and gripping myself. I closed my eyes and imagined Claire in that Vegas club, a handsome stranger approaching her. I imagined her telling him about me, about our arrangement. "My husband likes it when I fuck other men," she'd say, her voice husky with desire. "He especially likes when I tell him all about it afterward."

The stranger would be tall, muscular. Like Marcus or Nigel, but with the polished look of wealth. He'd take Claire back to his hotel suite, with Monica's blessing. And Claire, my Claire, would send me one more video before turning off her phone for the night: just her face, her lips parted, her expression one of lustful anticipation as a man's hand came into frame to stroke her cheek.

The fantasy was so vivid that I came embarrassingly quickly, spurting over my stomach and chest with a groan that seemed to echo in our empty bedroom. In the aftermath, breathing heavily, I felt a strange mix of guilt and relief. I'd broken the rules again. Twice in one week. What was happening to me?

The next day brought more media from Vegas: selfies of Claire and Monica by the pool, videos of them at a Cirque du Soleil show, a boomerang of Claire tossing dice at a craps table. Nothing explicitly suggestive, yet everything seemed charged with potential. Each notification made my heart race, my palms sweat. Each image of Claire smiling, laughing, living it up without me made my cock stir with that familiar mix of jealousy and arousal.

By the time Claire's Uber pulled up outside our apartment Sunday evening, I was a mess of conflicting emotions: guilt over my repeated transgressions, relief at her return, and lingering anxiety about what might have happened in Vegas.

She walked through the door looking exhausted, her makeup slightly smudged, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. She dropped her suitcase by the door and kicked off her heels.

"Hey," I said, moving to help her with her jacket. "How was it?"

Claire gave me a tired smile. "Fucking amazing. And fucking exhausting." She collapsed onto our couch, rubbing her temples. "Monica and I closed down the club last night. I haven't been this hungover since med school."

I brought her a glass of water and some Advil, which she accepted gratefully. "Did you... meet anyone interesting?" I asked, trying to sound casual.

She looked up at me, a knowing glint in her eye despite her fatigue. "Are you asking if I fucked anyone in Vegas, Dylan?"

My face flushed. "I'm just curious."

Claire patted the couch beside her, and I sat down. "No, I didn't fuck anyone. Monica needed me. She's still pretty torn up about Kevin. But..." She trailed off, taking a sip of water.

"But what?"

"But I did tell her about us. About our arrangement."

My heart nearly stopped. "You what?"

Claire smiled, seeming to gain energy from my discomfort. "I told her everything. The rules. The bulls. Your... role in all of it." Her hand found my thigh, squeezing lightly. "She was fascinated. Couldn't stop asking questions."

I swallowed hard. "What kind of questions?"

"Oh, you know. How it started. What the rules are. What it's like to fuck other men while your husband watches." Her hand crept higher on my thigh. "Whether you really clean up afterward."

My cock was painfully hard now, tenting the front of my sweatpants. Claire noticed and smirked.

"Someone's excited about Monica knowing our dirty little secret," she observed, her fingers now tracing the outline of my erection through the fabric. Her hand slipped inside my sweatpants to grip my cock directly. She began to stroke me slowly, her hangover seemingly forgotten in the face of my confession. "What did you think about while sitting home alone? Me getting fucked by some high roller in Vegas?"

I nodded, my hips involuntarily pushing up into her hand. "Yes... and more."

"Tell me," she demanded, her strokes becoming more purposeful.

"I thought about you telling a stranger about our arrangement," I admitted, my voice strained. "About you sending me videos of another man touching you."

Claire's smile widened. "You know what Monica said when I told her about the rules? She said it was the hottest thing she'd ever heard. Especially the May rule." Her grip tightened slightly. "She couldn't believe you'd agree to only cum by my hand."

Claire suddenly stopped her movements, and I whimpered in protest. "Actually, I have an idea." She reached for her phone on the coffee table, still keeping her other hand wrapped around my cock, but motionless.

"What are you doing?" I asked, a note of panic creeping into my voice.

"Calling Monica," Claire said casually.

Before I could object, Claire had initiated a video call. A moment later, Monica's face appeared on the screen, her eyes widening as she realized what she was interrupting.

"Oh my god, Claire! You weren't kidding!" Monica's excited voice filled our living room. From the background, she appeared to be in her own apartment, lounging on her bed.

"Told you," Claire replied, angling the phone so Monica could see her hand wrapped around my cock. "I'm just giving cucky his relief after my weekend away."

"Claire," I hissed, mortified, trying to pull away.

She held me firmly, giving my cock a warning squeeze. "Don't you dare. It’s time for your release, baby! Monica gets to watch."

My face burned with humiliation, but my cock betrayed me, twitching eagerly in Claire's grip. The exposure, the objectification – it was overwhelming.

"Look how hard he is, Monica," Claire narrated, resuming her strokes. "He gets like this when he's humiliated. When he knows someone is seeing him for what he really is: a true cuck!"

"God, that's hot," Monica breathed, her face flushed on the screen. "Does he always get this excited about being exposed?"

"Always," Claire confirmed, increasing her pace. "You should have seen him when Marcus and Nigel used me a couple weeks ago. He sat in the corner with this exact same desperate look on his face."

I closed my eyes, overwhelmed by the dual sensation of physical pleasure and utter humiliation. Claire's hand worked me expertly, knowing exactly how to bring me to the edge.

"Look at Monica while you cum, cucky," Claire commanded. "I want her to see your face when you lose control."

I opened my eyes, meeting Monica's gaze through the screen. She was watching intently, her lips parted, her expression a mixture of fascination and arousal.

"That's it," Claire encouraged as my breathing became more ragged. "Show Monica what a good cuck you are. Show her how pathetic you look when you cum."

It was too much. With a strangled groan, I exploded, my semen spurting over Claire's hand and onto my sweatpants in thick ropes. My hips bucked uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me, all while Monica watched with undisguised interest.

"Holy shit," Monica breathed as I finally collapsed back against the couch, spent and mortified. "That was a lot. Does he always cum that much?"

Claire laughed, wiping her hand on my already-soiled sweatpants. "Only when he's been saving up. Or when he's particularly humiliated. Combination of both tonight, I guess."

"What about you?" Monica asked. "Don't you get to finish too?"

"Not tonight," Claire replied, patting my softening cock almost affectionately. "Tonight was just about giving cucky his reward for waiting." She turned the phone so it was just her face in frame. "But next time Marcus comes over, I'll make sure Dylan sends you some videos. Would you like that?"

"Fuck yes," Monica answered enthusiastically. "I still can't believe you told me about all of this. It's like, the hottest thing ever."

Claire grinned. "Just wait till I tell you where all his cum has ended up over the past few months. His oatmeal, to begin with!"

Monica's jaw dropped. "No way!"

"Way," Claire confirmed. "Also in his sandwich once. All over the shower tiles. Basically wherever I decide it belongs."

I sat there, my face burning, as my wife casually discussed my ejaculations with her best friend. The strange thing was, despite my embarrassment, I could feel my cock already beginning to stir again. Claire noticed and shot me a knowing look.

"I think someone likes being our topic of conversation," she observed to Monica. "But he's going to have to wait for his next release. Rules are rules, after all."

After they hung up, Claire turned to me, her expression unreadable. "You know what this means, don't you?" she asked.

I swallowed hard. "What?"

"Monica's part of our arrangement now. Another witness to your submission." Claire leaned in close, her lips brushing mine. "And I think you fucking love it."

She wasn't wrong. God help me, she wasn't wrong at all.
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“Hubby has to choose a sex toy for every date that the hotwife brings with her and play together with the bull.”

1

I watched Claire's lips curl into that mischievous smile that always made my cock twitch. She had that look in her eyes, the one that told me she was about to say something that would simultaneously thrill and torment me. We were sprawled on our sofa, the evening news playing in the background, but neither of us really gave a fuck about world events.

"Remember Richard?" Claire asked, running her fingers through her long brown hair. "My colleague from the Christmas party last year? The surgeon with the beard and glasses?"

I nodded slowly. Richard Starr. Of course I remembered him—quiet, distinguished, with a perpetual expression of calm authority. We'd met at various hospital functions over the years. He always struck me as polite but distant, the kind of man who observed everything while revealing nothing.

"Well," Claire continued, her voice dropping to that husky tone that meant she was excited, "we were having coffee during our break today, and somehow we got onto the topic of... alternative lifestyles." She bit her lower lip, eyes sparkling with anticipation.

My pulse quickened. "You told him about us? About our arrangement?"

She nodded, clearly pleased with herself. "I even showed him that Reddit thread with the rules we've been following." Her hand found my thigh, fingers tightening slightly. "He was fascinated, Dylan. Not judgmental at all."

The thought of Claire discussing our most intimate secrets with her colleague sent a confusing mixture of embarrassment and arousal through me.

"He offered to help us," Claire said, her voice almost a whisper now. "He said he has experience as a dom. I think he could bring something... different to our arrangement."

I swallowed hard. "Help us how exactly?"

Claire's hand slid higher up my thigh. "I told him I'd visit his flat tomorrow evening. He agreed to the June rule to bring a toy of your choosing."

My cock stiffened instantly against my jeans. The idea of Richard—professional, composed Richard—dominating my wife while knowing I had selected the implement of her pleasure was almost too much.

"So," Claire said, sliding onto my lap and straddling me, "what will it be? What toy do you want me to take to Richard's place?"

I considered our collection—the vibrators, the clamps, the restraints—but my mind kept returning to one particular item that Claire loved.

"The butt plug," I said, my voice hoarse with desire. "The blue one."

Claire's eyes widened with delight. "Perfect," she purred, grinding herself against my erection. "Richard will love that."

The next twenty-four hours passed in a haze of anticipation. I could barely focus at work, my mind constantly drifting to images of what would happen that evening. By the time I got home, Claire was already preparing.

She emerged from our bedroom in a tight black dress that hugged every curve of her athletic body, stopping just below her ass. Her brown hair was styled in loose waves, and she'd applied makeup that accentuated her eyes and lips. She looked like sex incarnate.

"Do you like what you see?" she asked, giving a slow twirl.

"Fuck," I breathed. "Richard won't be able to keep his hands off you."

Claire smiled, then walked over to me, pressing a small bottle of lube into my hand. "Time for you to get me ready, honey" she whispered, before turning around and bending over the arm of our sofa, pulling her dress up to reveal she wasn't wearing any panties.

Her perfect ass was presented to me, round and firm from her regular workouts. I knelt behind her, transfixed by the sight.

"Lick it first," she commanded softly. "Get me nice and relaxed."

I leaned forward eagerly, my hands spreading her cheeks apart. I ran my tongue around her puckered hole, feeling it twitch against my probing tip. Claire moaned softly, pushing back against my face. I worked my tongue harder, slipping just inside her tight ring, savoring her most intimate taste.

"That's it," she encouraged. "Get it nice and wet for the plug."

After several minutes of tonguing her ass, I reached for the blue butt plug that was sitting on the coffee table. It was modestly sized but with a flared base—one we'd used many times before. I coated it liberally with lube, then pressed the tip against her prepared hole.

"Slowly," Claire instructed, though she was already pushing back against the toy.

I watched in fascination as her body gradually accepted the intrusion, her tight ring stretching around the widest part before suddenly swallowing it up, leaving only the base visible. Claire straightened up, adjusting to the sensation.

"How does it feel?" I asked, my hand automatically going to my crotch to adjust my painfully hard cock.

"Full," she said with a smile. "Perfect for what Richard has planned."

She gave me a lingering kiss, then grabbed her purse. "Don't wait up," she said with a wink. "And make sure you dust all the books on the bookshelf. I checked this morning and they're filthy."

And just like that, she was gone, leaving me with a raging hard-on and household chores. The domesticity of the task contrasted sharply with the knowledge that my wife was heading to another man's apartment with a butt plug nestled inside her—a plug I had personally inserted.

I tried to distract myself by tackling the bookshelf as instructed. One by one, I removed each volume, dusted it meticulously, then returned it to its place. The mundane activity did nothing to quell my imagination. With each book I handled, my mind conjured new scenes: Claire arriving at Richard's door, Richard's expression when he discovered what toy she was wearing, his hands exploring my wife's body.

Hours passed with no text or call from Claire. The silence was both agonizing and arousing. By midnight, I'd finished with the bookshelf and was pacing our apartment, my cock still semi-hard from the constant stream of filthy thoughts.

Unable to take it anymore, I finally retreated to our bedroom. Lying on Claire's side of the bed, I caught the faint scent of her perfume on the pillow. I inhaled deeply as I freed my aching cock from my pants and began stroking myself.

I closed my eyes and pictured Claire bound and helpless before Richard. In my mind's eye, I saw him removing the butt plug I had inserted, heard her moans as he replaced it with something bigger. My hand moved faster, my breath becoming ragged.

"She's being such a good little slut for him," I whispered to the empty room, my voice tight with arousal. "Taking it exactly how he wants."

My orgasm hit me suddenly and intensely, cum spurting onto my stomach in thick ropes as I imagined Richard filling my wife. Afterward, exhausted and spent, I cleaned myself up and fell into a fitful sleep.

I woke to the sound of the front door opening. Sunlight was streaming through the bedroom window. Glancing at the clock, I saw it was just after 8 AM. Claire was home.

She appeared in the doorway looking thoroughly used—her hair was disheveled, her makeup smudged, and she walked with the slight stiffness of someone who'd been thoroughly fucked. The sight made my morning wood throb painfully.

"Hey," she said with a tired smile. "Hope you didn't miss me too much."

I sat up, eager for details. "How was it?"

Claire's eyes gleamed as she stripped off her dress, revealing fresh marks on her skin—red lines and slight bruising that hadn't been there the night before.

"It was..." she paused, searching for the right word, "...intense."

“Tell me,“ I begged her, feeling my cock hardening just by looking at her.

“Are you sure?“ she said while undressing. “Some of those things were... really filthy.“

“Absolutely,“ I tried to convince her. “Every little detail!“

She climbed onto the bed beside me, wincing slightly as she settled. "Richard has a special room in his flat. A dungeon, basically. He tied me to this steel table as soon as I arrived. Didn't even offer me a drink first."

My cock twitched beneath the sheets as she continued.

"He stripped me completely naked, discovered the plug, and seemed pleased with your choice. Then he took out this riding crop and..." she traced one of the red marks on her thigh, "...he was methodical, Dylan. So precise. He knew exactly where to hit to make it hurt just the right amount."

Claire's hand disappeared between her legs as she spoke, her fingers circling her clit. "After he was done whipping me, he removed the plug and just... stared at my hole. Then he buried his face between my cheeks and licked me deep until I was screaming."

I was fully hard now, listening to my wife describe being eaten out by another man.

"He kept spanking me while he licked my pussy and ass," she continued, her breathing becoming heavier. "I came so hard I nearly passed out. Then he flipped me over and fucked my ass hard and deep! God, Dylan, his cock is so thick. He stretched me wider than you ever have."

Claire was openly masturbating now, her fingers working frantically as she recounted the experience. "But that wasn't all. This morning, before I left, he woke me up by pouring coffee on his cock and shoving it down my throat. The mixture of bitter coffee and his pre-cum..." She moaned at the memory. "He held my head and just used my throat, then came so much I thought I might drown."

I couldn't resist anymore. I threw back the covers and moved between her legs, replacing her fingers with my tongue. I could taste the lingering traces of her night with Richard—the subtle muskiness that told me she hadn't showered before coming home.

"He wants to see me again," Claire gasped as I lapped at her clit. "Us. He wants to see us both."

I groaned against her pussy, the thought of being in the same room while Richard dominated my wife sending me into a frenzy of desire. Claire came against my mouth, her thighs clamping around my head as she bucked and moaned.

When she finally relaxed, she looked down at me with a sated smile. "So, what do you think? Should we accept his invitation?"

I didn't even need to consider my answer.
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A week after Claire's adventure with Richard, it was time for our regular session with Marcus. The anticipation had been building in me all day, that familiar mix of jealousy and arousal that made my stomach twist and my cock harden. Marcus had been my gym buddy before he became Claire's bull, which somehow made it more humiliating—and therefore more exciting—when he fucked my wife in front of me. Today was my turn to choose an implement according to our June rule, and I'd been contemplating the selection all morning.

I stood in our bedroom, rifling through drawers that contained our growing collection of toys and accessories. Claire was in the shower, getting ready for Marcus's arrival. The sound of running water mingled with her soft humming, a deceptively innocent soundtrack to my decidedly filthy thoughts.

My fingers brushed past vibrators, anal beads, and nipple clamps, but nothing felt right for today's mood. Then my eyes fell on a pack of ordinary wooden clothespins sitting on Claire's vanity. She used them sometimes to hang delicate items to dry. I picked one up, testing its tension between my fingers. The spring was firm but not too harsh. Perfect.

I grabbed two pins and set them on the nightstand just as Claire emerged from the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, her skin flushed pink from the hot water.

"Found something interesting?" she asked, noticing the clothespins.

I nodded, feeling my face warm slightly. "I thought... maybe Marcus could use these on you today."

Claire's eyes darkened with interest. She dropped her towel and approached the nightstand, picking up one of the pins and opening it experimentally. "Simple but effective," she murmured, brushing her fingertip across one of her nipples, which hardened instantly at her touch. "Marcus will appreciate your creativity."

She dressed in a simple black silk robe that tied at the waist, leaving herself bare underneath as per Marcus's preference. I changed into clean jeans and a button-up shirt—Marcus liked me to remain fully clothed while he stripped Claire bare, another subtle power dynamic in our arrangement.

At precisely eight o'clock, our doorbell rang. My heart jumped into my throat as it always did. No matter how many times we'd done this, that moment—the arrival of the man who would pleasure my wife while I watched—never failed to send adrenaline surging through my system.

I opened the door to find Marcus standing there, tall and imposing in his tailored grey suit. His dark skin seemed to glow with vitality, and his muscular frame filled the doorway impressively.

"Dylan," he said with that confident smile that somehow managed to be both friendly and domineering at once. "Good to see you, man."

He stepped inside, his presence immediately making our apartment feel smaller. His eyes found Claire, who stood in the living room entrance, and his smile widened.

"Hello, beautiful," he said, his deep voice dropping an octave.

Claire practically purred in response. "Hi, Marcus."

I cleared my throat, suddenly feeling the weight of the clothespins in my pocket. "I've, uh, selected something for tonight," I said, producing the wooden pins. "According to the June rule."

Marcus's eyebrows raised in appreciation as I placed the clothespins in his large hand.

"Clothespins for her nipples," I explained unnecessarily, feeling heat rise to my face. "I thought you might like to use them while you... while you're inside her."

Marcus chuckled, closing his fist around the pins. "I like how your mind works, Dylan." He turned to Claire. "What do you think, baby? Ready to have these pretty tits clamped while I stretch that pussy out?"

Claire's breath hitched visibly. "Yes," she whispered, already untying her robe.

Marcus loosened his tie and unbuttoned his collar, his eyes never leaving Claire as she let the silk robe slide from her shoulders to the floor. Her body was magnificent—athletic and toned from regular workouts, her skin smooth and inviting. Her breasts weren't large but were perfectly shaped, with responsive nipples that were already standing at attention.

"On the couch," Marcus instructed, his voice now firmly in command mode. "Spread those legs so your husband can see exactly what belongs to me tonight."

Claire obeyed, settling onto our sofa and opening her thighs wide. I could see she was already wet, her pussy glistening in anticipation. Marcus gestured for me to take my usual spot in the armchair opposite the couch, where I'd have an unobstructed view.

As I sat down, Marcus approached Claire, still fully dressed except for his loosened tie. He knelt between her spread legs and brought one of the clothespins to her right nipple. He teased the sensitive bud, rolling it between his fingers until it was fully erect, then slowly opened the pin.

"Look at your husband while I do this," he ordered.

Claire's eyes locked with mine as Marcus placed the clothespin on her nipple. Her mouth opened in a silent gasp, her back arching slightly at the sudden pressure. Marcus repeated the process with her left nipple, and this time Claire couldn't suppress a small cry of pain mixed with pleasure.

"Good girl," Marcus praised, standing to remove his suit jacket. "Now keep those eyes on Dylan while you unzip my pants and take out what you're really craving."

I watched, my cock painfully hard in my jeans, as Claire reached for Marcus's belt buckle. Her hands seemed small against his powerful frame. She undid his belt, then his button, and finally his zipper, all while maintaining eye contact with me. The clothespins bobbed slightly with her movements, tugging at her sensitive nipples.

When she finally freed his cock, I couldn't help but stare. Marcus was significantly larger than me—both in length and girth—and his dark shaft seemed to pulse with vitality. Claire wrapped her hand around it reverently, stroking it to full hardness while Marcus groaned in appreciation.

"That's right, baby. Get it nice and hard for that tight pussy," he said, his hands finding the clothespins and giving them a gentle twist.

Claire moaned, her eyes momentarily closing before snapping back to mine as if remembering Marcus's command.

"Please," she whispered, her voice tight with need. "I want you inside me."

Marcus smiled, that confident, knowing smile that acknowledged he held all the power in this moment. He pushed Claire back on the couch and positioned himself between her legs, his pants now around his thighs, his impressive cock aligned with her entrance.

"Tell your husband who this pussy belongs to," he demanded.

"It's yours, Marcus," Claire breathed, her hips lifting slightly, seeking contact. "My pussy belongs to you."

With a powerful thrust, Marcus entered her in one smooth motion. Claire cried out, her back arching, which caused the clothespins to pull harder on her nipples. The combination of sensations seemed to overwhelm her, and she gripped Marcus's forearms, her fingernails digging into his skin.

From my vantage point, I could see everything—Marcus's thick shaft disappearing into my wife, stretching her in ways I never could, the clothespins bobbing with each thrust, Claire's face contorted in ecstasy. I found myself breathing in rhythm with their movements, my hand unconsciously pressing against my own erection through my jeans.

Marcus established a punishing pace, each thrust making the couch creak in protest. He reached between them to flick at the clothespins, causing Claire to jerk and moan louder.

"You like that pain, don't you?" he asked, his voice surprisingly controlled despite his exertion. "Your nipples getting pinched while I stretch this tight little cunt?"

"Yes," Claire gasped, her hands now above her head, surrendering completely to his control. "God, yes."

Marcus turned his head to look at me, his eyes gleaming with dominance. "Look at your wife, Dylan. Look how she takes my cock. This is what a real man does to a woman."

The humiliation burned through me, igniting my arousal rather than dampening it. I nodded, acknowledging his superiority in this arena, accepting my place in this dynamic we'd created. My cock was hard rock but I couldn’t take my eyes off my wife being fucked by this huge black cock.

Marcus's rhythm began to falter, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "I'm going to fill your wife's pussy with my cum," he announced, his voice strained. "You're going to watch me breed her right in front of you."

Claire's moans reached a crescendo, her body trembling on the edge of release. The clothespins swayed dangerously with her movements, threatening to slip off her sweat-slick skin.

With a final, powerful thrust, Marcus buried himself to the hilt inside Claire and groaned deeply. I could see his ass muscles clenching as he emptied himself into my wife, pumping her full of his seed. Claire screamed, her own orgasm triggered by the sensation of Marcus pulsing inside her. Admiring the view, I wished I carve it in my memories forever.

For a long moment, they remained frozen in their climax, Marcus bent over Claire, his face buried in her neck, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist. Then, slowly, he withdrew, his softening cock slipping from her with a wet sound that made my own erection throb painfully.

Marcus stood, his impressive member hanging heavily between his legs, coated in his own cum and Claire's juices. Without warning, he grabbed a handful of Claire's hair and wiped his cock along the strands, leaving them sticky and matted with his seed.

"Something for your cuck to clean up later," he said with a satisfied smirk, tucking himself back into his pants.

Claire lay sprawled on the couch, the clothespins still attached to her reddened nipples, her pussy visibly leaking Marcus's cum. She looked utterly debauched and completely satisfied.

Marcus dressed efficiently, transforming back into the polished professional who had arrived at our door. He nodded to me, the gesture both dismissive and appreciative.

"Take care of the cleanup, Dylan," he said, his tone making it clear this was an order, not a suggestion. "And thanks for the clothespins. Nice touch."

With that, he let himself out, leaving Claire and me alone with the aftermath of his visit.

I approached Claire slowly, kneeling beside the couch. She smiled at me tiredly, reaching to remove the clothespins from her nipples. She winced as the blood rushed back into the compressed flesh.

"Your turn," she murmured in a tired and satisfied voice, spreading her legs wider to reveal Marcus's cum leaking from her pussy.

I didn't need further invitation. I lowered my face between her thighs and began lapping at her used opening, tasting the mixture of her sweetness and Marcus's bitter seed. The knowledge that I was cleaning my gym buddy’s cum from my wife's body sent shivers of degradation and desire through me.

Claire's hand found my hair, guiding my mouth to where she wanted it. "That's it," she encouraged. "Clean up every drop like a good boy."

I worked my tongue deeper, seeking out more of Marcus's essence, reveling in my submission. Claire's breathing quickened again, her hips beginning to roll against my face.

"Right there," she gasped, her fingers tightening in my hair. "Don't stop."

I focused my attention on her clit, circling it with my tongue while continuing to lap at the cum that seeped from her. Claire's thighs began to tremble, her back arching off the couch.

"Fuck, Dylan," she cried out, her pussy clenching against my tongue as she came for the second time that evening.

When she finally relaxed, I lifted my head, my face slick with the combined fluids of my wife and her bull. Claire looked at me with hooded eyes, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

"Now my hair," she said, gesturing to the sticky strands that Marcus had used to clean himself.

I helped her to the bathroom, filling the sink with warm water. Gently, I washed her hair, working out the remnants of Marcus's cum with careful fingers. There was something tender about this act of service, a different kind of intimacy than what had preceded it.

As I dried her hair with a soft towel, Claire caught my reflection in the mirror. "Did you enjoy that?" she asked softly.

"Yes," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. "Every humiliating second."

Claire turned to face me, her expression serious. "You know, Richard wants to see us both next time. It'll be different than with Marcus."

The thought sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. "Different how?"

Claire's smile turned enigmatic. "You'll see. But you'll need to choose something special to bring again."
3

After our session with Marcus, I couldn't stop thinking about Richard's invitation. The idea of being present during Claire's encounter with him, of being maybe actively involved rather than just watching from the sidelines as with Marcus, filled me with nervous anticipation. When Claire mentioned we'd be visiting him the following weekend, I immediately knew what I wanted to bring: a pair of black leather handcuffs I'd purchased months ago but never had the courage to suggest using. The soft leather exterior concealed steel reinforcement inside—beautiful but uncompromising, just like the dynamic I imagined with Richard.

"These," I said, presenting the handcuffs to Claire the night before our scheduled visit. We were lying in bed, the soft glow of our bedside lamps casting intimate shadows across her face. "I want to bring these tomorrow."

Claire took them from me, running her fingers over the supple leather, testing the weight of the steel hidden beneath. "They're beautiful," she murmured, then clicked one cuff open and closed, the sound sharp and definitive in our quiet bedroom. "Richard will surely approve."

She handed them back to me, her eyes dark with promise. "He'll probably use them on me, but don't be surprised if you end up wearing them too."

The thought sent a jolt of both fear and arousal through me. I'd always been on the periphery of Claire's encounters with other men—watching, cleaning up afterward, but rarely directly involved in the domination. The prospect of Richard extending his control to include me was both terrifying and thrillingly novel.

The following evening arrived with excruciating slowness. Claire dressed with particular care, choosing a simple black dress that could be easily removed but looked elegant enough for the cab ride to Richard's flat. Underneath, she wore nothing but a pair of sheer black stockings held up by a lace garter belt—Richard's specific request conveyed through Claire earlier that day.

I opted for jeans and a button-down shirt, the handcuffs tucked into my pocket where they pressed against my thigh, a constant reminder of what lay ahead. As we waited for our cab, Claire noticed my nervous fidgeting.

"Excited?" she asked, a knowing smile playing at her lips.

"Terrified," I admitted. "But in a good way."

She stepped closer, her hand finding the outline of the handcuffs in my pocket. "Richard told me he has plans for you tonight. He said it's time you learned your proper place."

Before I could ask what that meant, our cab arrived. The twenty-minute ride to Richard's upscale neighborhood was charged with silent anticipation. Claire sat close to me, occasionally squeezing my thigh or brushing her fingers against the back of my neck—small touches that kept my arousal simmering just below the surface. By the time we pulled up outside Richard's building, my cock was painfully hard, straining against my jeans.

Richard's flat was on the top floor, a spacious loft with minimalist décor and floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city. He greeted us at the door, dressed in dark slacks and a crisp white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with lean muscle. His grey beard was neatly trimmed, and his thin glasses perched on his nose, giving him the appearance of a distinguished academic rather than the sexual dominant I knew him to be.

"Claire, Dylan," he said, his voice calm and measured. "Right on time. I appreciate punctuality."

He ushered us into his living room, offering us each a glass of red wine. As we sipped the expensive vintage, Richard's eyes assessed us both with clinical interest.

"So, Dylan," he said finally, setting his glass aside. "I understand per the June rule you've brought something for tonight's activities."

I swallowed hard, reaching into my pocket to produce the leather handcuffs. "Yes," I said, my voice embarrassingly hoarse. "I thought these might be... useful."

Richard took them from me, examining them with a critical eye. "Quality craftsmanship," he noted. "Leather over steel—aesthetically pleasing yet functionally uncompromising." His eyes lifted to mine. "An excellent choice."

He turned to Claire. "Undress," he instructed her simply.

Without hesitation, Claire set down her wine glass and reached behind her to unzip her dress. She let it fall to the floor, revealing her body in the black stockings and garter belt. Richard circled her slowly, appraising her like a connoisseur evaluating a fine sculpture.

"Beautiful," he murmured, before turning to me. "Dylan, follow me. Bring Claire."

He led us through a door I hadn't noticed before, concealed within what appeared to be a bookshelf. Beyond was a room that contrasted sharply with the modern elegance of the rest of the flat—a meticulously organized dungeon. The walls were painted a deep burgundy, the floor covered in dark hardwood. Various implements hung from hooks on one wall—floggers, crops, canes, and more complex devices I couldn't immediately identify. In the center of the room stood a St. Andrew's cross, its X-shape imposing and undeniably intimidating.

"Claire, to the cross," Richard said, taking the handcuffs from me. "Dylan, remove your clothes. All of them."

I hesitated, taken aback by the command. In our sessions with Marcus, I always remained clothed, my nakedness not part of the equation.

Richard noticed my hesitation and fixed me with a stern gaze. "That wasn't a suggestion."

Under his unwavering stare, I began to undress, my fingers fumbling with buttons and zippers. Meanwhile, Richard guided Claire to the cross, positioning her with her back to the wood, her arms and legs spread to match the X-shape. He secured her wrists above her head with the leather handcuffs, then used additional restraints from his collection to bind her ankles to the lower portions of the cross.

By the time I stood naked, my erection embarrassingly evident, Claire was completely secured to the cross, vulnerable and exposed. Richard stepped back to admire his work, then turned to me.

"Kneel there," he said, pointing to a spot on the floor directly in front of Claire but off to the side enough that I wouldn't obstruct his access to her. "Hands behind your back."

I obeyed, the hardwood uncomfortable against my bare knees. Richard moved to a cabinet and returned with a riding crop, its leather tip gleaming in the room's subdued lighting.

"Now, Dylan," he said, his voice taking on a lecturing tone, "you're going to witness what happens when your wife is properly disciplined. And you're going to assist me as required. Understood?"

"Yes," I replied, my voice barely audible.

"Yes, what?" Richard prompted.

I swallowed. "Yes, sir."

Richard nodded approvingly, then turned his attention to Claire. Without warning, he brought the crop down across her right breast. Claire gasped, her body jerking against the restraints.

"Count," Richard instructed her.

"One," Claire breathed.

The crop descended again, this time across her left breast.

"Two."

Richard continued methodically, laying stripes across Claire's breasts, stomach, thighs, and occasionally flicking the tip against her exposed pussy. Each strike was precise, calculated to cause just the right amount of pain without crossing into truly dangerous territory. By the time he reached "twenty," Claire's skin was marked with a pattern of reddening welts, and her breathing had become heavy and erratic.

After the twentieth strike, Richard handed me the crop. "Hold this," he said, then moved to a wall of implements and selected a different flogger—this one with multiple leather tails. He returned to stand before Claire, whose body was now covered in a fine sheen of sweat, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Dylan," Richard said without looking at me, "come here and feel your wife's pussy. Tell me how wet she is."

My legs trembled as I rose from my kneeling position and approached Claire. Under Richard's watchful eye, I reached between her spread thighs and gently touched her sex. She was dripping wet, her arousal evident.

"She's very wet, sir," I reported, my fingers coming away glistening.

"Of course she is," Richard said with a knowing smile. "Pain, when administered correctly, is an extremely effective aphrodisiac." He gestured for me to return to my position. "Back on your knees."

For the next several minutes, Richard alternated between the flogger and his bare hands, bringing Claire to the edge of orgasm multiple times but never allowing her to cross over. Her moans filled the room, punctuated by the sound of leather against skin and Richard's occasional instructions to me.

Finally, he set aside the flogger and began unfastening Claire from the cross. "Help me," he ordered, and I rushed to assist, supporting Claire's weight as Richard freed her limbs one by one.

Once released, Claire sagged against me, her legs weak from standing in the same position for so long. Richard pointed to a strange, low mattress in the corner of the room.

"Take her there," he instructed, already unbuttoning his shirt.

I half-carried Claire to the mattress, which I now realized was some kind of specialized sex furniture—firm but yielding, with subtle contours that would support a body in various positions. I helped Claire lie down, her back against the mattress, her legs naturally falling open in exhaustion and anticipation.

Richard approached, now completely naked. His body was leaner than Marcus's, less overtly muscular but no less imposing. His cock stood erect, not as large as Marcus's but substantial and intimidating in its rigid readiness.

"Watch closely, Dylan," Richard said as he knelt between Claire's spread legs. "This is how a man takes what belongs to him."

Without further preamble, he thrust into Claire in one smooth motion. She cried out, her back arching off the mattress, her hands automatically reaching for Richard's shoulders.

"Look at your husband," Richard commanded her, establishing a methodical rhythm. "Let him see exactly what you're feeling."

Claire's eyes found mine, glazed with pleasure and something else—perhaps a hint of apology or solidarity. Richard's pace remained controlled, each thrust deliberate and precise, like his whipping had been. Unlike Marcus, who fucked with animalistic abandon, Richard approached sex with the same clinical efficiency he brought to everything else.

"Dylan," Richard called, his voice remarkably steady despite his exertion. "Come closer. I want you to see your wife's face as another man fucks her."

I moved nearer, kneeling beside the mattress where I had a perfect view of Richard's cock sliding in and out of my wife, and of Claire's face contorted in pleasure.

Richard reached out suddenly and gripped my hair, forcing my face even closer to where our bodies joined. "Look at that," he said, his voice now showing the first signs of strain. "Look at how she takes me. So much better than she takes you, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," I admitted, the humiliation burning through me like wildfire.

Richard's rhythm began to falter slightly, his breathing becoming more labored. "I'm going to cum inside your wife," he announced, his eyes fixed on mine with an almost evil grin. "And you're going to clean her up afterward. Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir," I repeated, my own cock painfully hard despite—or because of—the degradation.

With a few final, powerful thrusts, Richard buried himself to the hilt inside Claire and groaned deeply. I could see the muscles in his ass and thighs tensing as he emptied himself into my wife. Claire moaned in response, her body shuddering in its own release.

For a moment, all three of us remained still, the only sound our heavy breathing echoing in the dungeon. Then Richard withdrew, his softening cock slipping from Claire with a wet sound that made my mouth water in anticipation of my cleanup duties.

"Your turn," Richard said, moving aside. "Clean her."

I bent between Claire's legs without hesitation, my tongue finding her used opening and lapping eagerly at the mixture of her juices and Richard's seed. The taste was bitter and musky, but the act itself—cleaning another man's cum from my wife under his watchful eye—was intoxicatingly humiliating.

"Deeper," Richard instructed, his hand on the back of my head pushing me harder against Claire's pussy. "Get every drop."

I worked my tongue as deep as I could, seeking out every trace of Richard's essence while Claire moaned and writhed beneath me. After several minutes, Richard seemed satisfied with my efforts.

"Enough," he said, pulling me away by my hair. "On your back."

Confused but obedient, I lay on my back on the floor beside the mattress. Richard helped Claire to her feet, then positioned her on all fours on the mattress.

"Now for her other hole," he said, his cock remarkably hard again. He aligned himself with Claire's anus and pushed forward slowly but insistently.

Claire gasped with eyes wide, her fingers clutching at the mattress cover as Richard worked his way into her ass. I watched, mesmerized, as inch by inch he disappeared inside her, stretching her in ways I rarely did.

"Tighter than her pussy," Richard commented, establishing a new rhythm. "But just as welcoming."

He fucked her ass with the same methodical precision he'd shown earlier, his hands gripping her hips to control the depth and pace. Claire's moans grew louder, more urgent, her body pushing back against each of Richard's thrusts.

As before, Richard maintained remarkable control, his breathing the only indication of his building orgasm. When he finally spoke again, his voice was tighter but still composed.

"I'm going to cum in your ass," he told Claire. "And then you're going to squat over your husband's face and let him clean that too."

The thought sent a jolt of both revulsion and excitement through me. I'd cleaned Claire after anal sex before, but never directly from the source, never with another man's cum involved.

Richard's pace quickened, his hips slapping against Claire's ass with greater force. With a final grunt, he pushed deep and held himself there, his body rigid as he came. Claire cried out, presumably experiencing her own climax from the sensation of being filled.

After a moment of recovery, Richard slowly withdrew from Claire's ass and helped her into position above me. She squatted over my face, her well-used hole directly above my mouth, Richard's cum already beginning to leak from her.

"Open," Richard commanded, and I obeyed, opening my mouth just as the first drops of his seed escaped Claire's ass and fell onto my tongue.

Claire lowered herself further, her asshole now pressed directly against my mouth. I extended my tongue, licking and sucking as Richard's cum flowed from her, the ultimate act of submission and degradation.

"That's it," Richard encouraged, watching the scene with evident satisfaction. "Clean her thoroughly, like a good cuck should."

I worked diligently, my tongue probing Claire's ass, collecting every drop of Richard's essence until she was empty and clean. Only then did Richard allow Claire to move away from my face.

I lay there, Richard's cum on my tongue, my own cock still painfully erect and neglected. Richard looked down at me with a mixture of amusement and contempt.

"Swallow," he instructed.

I did as I was told, forcing down the bitter fluid.

Richard nodded approvingly. "You've performed adequately tonight," he said. "Next time, we'll explore your limits further."

As Claire and I dressed in silence afterward, exchanging glances that contained a mixture of satisfaction, embarrassment, and lingering arousal, I realized that our sexual journey had taken yet another unexpected turn. With Marcus, I was a spectator to my wife's pleasure; with Richard, I was an active participant in my own degradation—and somehow, improbably, I wanted more of both.

The cab ride home was quiet, Claire's head resting on my shoulder, both of us lost in our own thoughts about what had transpired and what might come next.
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Three days after our intense session with Richard, Claire suggested we attend a musical at the downtown theater. I didn't care at all about show tunes or dramatic dance numbers, but the idea of sitting in a dark theater with my wife—her hand potentially wandering to my crotch while actors belted out lyrics—had a certain appeal. What I hadn't counted on was how mind-numbingly boring the first act would be, leaving my thoughts to drift back to our recent sexual adventures.

We'd managed to secure a private box on the mezzanine level, slightly secluded from the rest of the audience. The seats were plush and comfortable, and the dim lighting provided a cocoon of privacy that made me feel separated from the two hundred other patrons. Claire sat beside me in a sleek black dress that hugged her athletic figure, her legs crossed demurely at the ankle, her hair cascading over her shoulders in those loose waves that always made my cock stir.

"This is awful," Claire whispered, leaning close enough that I could smell her perfume—that expensive floral scent she only wore on date nights. "I thought a Tony Award winner would be more engaging."

I nodded, stifling a yawn. "The last time I was this bored was when your mother made us watch her vacation slides from Bali."

Claire's quiet laugh tickled my ear. "At least this gives us time to talk." Her hand slid onto my thigh, her fingers tracing small circles dangerously close to my crotch. "I've been thinking about our arrangement a lot lately."

My cock twitched in anticipation. "Oh? What about it?"

Claire's eyes remained fixed on the stage, but her lips curled into that smile that always preceded something deliciously filthy. "I miss Luke sometimes," she admitted softly, referring to our first bull, her aggressive ex who had disappeared from our lives a few months ago. "He was such a bastard in bed. So rough."

"What happened to him again?" I asked, though I knew the story.

"Some twenty-two-year-old fitness model snatched him away," Claire sighed, a hint of genuine regret in her voice. On stage, the lead actress began a solo number, her voice rising dramatically as she lamented some tragic love affair. I barely registered the lyrics.

"Do you wish we could go back to him?" I asked, my voice betraying more vulnerability than I intended.

Claire turned to face me, her eyes serious in the dim light. "God no," she whispered fervently. "What we have now is so much better. Marcus is incredible—so dominant but still respectful of our boundaries. And Richard..." She shivered visibly. "Richard understands exactly what makes both of us tick."

Her hand crept higher on my thigh, her fingernails lightly scratching through the fabric of my dress pants. "Besides," she continued, "I've never had better orgasms than I do now."

An elderly couple seated in the box next to ours glanced our way, clearly annoyed by our whispering. Claire noticed and lowered her voice further, her lips almost touching my ear.

"You know what I can't stop thinking about?" she breathed, her voice thick with desire. "That night with Marcus and Nigel."

My cock hardened immediately at the mention of that evening two months ago, when Marcus had surprised us by bringing his younger brother along. "Tell me," I urged, though I had relived the scene countless times in my mind.

Claire's tongue darted out to wet her lips before she continued. "The way they positioned me between them, like I was just a set of holes to be filled. One cock stretching my pussy while the other worked his way into my ass... I'd never felt so completely stuffed before."

On stage, the actress hit a high note that seemed to hang in the air. Claire used the moment of increased volume to whisper even more explicit details.

"Remember how they took turns slapping my ass while they fucked me? How Marcus ordered you around so you could watch my face while they double-penetrated me?" Her breathing quickened at the memory. "God, I came so hard I nearly passed out. And then they both finished inside me at almost the same time. I've never felt so much cum leaking out of me."

My hand moved instinctively to adjust my painfully hard erection. The elderly woman in the next box frowned in our direction again, clearly suspecting the nature of our hushed conversation.

"What about Richard?" I asked, desperate to keep Claire talking. "Last time was intense."

Claire's smile turned wicked. "You loved it," she accused softly. "Kneeling naked while he whipped me. Cleaning his cum from my pussy with your tongue while he watched. And don't pretend you didn't get off on him fucking my ass and making me drip his cum directly into your mouth."

I couldn't deny it. The humiliation had been excruciating and exhilarating in equal measure. "I did," I admitted. "I loved every degrading second. And jerked off to the memory even the day after, at work."

"I knew it," Claire whispered triumphantly. "That's why I've already scheduled another session with him next weekend. Said he has some new toys that will make me scream."

On stage, the first act was winding down, the ensemble gathering for what appeared to be the finale before intermission. I barely noticed, my attention completely consumed by Claire's whispered confessions.

"You know what makes me wettest of all?" she continued, her fingertips now brushing against my erection through my pants. "Watching your face while these men use me. Seeing how turned on you get when they do things to me that you never could. It's like I'm fulfilling your deepest fantasies by letting them fuck me."

"You are," I confirmed, my voice hoarse with desire. "Finding that Reddit thread with the rules was the best thing that ever happened to us."

Claire nodded, her eyes dark with lust. "The June rule especially. I love that you get to choose what toys they use on me."

"Excuse me," a stern voice interrupted our hushed exchange. I looked up to find an usher standing at the entrance to our box. "We've had complaints about excessive talking. I'm going to have to ask you to be quiet or leave the theater."

Several nearby patrons were glaring in our direction, clearly fed up with our whispering throughout the performance. Claire apologized sweetly, promising we'd be silent. The usher lingered a moment longer before reluctantly returning to his post.

As soon as he left, Claire leaned in one last time. "I'm on my period," she whispered, "but I can still show my appreciation for this wonderful life you've given me."

Before I could respond, she checked that the usher had truly gone, then slid from her seat onto the floor between my legs. The box's half-wall hid her from the view of anyone in the orchestra section, but anyone in the adjacent boxes could potentially see if they looked our way.

"Claire," I whispered urgently, "someone will see."

She looked up at me with that defiant expression I knew so well. "Then you'd better keep quiet and watch the show," she replied, her fingers already working at my zipper.

My heart hammered in my chest as she freed my cock, now fully erect and straining upward. The risk of discovery sent a thrill of danger coursing through me. On stage, the ensemble launched into the final number of the first act, the music swelling dramatically.

Claire wasted no time, wrapping her lips around my cock and taking me deep into the wet heat of her mouth. I gripped the armrests of my seat, fighting to maintain a neutral expression as she began to bob her head in a slow, torturous rhythm. Her technique was flawless—alternating between deep throat plunges that had me seeing stars and focused attention on my sensitive head, her tongue swirling around the tip to collect the pre-cum that was already leaking profusely.

I risked a glance toward the neighboring box. The elderly couple seemed fully engrossed in the performance, unaware of the depraved act occurring just a few feet away. Still, the woman's earlier disapproving frown lingered in my mind, adding an extra layer of nervous excitement.

Claire's hands weren't idle. One cupped my balls, gently massaging them as she sucked, while the other stroked the base of my shaft in perfect synchronization with her mouth. The combination was maddening, building pressure at the base of my spine with alarming speed.

"Fuck," I breathed, barely audible over the orchestra.

Claire's eyes flicked upward, meeting mine with a mischievous glint as she increased her pace. I could feel my orgasm building, that familiar tightening in my balls that signaled the point of no return approaching rapidly.

"Claire," I warned in a strained whisper, "I'm going to—"

She knew exactly what I meant. And she also knew our rules—the all-year rule that specified she could suck me but never let me finish in her mouth. Just as I reached the edge, Claire pulled back completely, her mouth leaving my cock with an audible pop that I prayed wasn't as loud as it seemed in my heightened state.

The sudden absence of stimulation was jarring, but it was too late to stop what had been set in motion. My cock jerked violently, the first rope of cum shooting upward before gravity pulled it down onto my exposed shirt and pants. Claire watched with undisguised delight as spurt after spurt of thick white cum landed on my crotch, staining the dark fabric of my expensive trousers with unmistakable evidence of our illicit activity.

"Jesus, Claire," I hissed as the final pulses subsided, leaving me with a cooling mess and a rapidly deflating cock.

She merely smiled, producing a tissue from her purse and making a token effort to dab at the worst of the stains. "You've been so good to me," she whispered, tucking my softening cock back into my pants with gentle fingers. "I thought you deserved a reward. Too bad I couldn’t swallow it, but you know, the rules are rules..."

The timing couldn't have been worse—or perhaps more perfect from Claire's perspective. The first act ended with a flourish, the house lights coming up for intermission just as she settled back into her seat beside me. I frantically buttoned my jacket, trying to cover the unmistakable stains that decorated my pants.

"I need to find a bathroom," I muttered, already calculating the fastest route.

Claire's hand on my arm stopped me. "Don't," she said, her eyes dancing with wicked amusement. "I want you to sit through the second act with my gift drying on your pants. Think of it as a reminder of what we have."

"People will see," I protested weakly, though my cock gave an interested twitch at the humiliation she proposed.

"Only if they're looking for it," she countered. "Besides, your jacket covers most of it. And if anyone does notice..." She leaned in to whisper directly in my ear. "Let them imagine what a dirty slut your wife is, sucking you off in public."

As the show finally ended, I stood to applaud mechanically, careful to keep my jacket positioned to hide the evidence of our activities.

As we filed out of the theater with the rest of the audience, Claire slipped her arm through mine, leaning close to maintain the appearance of a normal couple enjoying a night at the theater.

"Richard texted during the second act," she murmured as we stepped out into the cool night air. "He wants to know what toy you'll be bringing next time."

I glanced at her, taking in her self-satisfied smile and bright eyes. Despite the discomfort of my soiled clothing and the lingering fear of discovery, I couldn't help but marvel at how completely our lives had transformed over the past year. From a conventional marriage to this extraordinary arrangement that satisfied desires I hadn't even known I possessed.

"I was thinking about a blindfold," I replied, guiding her toward the parking garage. "For you or for me—Richard can decide."

Claire's smile widened as she squeezed my arm. "Perfect," she said. "Now let's get you home and out of those pants. We have plans for the weekend."

As we walked through the night, I silently thanked whatever twist of fate had led us to discover that Reddit thread. The rules we'd adopted had opened doors I never knew existed, transforming our marriage into something far more complex and fulfilling than I could have imagined. And judging by the sparkle in Claire's eyes and the spring in her step, she felt exactly the same way.


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​July

[image: ]


“Hubby always has to finish off on his own.”
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I watched Claire's ass sway in front of me as we made our way down the narrow corridor toward our cabin. Seven days on a floating paradise with my gorgeous wife—my hotwife—and I was already hard thinking about the possibilities. This was our first cruise together, a calculated choice for its reputation as a playground for the sexually adventurous. Every couple we'd pass, I'd wonder: were they swingers? Is this hung guy a bull looking for a hotwife? Or maybe, like us, just searching for the next thrill to share? Claire glanced back at me, her brown eyes shimmering with mischief, knowing exactly what was running through my mind as I adjusted my growing erection in my shorts.

"You think we'll find anyone?" she asked, her voice low and honeyed as she swiped the keycard into our cabin door.

"On a ship with two thousand people? The odds are in our favor," I replied, following her into our home for the next week.

The cabin was smaller than I'd expected, but the queen-sized bed dominated the space in a way that made my cock twitch. That bed would witness so much—Claire bent over for a stranger, me watching from the corner, the wet sounds of her pleasure filling our little sanctuary. July was my month of denial, my month of watching and waiting and jerking off alone while Claire got everything she wanted. The thought both frustrated and thrilled me.

Claire dropped her carry-on and immediately pressed herself against the window, gazing out at the port we'd soon leave behind. The late afternoon sun caught in her long brown hair, illuminating strands of gold I'd never noticed before. Her tight sundress hugged every curve of her athletic body, and I could just make out the lacy outline of her Victoria's Secret underwear beneath the thin fabric.

"Come feel how wet I am already," she commanded, not even turning to look at me.

I closed the distance between us in two strides, my hands finding her hips, pulling her ass against my hardness. My fingers slid up her thighs, beneath her dress, discovering the barely-there thong already damp with her arousal.

"Fuck, baby," I breathed into her neck, inhaling her perfume mixed with the scent of her skin. "You're soaked."

"I've been thinking about this all day," she confessed, pushing back against me. "About getting fucked on this ship by strangers while you watch. About making you clean up after them." Her words were filthy and perfect, hitting me right in my most submissive places.

Claire turned in my arms, her doctor's hands—so skilled, so precise—making quick work of my belt and zipper. "But tonight," she purred, "tonight is just us."

We didn't even make it to the bed that first time. I lifted her onto the small desk by the window, her dress bunched around her waist, her panties pulled roughly to the side as I plunged into her warmth. The ship's horn blared as we fucked, signaling our departure from port, from normalcy, from the constraints of our everyday lives.

Claire came twice before I felt my own orgasm building. Her nails dug half-moons into my back as she shuddered against me, her inner walls squeezing my cock in rhythmic pulses.

"Wait," she gasped, pushing me back just as I was about to explode. "July rule, remember?"

The cold reminder crashed over me like a bucket of ice water, but my cock twitched in anticipation. For the entire month, I wasn't allowed to come inside Claire or anywhere on her body. I had to pull out and finish myself off while she watched.

"Get on the bed," Claire ordered, her tone shifting from passionate lover to commanding hotwife.

I obeyed, lying back on the crisp white sheets, my cock standing painfully erect, glistening with her juices. Claire stripped completely, giving me a show as she removed each piece of clothing with deliberate slowness. Her athletic body was a testament to her disciplined lifestyle—perky breasts with hardened nipples, flat stomach, and strong thighs that could squeeze a man senseless.

She crawled onto the bed beside me, not touching, just close enough for me to feel the heat radiating from her skin.

"Show me how much you love being my cuck," she whispered, her fingers sliding between her own legs.

I wrapped my hand around my shaft, groaning at the sensation. Claire watched intently, her eyes dark with lust as she circled her clit with practiced fingers. The taboo of it—masturbating beside each other rather than finishing together—heightened every stroke.

"Tell me what you want to see on this cruise," she demanded, her breathing quickening.

"I want to see you with a black bull," I confessed, my hand moving faster. "I want to see him stretch you out while I sit in the corner, watching, waiting for my turn to clean up."

Claire moaned, inserting two fingers inside herself. "What else?"

"I want to see you on your knees servicing multiple men. I want to watch them use every hole, marking you as theirs while I'm just—fuck—while I'm just your cleanup cuck."

My words pushed her over the edge. Claire's back arched off the bed as she came, her fingers glistening with her own wetness. The sight of her orgasm triggered mine, and I erupted onto my stomach, ropes of hot cum landing on my skin as Claire watched with satisfied eyes.

"Good boy," she praised, leaning over to kiss me deeply. "This is going to be a very interesting vacation."

The next morning, we began our hunt. Claire wore her shortest sundress with no bra, her nipples visible through the thin fabric whenever the air conditioning hit them just right. We explored the ship methodically—the main pool deck, the adult-only areas, the various bars and lounges. Our eyes scanned for the telltale signs: upside-down pineapples on cabin doors, anklets on right ankles, black rings on right hands.

Nothing. Not a single indication of other swingers.

"Maybe we need to be more obvious," Claire suggested as we sipped overpriced cocktails by the pool.

I nodded, adjusting my swim trunks to accommodate my semi-hard cock. "I set up the Tinder account. Should be active now."

Claire's eyes lit up. She took my phone and began swiping, her tongue caught between her teeth in concentration. Occasionally, she'd show me a profile, but most were clearly tourists looking for vacation hookups, not the experienced bulls or couples we sought.

Three days into the cruise, our frustration reached a peak. We'd matched with a few people, but conversations fizzled out once our specific interests became clear. The fantasy of finding multiple playmates on the ship was dissolving before our eyes.

"Fuck it," Claire declared on our fourth night, tossing my phone aside after another disappointing Tinder session. "If we can't find others, we'll just have to entertain ourselves."

She stripped naked and lay spread-eagle on the bed, her fingers already working between her legs. "Get over here and eat my pussy."

I didn't need to be told twice. I dropped to my knees at the edge of the bed, pulling her by the hips until her cunt was level with my face. She was already dripping, her arousal a mix of frustration and need. I dove in, my tongue flat against her slit before focusing on her clit, circling and sucking the way I knew drove her wild.

Claire grabbed my hair, grinding herself against my face as she came, her thighs quivering on either side of my head. Before I could recover, she flipped onto her stomach and raised her ass in the air.

"Fuck me," she demanded. "Fuck me hard like you're one of those bulls we can't seem to find."

I entered her from behind, gripping her hips with enough force to leave fingerprints. Our bodies slapped together in a frenzied rhythm, the disappointment of our fruitless search channeled into raw, animalistic fucking. Claire's face was pressed into the pillow, muffling her screams as I pounded into her.

When I felt myself nearing the edge, I remembered the July rule and pulled out with a groan. Claire immediately turned to watch as I stroked myself to completion, my cum landing on the sheets beside her.

"Not as fun as having a real bull here," she sighed, rolling onto her back, "but I suppose you'll do for now."

The pattern continued through our week at sea. By day, we searched in vain for like-minded couples. By night, we returned to our cabin to fuck out our frustrations, always ending with me jerking off while Claire watched—sometimes touching herself, sometimes just observing with those hungry brown eyes.

On our final night, as the ship made its way back to port, Claire rode me with an intensity that bordered on anger. Her perky tits bounced with each movement, her doctor's composure completely abandoned as she used my body for her pleasure. When she'd wrung her third orgasm from my cock, she lifted herself off and lay beside me.

"Finish yourself," she ordered, but there was a new edge to her voice. "And know that as soon as we get home, I'm calling Richard. I need a real man to dominate me after this disappointing trip."

My cock jerked in my hand at her words, and I came harder than I had all week, the promise of watching my wife with another man—a real bull—finally within reach.
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The front door had barely closed behind us when Claire yanked her phone from her purse. We'd been home from the cruise for exactly seventeen minutes, our luggage still sitting in the hallway. I watched her fingers stab at the screen, her face flushed with something between anger and arousal.

"Richard? It's Claire," she said, her voice dropping to that honeyed tone she reserved for her bulls. "Dylan and I just got back from a disappointing vacation." She paused, her eyes flicking to me, gauging my reaction as she spoke. "Yes, exactly. We need you. How soon can you be ready for us?" The way she bit her lower lip as she listened to his response made my cock stir despite my exhaustion.

She hung up and immediately kicked off her travel-worn shoes. "We have one hour. Shower. Now."

I didn't argue. The week of sexual frustration on the ship had left us both tense and desperate. Claire needed to be dominated, to be used in ways I couldn't—wouldn't—provide. And I needed to watch, to feel that exquisite blend of jealousy and arousal that only came from seeing my wife pleasured by another man.

In the shower, Claire was all business, scrubbing herself with clinical efficiency—a reminder of her profession as a doctor. I tried to touch her, to cup one of her perky breasts, but she slapped my hand away.

"No," she said firmly. "Save it for Richard's. You know the rules."

The rules. Of course. Since we found these rules on reddit, they totally controlled our lives. 

Fifty-eight minutes later, we stood at Richard's door. Claire wore a simple black dress with nothing underneath—I knew because she'd made me watch her dress. Her nipples pushed against the thin fabric, and when she walked, I caught glimpses of her bare ass beneath the short hem.

The door opened before we could knock. Richard stood there, thin and composed in expensive-looking slacks and a crisp white shirt, his grey beard neatly trimmed, glasses perched precisely on his nose. He looked every bit the distinguished surgeon he was—nothing like the sadist I knew him to be behind closed doors.

"Claire," he acknowledged with a slight nod, then his eyes slid dismissively to me. "Cleanup cuck."

That was my name here. Not Dylan. Just Cleanup cuck. My cock twitched at the degradation.

Richard stepped aside, allowing us to enter his immaculate home. The living room had been transformed. The furniture was pushed against the walls, creating a large open space in the center. Various implements were laid out on a side table—whips, canes, dildos, plugs—each one meticulously arranged like surgical tools.

"Strip," Richard commanded Claire, not even looking at her as he adjusted something on the table.

Claire complied immediately, pulling her dress over her head in one fluid motion and standing naked in the center of the room. Her body was a work of art—toned from regular exercise, skin still carrying a slight tan from our cruise, breasts perky and upturned.

"On your knees, bitch."

Claire sank gracefully to the hardwood floor, her posture perfect—back straight, knees slightly apart, hands resting on her thighs, eyes downcast. Richard circled her slowly, inspecting her like a prized animal at auction.

"A week on a cruise ship and not a single cock inside you except your husband's?" Richard's voice dripped with mock sympathy. "How... disappointing."

He reached into a drawer and pulled out a leather collar with a long leash attached. Without warning, he fastened it around Claire's neck, pulling it tight enough to make her gasp.

"Hands and knees. Now."

Claire dropped forward, assuming the position with practiced ease. Richard handed me the end of the leash.

"Hold this, cucky. Don't pull, don't slack. Just hold."

I took the leather strap, my hand trembling slightly. Richard returned to his table of toys, selecting a riding crop.

"Now," he said, turning back to Claire, "let's remind you what it means to be a proper bitch in heat."

The first strike landed across Claire's ass with a sharp crack. She jerked forward, a small yelp escaping her lips. I kept the leash taut as instructed, my cock hardening in my pants as I watched the red welt form on my wife's flesh.

"Count them," Richard ordered.

"One, thank you, Master," Claire responded, her voice already taking on that dreamy quality it got when she slipped into submission.

The crop fell again and again, each strike methodically placed to cover her ass and upper thighs with a crisscross pattern of angry red lines. By the tenth strike, Claire was moaning, her pussy visibly wet, glistening in the recessed lighting of Richard's living room.

"Crawl to the kitchen," Richard commanded after the twentieth strike. "Like the dog you are."

Claire began to crawl, the leash tugging in my hand. Richard gestured for me to follow, maintaining the tension on the collar. We proceeded to the kitchen, where I noticed a large metal dog bowl placed in the center of the pristine tile floor.

Richard opened his refrigerator and removed a glass bottle of milk. Setting it on the counter, he turned to me.

"Remove your clothes, cucky. Put them neatly on that chair."

I obeyed, stripping quickly and folding my clothes as instructed. My cock stood embarrassingly erect, a drop of pre-cum already pearling at the tip.

Richard unzipped his slacks and pulled out his cock—not particularly long but impressively thick. Without a word, he began stroking himself, his eyes fixed on my naked wife who remained on all fours, watching with hungry eyes.

It took him less than a minute to climax, his face showing no change in expression as he ejaculated into his hand. With clinical detachment, he mixed his semen with the milk in a small measuring cup, stirring it with his finger. His thick sperm dissolved in the white liquid slowly.

"Your dinner, bitch." He poured the mixture into the metal bowl.

Claire crawled forward eagerly, but Richard placed his foot on the back of her neck, stopping her.

"No hands. Drink like the animal you are."

Claire lowered her face to the bowl, her ass raised high, and began to lap at the disgusting mixture. The slurping sounds she made echoed in the quiet kitchen. Richard's eyes met mine over my wife's degraded form, a silent acknowledgment passing between us—he knew exactly what this was doing to me, how it made me feel both humiliated and incredibly aroused.

"Touch yourself, Cleanup," he ordered. "But don't come. That's for later."

I wrapped my hand around my cock, stroking slowly as I watched my wife drink cum-laced milk from a dog bowl. Claire made little moaning sounds as she lapped, deliberately putting on a show for both of us. When the bowl was empty, she looked up, milk and semen coating her lips and chin.

"Thank you, Master," she said, her eyes glazed with arousal.

Richard grabbed the leash from my hand and yanked Claire to her feet. "Bedroom. Now."

I followed them down the hallway, still stroking my cock as instructed. Richard's bedroom was spartanly decorated, dominated by a large bed with metal rings attached to each post. He threw Claire face-down onto the mattress.

"Ass up," he barked.

Claire immediately raised her hips, presenting herself. Richard selected a bottle of lube from his nightstand and slicked his cock, never taking his eyes off Claire's exposed holes. He positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock pressing against her puckered asshole.

"Beg for it," he demanded.

"Please fuck my ass, Master," Claire pleaded, her voice muffled by the bedding. "Use me like the worthless whore I am. I need it after a week of only having my pathetic husband's cock."

The insult stung and aroused me simultaneously. Richard glanced at me, making sure I'd heard my wife's degrading words, then thrust forward in one brutal movement. Claire screamed, her fingers clawing at the bedsheets as Richard buried himself to the hilt in her ass.

He grabbed a fistful of her long brown hair, wrenching her head back as he began to pound into her. "This what you needed, bitch? A real man treating you like the anal slut you are?"

"Yes! God, yes!" Claire cried out, her body jolting with each powerful thrust.

Richard's pace was relentless, his hips slapping against Claire's ass with enough force to leave handprint-shaped bruises. He maintained his grip on her hair, using it like reins to control her movements.

"Cleanup cuck," he called to me without breaking his rhythm. "Corner. Jerk that pathetic dick while you watch a real man satisfy your wife."

I moved to the designated corner of the room, continuing to stroke myself as I watched Richard violate my wife's ass. Claire's face was contorted in a mix of pain and ecstasy, her mouth open in a continuous moan. Her breasts swung beneath her with each thrust, and I could see her reaching between her legs to rub her clit frantically.

"I'm coming!" she screamed suddenly, her body tensing. "Oh fuck, I'm coming... from your cock in my ass!"

Richard released her hair to grab both her hips, driving even deeper as Claire convulsed through her orgasm. He maintained his control, continuing to thrust through her climax, prolonging it until she collapsed flat on the bed, spent and gasping.

But Richard wasn't finished. He pulled out of Claire's ass and flipped her onto her back. "Clean me," he ordered.

Without hesitation, Claire took his cock into her mouth, licking her own ass juices from his shaft. The sight was filthy and mesmerizing—my sophisticated, professional wife eagerly cleaning a man's cock just after it had been buried in her ass.

Richard looked over at me, still stroking myself in the corner. "Come here, cleanup cuck!"

I approached the bed, my legs slightly unsteady with arousal.

"Kneel," he instructed, pointing to the floor beside the bed.

I dropped to my knees as Claire continued to suck Richard's cock. He reached down and cupped my chin, forcing me to look up at him.

"Your wife needed this," he said matter-of-factly. "She needed to be used like the whore she is. Something you can't provide, can you?"

"No, sir," I admitted, the words sending a surge of humiliation and excitement through my body.

"Tell me what you are."

"I'm a cleanup cuck," I replied, the rehearsed words coming easily now.

Richard nodded approvingly. "Show me how much you love watching your wife service a superior man. Come on the floor. Now."

I stroked myself faster, my eyes fixed on Claire's lips stretched around Richard's thick cock. The humiliation, the degradation, the complete surrender of control—it all culminated in a sudden, powerful orgasm that had me spurting onto Richard's immaculate hardwood floor.

"Good boy," Richard said condescendingly. "Now clean it up."

I knew what he meant. Without being told twice, I bent down and licked my own cum from the floor while Claire and Richard watched. The taste of my seed mixed with the polish of the cold wood was bitter and humiliating—exactly what I needed.

Richard finally allowed himself to climax, pulling out of Claire's mouth to come across her face and hair. She closed her eyes and accepted his seed gratefully, thanking him as it dripped down her cheeks.

"Both of you, shower," Richard commanded once he'd caught his breath. "Separately. Claire first."

As Claire disappeared into the bathroom, Richard looked at me with an almost clinical interest. "Feel better now, Cleanup?"

I nodded, still on my knees, the taste of my own cum lingering on my tongue.

"Good," he said, already putting his surgeon's facade back in place. "Next time, don't waste a week on a cruise ship looking for what you can get right here."

I could only nod in agreement.
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The summer heat bore down mercilessly as we pulled into the waterpark parking lot, the asphalt shimmering with thermal waves. Claire sat between us in the back of Marcus Thompson's luxury SUV, her bare thighs sticking to the leather seats, her white bikini barely visible beneath the sheer cover-up she'd chosen. The Thompson brothers had been Claire's ultimate go-to for being dominated—two muscular black men, brothers no less, who enjoyed sharing women and humiliating their husbands. Marcus, the older one, caught my eye in the rearview mirror and smirked knowingly. His brother Nigel turned from the passenger seat, his dark eyes traveling hungrily over my wife's body. "Ready for some fun in the sun, Claire?" he asked, his deep voice carrying a promise that made my cock stir despite my nervousness.

"I've been ready since the weekend," Claire replied, her hand deliberately brushing against the obvious bulge in Nigel's shorts as he reached back to touch her knee.

The waterpark was crowded with families and teenagers, the air filled with screams of delight from the various slides and wave pools. We navigated through the throngs of people toward the reservation desk, where Marcus had arranged for us to rent one of the private shelters—secluded cabanas positioned at the far edge of the park with privacy screens and their own small plunge pools.

"Thompson, party of four," Marcus stated to the attendant, his commanding presence causing her to blush as she checked her computer.

"Yes, sir. Shelter 8, our most private option. It's at the very end of the path," she explained, handing over a key card and wristbands. "The shelter includes a private pool, shower facilities, and refreshments. The screens can be adjusted for your preferred level of privacy."

Marcus tipped her generously, and we made our way through the park. I walked slightly behind the others, watching as both Thompson brothers flanked Claire, their large hands occasionally brushing against her hips or the small of her back. Every touch made her posture change—shoulders back, chest out, ass swaying more pronouncedly.

Shelter 8 was even more secluded than I'd anticipated, surrounded by tall landscaping and positioned at least fifty yards from its nearest neighbor. Marcus unlocked the door, revealing a spacious interior with lounge chairs, a small bar, and a glass door leading to a private pool area enclosed by adjustable screens.

"Perfect," Nigel declared, immediately closing the main door behind us and locking it.

Claire didn't wait for instructions. She shed her cover-up, revealing the tiny white bikini that left nothing to the imagination. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric, and the bottom was little more than a string between her ass cheeks.

"Damn, doc," Marcus whistled, dropping his bag and approaching her. "Your body is better day by day!"

I swallowed hard, the lousy compliment sent a rush of blood to my cock.

"Let's swim first," Claire suggested, her voice taking on that sultry tone she reserved for her bulls. "I want to cool off before I get too hot."

The brothers exchanged knowing glances and began to strip down to their swim trunks. Both men were impressively built—Marcus slightly taller with a more refined musculature, Nigel slightly younger with a raw, powerful physique. Their dark skin glistened in the filtered sunlight coming through the shelter windows.

We moved to the pool area, where Nigel immediately closed all the privacy screens, sealing us in our own private oasis. The small pool was maybe fifteen feet across, with built-in bench seating around the edges. Claire slid into the water first, making a show of the cool water hardening her nipples even more.

"Join me, boys," she beckoned.

I started to step toward the pool, but Marcus put a firm hand on my chest. "Not you, cleanup cuck. You sit over there and watch for now."

The casual dismissal sent a familiar mix of humiliation and arousal through me. I retreated to one of the lounge chairs as directed, settling in to watch as both Thompson brothers entered the water with my wife.

They didn't waste time with small talk. Almost immediately, Nigel pulled Claire against him, his hands gripping her ass underwater as Marcus moved behind her, sandwiching her between their powerful bodies. I watched Claire's expression change, her eyes half-closing with pleasure as they began to touch her.

Marcus pulled her bikini top aside, exposing her perky breasts to the open air. His large hands cupped them roughly, pinching her nipples until she gasped. Simultaneously, Nigel's hand disappeared beneath the water, and from Claire's sudden sharp intake of breath, I knew he'd found his way inside her bikini bottom.

"So fucking wet already," Nigel commented, his fingers clearly working between my wife's legs. "You've been thinking about this for a while, haven't you, doctor?"

"Yes," Claire admitted, her head falling back against Marcus's shoulder. "Since before the cruise."

The revelation surprised me. She'd been fantasizing about the Thompson brothers even before our disappointing vacation? My cock strained against my swim trunks as I watched them manhandle my wife in the water.

After several minutes of fondling, kissing and laughing, Marcus abruptly lifted Claire out of the pool, carrying her effortlessly to one of the lounge chairs. He laid her down, and both brothers stood over her, dripping water onto her sun-warmed skin.

"Take these off," Marcus commanded, tugging at her bikini bottoms.

Claire lifted her hips obediently, allowing him to strip her completely naked. Her tan lines accentuated the paleness of her breasts and the triangle between her legs, making those private areas seem even more exposed.

"On your knees," Nigel ordered, already pulling down his swim trunks.

Claire immediately complied, sliding off the lounge chair onto the concrete decking. Both brothers positioned themselves in front of her, their cocks now freed from their swimwear. Marcus was impressively thick, while Nigel had a slight curve to his length that I knew would hit all the right spots inside her.

"Open wide," Marcus commanded, gripping the base of his huge black cock.

Claire opened her mouth eagerly, and Marcus wasted no time in pushing inside, one hand gripping her wet hair to control her movements. Nigel stroked himself as he watched, occasionally slapping his hardness against Claire's cheek when Marcus pulled out to let her breathe.

"Switch," Marcus said after a few minutes, pulling out of my wife's mouth with a string of saliva connecting them.

The brothers traded places, with Nigel now feeding his cock between Claire's lips while Marcus watched and stroked himself. I remained on my designated chair, my hand now inside my swim trunks, gripping my own erection as I watched my wife service these two powerful men.

"Look at your husband," Marcus instructed Claire. "Look at how pathetic he is, jerking off while you suck real men's cocks."

Claire's eyes found mine as Nigel thrust deeper into her throat. The eye contact was electric—her gaze both apologetic and taunting, filled with lust and something like pity. I stroked myself faster, already close to the edge.

"Stop touching yourself," Marcus barked at me. "You don't get to come until we say so."

I immediately removed my hand, frustrated but obedient. Nigel pulled out of Claire's mouth, allowing her to catch her breath.

"Back on the chair," he instructed. "Spread those legs wide."

Claire did as she was told, lying back on the lounge chair and spreading her thighs shamelessly. Her pussy was visibly wet, her arousal evident even from where I sat.

Marcus positioned himself between her legs, dropping to his knees on the concrete. Without warning, he plunged two fingers deep inside her, causing Claire to cry out loudly.

"Shut her up," he said to Nigel. "We don't want the whole park hearing."

Nigel didn't hesitate, shoving his cock back into Claire's mouth as Marcus began fingering her roughly. The wet sounds of his fingers pumping in and out of her pussy filled the enclosed space, punctuated by Claire's muffled moans around Nigel's shaft which filled her mouth completely.

"She's gonna come," Marcus announced, adding a third finger and increasing his pace. "I can feel her tightening already."

Claire's body tensed, her back arching off the chair as an orgasm approached. Nigel grabbed her head with both hands, forcing his cock deeper down her throat, balls deep, to silence her screams as she came. Her body convulsed, legs shaking uncontrollably as Marcus continued to work his fingers inside her through her climax.

When her orgasm subsided, the brothers exchanged another look, some silent communication passing between them.

"Get her ready for both of us," Marcus said, standing and stroking his cock.

Nigel pulled out of Claire's mouth and reached for a small bag they'd brought. He extracted a bottle of lube, squeezing a generous amount onto his fingers. Without ceremony, he pressed a slick digit against Claire's asshole, slowly working it inside her.

"So you’ve been waiting for this, huh?" Marcus asked, his voice deceptively casual.

Claire nodded, still catching her breath. "You guys... always fuck me so well!"

"You're in for a treat, then," Nigel promised, adding a second finger to her ass, stretching her carefully but firmly.

While Nigel prepared her back entrance, Marcus pulled Claire's bikini bottom from where it had been discarded. "Open," he ordered, and when she did, he shoved the thin fabric into her mouth. "Bite down. You're going to need this."

My heart raced as I watched them position my wife. Marcus sat on the lounge chair, pulling Claire on top of him, facing away. She straddled his lap, and he guided his thick cock to her pussy, entering her in one powerful thrust that would have made her scream if not for the improvised gag. She still looked at me with wide eyes, showing how completely Marcus filled her with his huge black rod.

Once Marcus was fully seated inside her, Nigel moved into position behind Claire, the bottle of lube in hand. He applied more to his cock, then pressed the head against her prepared asshole.

"Relax," he instructed, though I wasn't sure Claire could relax any more than she already had. She was in a trance-like state of submission, her body limp and pliant in their hands.

Nigel pushed forward slowly but inexorably, forcing the head of his cock past the tight ring of muscle. Claire's eyes widened, her teeth clenching down on the bikini fabric in her mouth. Inch by inch, Nigel worked himself inside her ass until he was completely buried.

For a moment, they remained still, allowing Claire to adjust to the overwhelming fullness of having both brothers inside her simultaneously. Then, as if responding to some unheard signal, they began to move.

Their rhythm was practiced, just like. they had double penetrated my wife months ago. As Marcus thrust up, Nigel pulled back, ensuring Claire was constantly filled with cock. The sight was obscene and mesmerizing—my wife sandwiched between these two powerful black men, stuffed to the brim, her muffled moans barely contained by her makeshift gag.

"Look at your husband," Marcus ordered Claire, and slapped her tits with his huge palm. "Look at him watching his wife get used by real men."

Claire's eyes found mine again, glazed with pleasure and pain. I couldn't look away as the Thompson brothers used every hole, every inch of my wife's body for their pleasure. Nigel had a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back as he pounded into her ass. Marcus's hands gripped her hips so tightly I knew she'd have bruises tomorrow.

"I'm close," Nigel announced after several minutes of their brutal pace.

"Me too," Marcus agreed. "Where do you want it, doctor? Nod once for inside, twice for your lovely fuckin’ face."

Claire nodded once, definitively, even against Nigel’s strong hands in her hair. She wanted them to finish inside her. The thought made my neglected cock throb painfully against the fabric of my swim trunks.

"You heard the lady," Nigel grunted, increasing his pace. "Fill her up."

Marcus came first with a huge, animalistic roar, his powerful body tensing beneath Claire as he emptied himself inside her pussy. Claire accepted his sperm moaning like a bitch in heat, and her voice triggered Nigel's climax as well, and he slammed deep into Claire's ass one final time, holding himself there as he pumped his seed into her bowels.

For several long moments, they remained locked together, Claire impaled on both softening cocks, her body quivering with aftershocks. Finally, Nigel slowly withdrew from her ass, a trickle of his cum following his exit.

"Cleanup," Marcus called to me, his voice commanding despite his post-orgasmic state. "Get over here and do your job."

I scrambled off my chair, dropping to my knees beside the lounge chair. Nigel pulled the soaked bikini bottom from Claire's mouth, letting her breath freely now.

"Clean her," Marcus ordered, lifting Claire off his cock, which was coated with a mixture of his cum and her juices.

I bent forward without hesitation, my tongue lapping at Claire's well-used pussy, tasting the mixture of their fluids. She moaned around Nigel's fingers as I cleaned her thoroughly, my tongue delving inside to retrieve as much of Marcus's seed as possible.

"Don't forget her ass," Nigel reminded me, moving aside to give me access.

I moved lower, my tongue circling Claire's stretched asshole before pushing inside to clean Nigel's deposit. The taste was bitter and primal, but my cock was harder than ever as I performed my humiliating duty.

"Now jerk off," Marcus commanded, watching me with a mix of disgust and amusement. "On the floor. Like a good little cuck."

I positioned myself on the concrete, my cock in hand as all three of them watched me masturbate. Claire's eyes were half-lidded with exhaustion and satisfaction, her body marked and claimed by the Thompson brothers.

It didn't take long. After watching the entire scene unfold and tasting both men's seed from my wife's body, I was already on edge. A few quick strokes and I erupted onto the poolside concrete, my cum forming a small puddle at their feet.

"Lick it up," Nigel ordered, pointing at my mess. "Then we might let you watch round two."

I bent down without protest, my tongue sliding through my own release, cleaning the rough concrete as the Thompson brothers laughed and Claire watched with a mixture of pity and arousal. As I finished my degrading task, I felt a strange sense of completion. This was my place—the cleanup cuck, serving my hotwife and her bulls, finding my pleasure in their satisfaction and my own humiliation.

"Good boy," Marcus said, patting my head condescendingly. "Now get us some drinks. We're going to need to rehydrate after fucking your wife!"

I rose to my feet, cock still half-hard, and moved to obey.
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“No sex at all for hubby.”
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August brought with it the cruelest rule yet: "No sex at all for hubby." Not even my own hand was permitted to touch my cock for the entire month. Claire had announced it casually over dinner the day after the waterpark, her eyes gleaming with that sadistic pleasure she'd developed since we started this lifestyle. I'd nodded, swallowed hard, and promised to be good. But promises made to hotwives were always destined to be broken, especially by pathetic cucks like me who couldn't control themselves when memories of watching their wives get fucked by real men flooded their minds.

The first time I broke the rule was just three days into August. I was alone in my office at work, supposedly finalizing budget reports, but my mind kept wandering to Richard's kitchen, where I'd watched Claire lap cum-laced milk from a dog bowl. The memory made my cock swell against my slacks. I tried to focus on spreadsheets, but the numbers blurred into visions of Claire's ass turning red under Richard's riding crop.

I locked my office door and leaned back in my chair. Just a quick release, I told myself. Claire would never know. The July rule had at least permitted masturbation, but this total abstinence was proving impossible already.

As I unzipped my pants, my mind flipped through a slideshow of recent memories like some depraved highlight reel: Claire's face contorted in pleasure as Richard's thick cock violated her ass; her body sandwiched between the Thompson brothers at the waterpark; even further back to her ex-boyfriend Luke fucking her raw in that seedy motel while I watched from the corner, stroking myself to completion as she screamed his name.

I came suddenly and violently into a tissue, biting my lip to avoid making noise. Shame and arousal mixed in equal measure as I cleaned myself up and returned to my reports. I'd already failed Claire, and the month had barely begun.

The weekend arrived with Claire packing an overnight bag. "Richard's taking me to that medical conference in Denver," she explained, folding expensive lingerie I'd never seen before into her suitcase. "You'll have the house to yourself until Sunday night."

"Will you be... sharing a room?" I asked, knowing the answer but needing to hear it.

Claire smiled, her thin, nicely manicured fingers meticulously arranging a set of lacy black thongs. "Of course. He's booked the presidential suite." She approached me and patted my cheek condescendingly. "Remember your August rule, Dylan. No touching yourself while I'm gone. Richard's suggested some chores to keep you occupied instead."

She handed me a detailed list in Richard's neat surgeon's handwriting: vacuum the entire house, clean the bathrooms, wash the windows, reorganize the garage, do the laundry, change the bedsheets. At the bottom, he'd added: "Good cucks stay busy while real bulls enjoy their wives."

After dropping Claire at the airport, where Richard waited with first-class tickets in hand, I dutifully began working through the list. Each task felt like its own small humiliation – scrubbing toilets while imagining my wife being pampered in a luxury hotel suite, changing our marital bed sheets while picturing her spread-eagled on Richard's king-sized mattress.

Saturday morning, I realized we were out of basic supplies. The grocery store was crowded with weekend shoppers – normal couples buying ingredients for family dinners, single people preparing for dates. And then there was me, the cuck husband buying toilet paper and cleaning products while my wife got fucked by her bull at a medical conference.

As I loaded paper towels into my cart, my phone vibrated in my pocket. A text from Richard, containing only a photo. My heart raced as I opened it, then nearly dropped my phone at what I saw.

Claire was tied spread-eagle to a hotel bed, completely naked, her wrists and ankles secured to the bedposts with what looked like expensive silk ties. Small droplets of red wax dotted her stomach, breasts, and thighs – evidence of candle play. Her face was flushed, her mouth slightly open in what could only be described as ecstasy. Between her spread legs, I could see her pussy glistening with arousal, swollen and ready.

I quickly closed the image and glanced around, paranoid that other shoppers might have seen. My cock strained painfully against my jeans as I hurried through checkout, the image burned into my retinas. Back in my car, I reopened the photo, studying every detail – the professional-looking knots securing my wife's limbs, the precise pattern of wax drops that must have required steady surgeon's hands, the hotel room's opulent decor visible in the background.

My hand moved unconsciously toward my crotch before I caught myself. No. I'd already broken the rule once this week. I would be stronger this time.

I drove home and threw myself into the remaining chores, scrubbing surfaces with unnecessary vigor as if I could clean away my arousal along with the grime. I reorganized the garage meticulously, sorting tools and sports equipment while sweat dripped down my back in the summer heat. Anything to distract from the throbbing between my legs.

By evening, I was exhausted but proud of my restraint. I'd managed hours without masturbating despite the explicit image that kept flashing in my mind. I rewarded myself with a beer and settled on the couch to watch a baseball game.

The second photo arrived during the seventh-inning stretch. Another text from Richard: "She's being a good little slut."

This time, Claire was on her back in missionary position, Richard's cock buried deep inside her. But what made my breath catch was the second man – a stranger – kneeling above Claire's head, and she clearly rimmed his ass. It was a threesome with someone I'd never seen before, someone Richard had apparently recruited at the medical conference. The stranger's face wasn't visible, just his muscular back and hairy ass as Claire's tongue worked between his cheeks.

"Jesus Christ," I whispered to the empty living room, my cock instantly hard again.

The baseball game continued in the background, completely forgotten as I zoomed in on the image, examining every detail of my wife's degradation. Richard's text suggested this wasn't a planned encounter but something spontaneous – a colleague at the conference perhaps, or maybe even a random hotel guest they'd propositioned. The thought of Claire being shared so casually with strangers made my head spin.

I turned off the TV and went upstairs to shower, deliberately avoiding touching myself despite the almost painful arousal. Under the hot spray, I closed my eyes and imagined being in that hotel room, watching from a corner as Richard and the mystery man used my wife. Would they have made me serve drinks? Take photos? Maybe clean up afterward?

After my shower, I changed the sheets on our bed as instructed, knowing that when Claire returned, she'd bring the scent of other men with her. I'd sleep on sheets she'd dirtied with Richard and who knows how many others.

The third photo arrived just after midnight. I was on the sofa, half-watching a late-night movie, when my phone lit up with another message from Richard: "She's taking her punishment for flirting with the bartender."

The image made me gasp out loud. Claire was bent over what appeared to be the hotel room desk, her ass raised high, cheeks bright red with distinct handprints from harsh spanking. A large crystal butt plug stretched her asshole obscenely, catching the light of the hotel room. Her face was turned toward the camera, eyes wild with pain and pleasure, mouth open in what was clearly a scream of orgasm. Richard's hand was visible in the frame, fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her head back at a sharp angle.

I stared at the photo for a full minute, absorbing every detail – the way Claire's back arched, the glistening wetness visible between her thighs despite the spanking, the total submission in her posture. My cock twitched demandingly against my sweatpants.

"Fuck it," I muttered, pulling down my pants and taking my shaft in hand.

I'd already broken the rule once; a second time wouldn't make much difference. I stroked slowly at first, savoring the forbidden pleasure, imagining the sounds Claire must have made as that plug was pushed into her ass, as those hands came down on her flesh again and again.

My phone vibrated again just as I was building a rhythm. The fourth photo. Claire's face, close up, absolutely covered in fresh cum. Two distinct loads – one across her forehead and right cheek, another coating her lips and chin. Her eyes were half-closed in exhaustion, her makeup smeared, strands of hair stuck to the semen on her skin. She looked thoroughly used, completely satisfied, and utterly debauched.

"Cleaning her up for the keynote speech tomorrow," Richard's text read. "Should she wash her face, or go with our cum still on her?"

The idea of my professional doctor wife giving a medical presentation with dried cum hidden beneath her makeup pushed me over the edge. I jerked myself frantically, no longer caring about rules or promises or dignity. My back arched off the sofa as I approached climax, eyes locked on Claire's cum-covered face.

I came with such force that the first rope of semen reached my chest, the second my stomach, subsequent spurts pooling on my abdomen in thick, white puddles. It was the most intense orgasm I'd had in months, leaving me gasping and trembling on our living room sofa.

As my breathing slowly returned to normal, I looked down at the mess I'd made – cum splattered across my torso like some obscene artwork. In that moment, I understood why Claire needed this lifestyle, why she craved the degradation and release that came from surrendering to men like Richard and the Thompson brothers. There was liberation in submission, in breaking rules, in embracing one's most primal desires.

I cleaned myself with tissues, then took another shower, wondering what Claire was doing at that exact moment. Was she being fucked again? Was she sleeping, exhausted from her "punishment"? Was she preparing her presentation with the taste of strange men still in her mouth?

Whatever she was doing, I knew one thing with certainty: I would break the August rule many more times before the month was through. And deep down, I suspected that's exactly what Claire wanted – for me to fail, to be the weak, pathetic cuck who couldn't control himself while she lived out her wildest fantasies.
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I pushed the lawn mower through another strip of overgrown grass, sweat dripping down my back and soaking my t-shirt. The August sun beat down mercilessly, but it wasn't just the heat making my skin flush. Every time I passed the corner of the garden where the rose bushes grew, all I could see was Claire on her knees there last weekend, Marcus's thick cock stretching her lips while Nigel worked himself into her from behind. The memory made my own cock throb painfully against my shorts as I tried to focus on the mundane task at hand.

It had been weeks since I'd watched them take her, the two Thompson brothers together, and the images wouldn't leave me alone. The way Claire had moaned around Marcus's shaft, her eyes rolling back as Nigel had spread her ass cheeks and had pushed inside her. And I'd stood in the corner, stroking myself desperately while my wife had been used by these two hung black men thoroughly.

The lawn mower hit a thick patch of grass and stalled. I cursed under my breath, yanking the cord to restart it. Three pulls later, the engine roared back to life, but my mind had already wandered back to that night.

Claire had been on all fours on the floor, Marcus in front of her, his dark skin had been glistening with sweat as he fed his cock into her eager mouth. Behind her, Nigel had gripped her hips with white knuckles as he had been working his way into her ass. I remembered how she'd looked at me straight in the eyes, making sure I had been watching as she took both men inside her.

"Fuck, Dylan, look at your slutty wife," Marcus had called out loudly. "She can't get enough cock."

Claire had nodded enthusiastically, her mouth full, drool running down her chin as she had reached between her legs to rub her clit. My own hand had moved faster on my cock, matching their rhythm as they had been using her like a fuck toy.

I shook my head, trying to clear the memory as I pushed the mower forward. My cock was rock hard now, tenting my shorts obscenely. What if the neighbors saw? I angled myself away from the street and continued, but the images kept coming.

Nigel grabbing Claire's hair, pulling her head back as he had slammed into her ass again and again. Marcus holding her face in place as he had been fucking her mouth with the same abandon. Both men calling her filthy names that had made her moan louder. And me, watching it all, jerking my pathetic cock like the cuck I had been.

I'd agreed to our arrangement, of course. Claire got to fuck whoever she wanted from January, and I had gotten to watch or clean up after. But August had a special rule – no sexual release for me at all. Just service and denial. Even just in the second week, the pressure in my balls felt almost painful.

By the time I finished the lawn, my t-shirt was plastered to my body with sweat, and my mind was a jumble of pornographic images starring my wife and her bulls. I put the mower away in the shed and headed inside, desperate for a cold shower to calm both my overheated body and my throbbing cock.

The house was cool and quiet as I stepped inside. I kicked off my grass-stained sneakers and headed for the stairs, peeling my soaked shirt off as I went. The silence told me what I suspected already: Claire must have fallen asleep upstairs, taking her usual nap in such a hot day.

I went for a quick shower, satisfied of what I achieved with the grass but still recalling how satisfied my wife had been after her encounters with her bulls again and again. While I washed my body,

In the living room, I glanced around, making sure I was alone. There was no sign of Claire, so I just sat on the sofa naked, throwing my towel on the floor. I then slipped my hand on my cock and gripped myself. Just a few strokes to take the edge off, I told myself. Claire wouldn't know.

I closed my eyes as I slowly stroked my cock. In my mind, I replayed the scene from one of her spit roastings. Claire on her knees, taking Marcus and Nigel, moaning around the cock in her mouth as another had stretched her ass. The way she'd looked at me with those "see what you're missing?" eyes while they had used her hard.

My hand moved faster as I imagined Nigel's final thrust, the way he'd groaned as he had emptied himself inside Claire's ass. How Marcus had pulled out of her mouth just in time to paint her face with thick ropes of cum. How she'd smiled at me through the mess, knowing I had been jerking off to the sight of her being used.

"Jesus, I can't leave you alone for a minute, can I?"

My eyes flew open. Claire was awake, leaning to the door frame, looking at me with a mixture of amusement and disapproval. I yanked my hand from my hard cock, face burning with shame.

"I... I was just..."

"Breaking the rules." Claire stepped closed now, running a hand through her tousled hair. "No sex for hubby in August. That was the deal, remember?"

I shifted uncomfortably, my erection still painfully evident. "I remember."

"And yet here you are, jerking off while I nap." She crossed the room to me, her eyes never leaving the erection bobbing in my lap. "What were you thinking about that got you so worked up?"

"You," I admitted, my voice hoarse. "You with Marcus and Nigel. How hot you looked fucking them."

A small smile played at the corners of her mouth. "That was hot, wasn't it? The way they filled me up at both ends." She reached out and pressed her palm against my erection, making me gasp. "You've been thinking about it all week, haven't you?"

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. Her touch, even through my shorts, was almost enough to make me cum after days of denial.

"It must be really hard to see me with those guys," Claire said, her voice firm but not angry. "Doing all those things, and you get nothing but cleanup duty..."

"It’s so hot watching you," I added weakly.

"Thank you baby, it is also so hot seeing the lust in your eyes while you watch us,” she admitted. “And those tasks with the rules... I’m glad we found that post on reddit."

I shifted in my seat uncomfortably.

"It’s also hot joining you. Sometimes I daydream about these things all work."

Claire pursed her lips, considering. "You know there are consequences for breaking the rules."

"I know." My cock twitched against her palm, betraying my excitement at the thought of "consequences."

"But," she continued, "you did do a good job with the lawn. And you've been so patient this summer, watching me get fucked by other men and only getting to clean up after." Her hand moved, fingers tracing the outline of my shaft. "Maybe I can make an exception just this once."

My breath caught in my throat. "Really?"

Claire nodded, then sank to her knees in front of me. "Continue. Show me what you were doing."

With trembling fingers, I took my cock in my hand again. It sprang up, painfully hard and already leaking precum from the tip.

"Go ahead," Claire instructed, settling back on her heels. "Jerk off for me. Show me how pathetic you are, getting so excited about watching your wife get fucked by other men."

I wrapped my hand around my shaft and began to stroke, slowly at first, then picking up speed. Claire watched, her eyes dark with an emotion I couldn't quite place.

"That's it," she encouraged. "Think about how Marcus's cock stretches my pussy. How much bigger he is than you. How much better he fucks me."

My hand moved faster, my breathing becoming ragged. "Fuck, Claire."

"Remember how Nigel came in my ass? How full they made me feel?" She leaned closer, her breath hot against my cock. "You wish it was you, but you're not man enough. That's why you watch, isn't it? That's why you jerk off like a pathetic little voyeur."

I was close now, the pressure building. Claire's expert words, cruel as they were, only excited me more. "I'm gonna cum," I gasped.

"Not yet," Claire commanded. Then, to my shock, she leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the head of my cock.

I nearly exploded right then. Claire hadn't let me cum in her mouth in half a year – that was a privilege reserved for her bulls. "Oh god, Claire, the rules—"

She pulled back just enough to speak. "I'm changing the rules just this once. Cum for me, Dylan. Cum in my mouth like the bulls do."

That was all it took. With a strangled cry, I pulled Claire’s head on my lap, and I erupted, shooting thick ropes of cum into Claire's waiting mouth. She took it all with a moan, swallowing every drop, her eyes never leaving mine.

When I was spent, she sat back on her heels and licked her lips. "Mmm. Been saving that up, haven't you?"

I nodded, still trying to catch my breath. "Thank you. That was... thank you."

Claire stood up and patted my softening cock almost affectionately. "Don't get used to it. The 'No sex for hubby' August rule is still in effect. And the 'Only bulls cum in my mouth' yearly rule too. From now on."

"I understand." I stood up, searching for a fresh set of underwear and shorts, adjusting myself.

"Good." She stretched, the movement lifting her tank top to expose a strip of toned stomach. "Because if you keep following the rules, maybe I'll let you watch again this weekend. Marcus and I have plans."

My cock twitched again at the thought, already beginning to harden despite having just cum.

Claire noticed and laughed. "Down, boy. That's all you get until September." She leaned in and kissed my cheek. "But if you're very good, maybe I'll let you clean me up after he's done with me."

I nodded eagerly. "I'll be good. I promise."

"I know you will." Claire turned and headed for the kitchen, shooting a wild wink at me over her shoulder, and licking her lips seductively. I watched her walk away, her hips swaying hypnotically. Despite the orgasm, despite the momentary relief, I was already aching for more. For September, when I might get to touch her again. For this weekend, when I'd get to watch her with Marcus.

This was our life now, at least during spring and summer. Claire getting all the cock she desired, and me getting to watch from the sidelines. And somehow, against all logic, it was exactly what I wanted too.
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I stood in the doorway of our bedroom, watching Claire slip into a pair of fishnet stockings that made my mouth go dry. It was Friday night, and she was getting ready for her date with Marcus—a rock concert downtown followed by whatever else he had planned. Her carefully chosen black dress hung on the closet door, short enough to show off her legs, tight enough to display every curve. Each item she added to her outfit was another twist of the knife in my gut, another reminder that she was dressing up for another man while I'd be home alone, my cock locked away in its cage.

"Like what you see?" Claire asked, catching my reflection in her vanity mirror. She was wearing only the stockings and a matching black lace bra, her skin glowing in the warm light of her makeup lamp.

"You know I do," I admitted, my cock already straining against its plastic prison. After last weekend's escapade with Claire on the sofa, I'd been put in a cock cage as punishment for breaking the rules. The momentary relief she'd granted me on the living room floor was a distant memory now, replaced by the constant, delicious ache of denial.

Claire smiled, applying a coat of deep red lipstick—Marcus's favorite color on her. "I have a surprise for you tonight."

My heart skipped. "What kind of surprise?"

"I've arranged a cuck sitter for you."

I blinked, not sure I'd heard correctly. "A what?"

"A cuck sitter." Claire turned to face me, looking amused at my confusion. "I can't just leave you alone all night with nothing to do but pine for me and cry over your locked-up cock. Not to mention your creativity on breaking the rules! So I asked Monica to come over."

Monica. Claire's colleague from the hospital. Her best friend. The woman who'd already me jerk off on camera after Claire telling her about our arrangement.

"Monica... again?" I asked, a bit annoyed.

"Of course, you know she’s my best friend and I can trust her. By the way, you can trust her too." Claire stood and stepped into a pair of black lace panties, pulling them up slowly as if to torture me. "She's fascinated by our lifestyle. Always asking questions."

I shifted uncomfortably, imagining Monica's curiosity about my role as Claire's cuckold. "And she agreed to... what exactly?"

"To cuck sit you." Claire slipped the black dress over her head, the fabric clinging to every curve of her body. "Make sure you do your chores. Keep you company. And most importantly"—she reached into her drawer and pulled out the small silver key of my cage—"hold onto this."

My mouth went dry by the thought of giving this sensitive item to this colleague of Claire.

"Claire, I don't think—"

The doorbell rang, cutting me off. Claire grinned, slipping her feet into six-inch heels that brought her almost to my height.

"Perfect timing. Be a good boy and let Monica in while I finish my makeup."

Swallowing hard, I went downstairs to answer the door. Monica stood on our porch, dressed in tight jeans and a low-cut blouse that showcased her ample cleavage. Her curvy figure was a stark contrast to Claire's athletic build, but I still eyed her curvy body up and down.

"Hey, Dylan." Her smile had an edge to it that made my stomach flip. "Ready for our date night?"

I stepped aside to let her in, my face burning. "It's not a—"

"I'm kidding." She patted my cheek as she passed. "But I am your companion for the evening while Claire gets all the real fun."

Before I could respond, Claire came down the stairs, a vision in her tight black dress and fuck-me heels. Monica whistled appreciatively.

"Damn, girl. Marcus is going to lose his mind."

Claire twirled, showing off her outfit. "That's the goal. I want him so worked up he can barely make it through the gig."

The two women hugged, and then Claire handed Monica the small silver key. "As discussed. No mercy unless he really earns it."

Monica pocketed the key with a wink. "Don't worry. I'll take good care of your hubby."

The doorbell rang again. Marcus. I opened the door to find him standing there in dark jeans and a button-down shirt that strained against his muscular chest. His dark eyes barely acknowledged me before moving past to Claire.

"Fuck, baby. You look good enough to eat." His deep voice carried an unmistakable hunger.

Claire sashayed over to him, placing a deliberate kiss on his lips while looking directly at me. "Later, you will. But first, let's rock."

With a final wave to Monica and a dismissive glance at me, Claire left on Marcus's arm. The door closed behind them, and suddenly I was alone with Monica, who was eyeing me with undisguised amusement.

"So," she said, dropping her purse on the couch. "Show me around, cuck boy."

The next hour was an exercise in humiliation. Monica wandered through our house, inspecting everything, making comments about the photos of Claire on the walls ("She looks so innocent here—who'd guess she'd be taking black cock a few years later?"), examining the bedroom where my wife had been fucked by another man, and finally directing me to start my chores.

"Claire said you have a schedule of duties to complete before she gets home," Monica said, settling onto a barstool at our kitchen island. "Let's see... dusting, vacuuming, and dinner prep. Better get started."

I began dusting the living room furniture, acutely aware of Monica's eyes on me as I worked. She sipped the wine I'd poured her, asking occasional questions about our arrangement.

"So when did you realize you wanted to watch Claire fuck other men?"

I nearly dropped the duster. "It... it wasn't like that, exactly."

"No?" Monica crossed her legs, the movement drawing my eye. "Tell me how it was, then."

As I moved around the room, cleaning each surface meticulously, I found myself opening up about how our cuckolding lifestyle had evolved. How Claire had confessed her fantasy of being with other men. How my jealousy had somehow transformed into arousal. How we'd started with just watching porn together, then graduated to her flirting with men at bars while I watched, then finally to her actually sleeping with other men.

"Fascinating," Monica murmured. "And you really get off on it? Being denied while she gets pleased by bigger, better cocks?"

My face burned, but I nodded. "Yes."

"Show me your cage."

I froze, duster in hand. "What?"

Monica's smile was predatory. "You heard me. I want to see what Claire's got you locked up in."

Reluctantly, I set down the cleaning supplies and unbuckled my belt. Monica watched intently as I pulled down my pants and underwear, revealing the clear plastic cage that enclosed my cock.

"Cute," she remarked, leaning forward for a better look. "Already getting hard in there, I see. Just from talking about Claire getting fucked?"

Before I could answer, her phone chimed. Monica checked it and grinned.

"First update from Claire." She turned the phone to show me a photo of Claire and Marcus at the concert, her body pressed against his as they stood in the crowd. "Having fun, aren't they?"

My cock strained painfully against its plastic prison. Claire was beaming in the photo, one of Marcus's hands visibly resting on her ass.

"Pull up your pants and finish your chores," Monica instructed. "Dinner won't cook itself."

I hastily covered myself and moved to the kitchen, beginning the meal preparation Claire had left instructions for. As I chopped vegetables and seasoned chicken, Monica continued her interrogation, seemingly fascinated by the dynamics of our relationship.

"So you really don't mind? Knowing she's out there right now, probably already wet for him?"

I focused on the knife in my hand, carefully slicing peppers. "It's... complicated."

"But you like it." It wasn't a question. "You like knowing you're here cooking dinner while she's grinding against his huge black cock in a crowd full of people."

I didn't deny it. Couldn't deny it. My cage felt tighter by the minute.

Monica's phone chimed again. "Ooh, another update."

This time, the photo showed Claire and Marcus entering what looked like a cheap motel room. The timestamp showed it was taken just minutes ago.

"Guess they couldn't wait until after the concert," Monica laughed. "Or maybe they already went to the concert and left early. Either way, looks like your wife is about to get properly fucked."

I nearly cut my finger, distracted by the image. "They usually go to his place."

"Maybe they were too hot for each other to make it that far." Monica zoomed in on the photo, showing Claire's hand already working at Marcus's belt as they entered the room. "See how eager she is? When's the last time she looked at you like that?"

The question stung, but the pain only made my arousal worse. I slid the chicken into the oven and set the timer.

For the next hour, Monica showed me a steady stream of photos that Claire sent: Marcus licking between Claire's legs, her back arched on the motel bed. Claire on her knees, Marcus's impressive cock stretching her lips. Claire bent over the motel room desk, Marcus behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her.

Each image was more explicit than the last, each one narrated by Monica with crude commentary that only heightened my tortured arousal.

"Look at how wet she is for him," Monica observed, showing me a close-up of Marcus's fingers buried in Claire's pussy. "Soaking. Does she get that wet for you anymore?"

By the time dinner was ready, I was a mess of conflicting emotions: jealousy, arousal, humiliation, and a perverse pride in how beautiful Claire looked being pleasured by another man.

I served Monica at our dining table, placing the perfectly cooked meal before her like a waiter at a fine restaurant.

"Not bad," she admitted, taking a bite. "At least you're good for something."

As she ate, she placed her phone face up on the table, ensuring I could see each new photo that arrived. Claire straddling Marcus. Claire with her face pressed into a pillow as he took her from behind. Claire with visible marks from his fingers on her ass.

When Monica had finished her meal, she sat back and regarded me with a calculating expression.

"You've been very good tonight. Followed all your chores, made a decent dinner, and haven't complained once about seeing your wife get thoroughly fucked by a real man."

I cleared my throat. "Thank you?"

"I think you deserve a little reward." She reached into her pocket and pulled out the key to my cage. "Claire said I could use my discretion."

Hope flared in my chest as Monica stood and moved around the table to where I sat. She dangled the key before my eyes.

"Stand up."

I obeyed, my heart pounding. Monica knelt before me, a mockery of a submissive posture when her eyes held nothing but dominance. She reached for my belt and unfastened it, then pulled down my pants and underwear once more.

The cage looked painfully tight now, my cock straining against its clear plastic confines. Monica inserted the key into the lock and turned it. The mechanism clicked open, and she carefully removed the device.

My cock sprang free, fully erect and aching. Monica examined it with clinical detachment.

"Not bad. Smaller than Marcus, obviously, but not terrible."

Before I could respond to the backhanded compliment, Monica did something unexpected. She spat directly onto my face, a glob of warm saliva landing on my cheek.

"That's for being so pathetically eager." Then she spat again, this time directly onto my cock. "And that's to keep you moist. Don't want you getting chafed."

I stood there, stunned, as her saliva ran down my shaft.

"Can I... can I touch myself?" I finally managed to ask.

Monica laughed. "God, no. What kind of cuck sitter would I be if I let you jerk off while your wife is getting the fucking of her life? I just wanted to see what Claire's working with at home." She pulled out her phone and snapped a quick photo of my erect, spit-covered cock. "Claire will want to see that you're standing at attention."

She sent the photo, then stood up. "Now, I believe dessert is in the fridge?"

In a daze, I pulled up my pants over my still-hard cock and served Monica the chocolate mousse Claire had prepared earlier. All the while, my erection throbbed painfully, desperate for release.

"Please," I finally begged as Monica finished her dessert. "Let me stroke it just once. I won't even cum."

"Hmm." Monica pretended to consider it, then shook her head. "No. I don't think so." She held up her phone, displaying a new photo from Claire. "Besides, look how much fun they're having without you."

The final image showed Claire on all fours on the motel floor, Marcus behind her, his hands tangled in her hair as he thrust into her. Claire's face was captured in profile, her expression one of pure ecstasy.

"Now," Monica said, setting down her phone, "put your little friend back in his cage. Claire will be home soon, and she expects you to be locked up and ready to serve her when she arrives."

With trembling hands, I lowered my pants once more. Monica watched with undisguised amusement as I struggled to fit my still-erect cock back into the cage.

"Need help?" she asked mockingly.

"No," I gasped, finally managing to close the device around my shaft. I held out my hand for the key.

Monica shook her head. "I'll lock it." She inserted the key, turned it, and removed it with a flourish. "There. All secure."

She patted my caged cock through my pants. "You're a good little cuck, Dylan. Claire is lucky to have such an... understanding husband."

I said nothing, both humiliated and aroused by her words. The cage felt impossibly tight, a constant reminder of my place in Claire's life.

"Now clean up these dishes," Monica instructed, settling back on the couch. "I'm going to watch some TV while we wait for the lovebirds to return. Maybe Claire will let you lick Marcus's cum out of her when she gets home, if you're very good."

The suggestion made my cock twitch painfully in its cage. I turned to the dishes, my mind filled with images of Claire and Marcus, of what awaited me when my wife returned home, used and satisfied by another man.
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I was already brewing coffee when I heard Claire's key in the front door early Saturday morning. Monica, who'd spent the night in our guest room after insisting she was too tipsy to drive home, stirred on the living room couch where she'd been flipping through TV channels. I straightened my posture, adopting what Claire called my "butler stance"—back straight, eyes lowered, ready to serve. The door swung open, and Claire stepped inside, still wearing last night's black dress, now wrinkled from a night of obvious use. Her makeup was smudged, her hair disheveled, and she wore the satisfied, slightly dazed expression of a woman who'd been thoroughly fucked.

"Morning," Claire called out, dropping her purse on the entry table. Her voice was husky, whether from screaming at the concert or moaning in the motel room, I couldn't tell. Probably both.

Monica rose from the couch with a knowing grin. "Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in."

Claire laughed and kicked off her heels, wincing slightly. "God, my feet are killing me. And other parts of me aren't feeling much better." She shot me a glance that made my cage feel instantly tighter.

"Coffee's almost ready," I said quietly, keeping my eyes respectfully lowered. After a night of seeing photos of my wife being ravaged by Marcus, I was in full submission mode—exactly where Claire wanted me.

"Your cuck was very well-behaved," Monica informed Claire, stretching languidly. "Made a delicious dinner, kept the house spotless, and only begged a little when I unlocked his cage to tease him."

Claire raised an eyebrow. "You unlocked him? That wasn't part of the deal."

Monica waved a dismissive hand. "Don't worry, I didn't let him touch himself. Just wanted to see what you're working with at home." She winked. "Can't say I blame you for seeking outside entertainment, though."

I felt my face burn as I retreated to the kitchen to pour the coffee. Behind me, I could hear the women laughing, Monica no doubt filling Claire in on my humiliations of the previous evening. The coffee machine beeped, and I carefully prepared three mugs—black for myself, cream and sugar for Claire, and just cream for Monica, as I'd learned last night.

When I returned to the living room with the tray of coffee, Claire had settled onto the couch beside Monica, her legs tucked underneath her. Both women accepted their mugs with barely a glance in my direction.

"So," Monica prompted, blowing on her coffee, "details. How was the concert?"

Claire took a sip from her mug and smiled. "The concert was amazing. Front row seats. Marcus knows the band, so we got backstage passes too." She shot me a look. "Though we didn't stay for the whole show."

"Yeah, we figured that out from the motel photos," Monica laughed. "What happened to going back to his place?"

"We were too worked up to wait," Claire admitted, and I could see the flush creeping up her neck at the memory. "After the first few songs, Marcus had his hand up my dress the entire time, fingering me right there in the crowd. I became so wet in no time! By the third song, I was ready to fuck him in the bathroom, but he said he wanted a bed."

My cock strained against its plastic prison as I stood there, holding the empty tray, forced to listen to my wife recount her infidelities in vivid detail.

"So we found this little motel a few blocks from the venue. Not exactly the Ritz, but it had a bed and walls." Claire's eyes glazed slightly, lost in the memory. "The moment the door closed, he had me against the wall. Didn't even make it to the bed for the first round."

"And how many rounds were there?" Monica asked, her eyes gleaming with interest.

Claire smiled smugly. "I lost count. That man has stamina like you wouldn't believe."

"Oh, I believe it," Monica said, glancing at the phone on the coffee table—the same phone that had displayed Claire's activities all night long. "The photos made that pretty clear."

Claire turned to me, finally acknowledging my presence directly. "Did you enjoy the photos, Dylan? Getting little glimpses of what your wife was doing while you were stuck at home?"

I swallowed hard. "Yes."

"Yes, what?" Claire prompted.

"Yes, I enjoyed them," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. "Seeing you with him. Knowing you were being satisfied."

"While you were locked up tight," Monica added, gesturing to my crotch with her coffee mug. "I made sure of that. After the little peek, right back in the cage he went."

Claire nodded approvingly. "Good. And did he really beg?"

"Like a dog for a bone," Monica confirmed with a laugh. "But I held firm. Told him maybe you'd let him lick Marcus's cum out of you when you got home."

Claire's eyes lit up at that suggestion. "That's not a bad idea, actually." She stretched, the movement causing her dress to ride up her thighs. I couldn't help but notice a dark mark on the inside of her thigh—a bruise in the shape of fingerprints. Marcus's fingerprints. "But I think I'm too tired right now. Marcus was...thorough."

"I'll bet," Monica said, setting down her mug. "Those muscles aren't just for show, are they?"

"Definitely not." Claire's gaze drifted to me again. "Dylan, be a dear and make us some breakfast. I'm starving after last night's... activities."

"Yes, honey." I turned and headed to the kitchen, my cage uncomfortably tight as I recalled what those "activities" had entailed.

As I prepared breakfast—avocado toast with poached eggs for Claire, waffles with fruit for Monica—I could hear the women's conversation continuing in the living room. They spoke without lowering their voices, not caring that I could hear every word about Claire's night with Marcus.

"...and then he flipped me over and just went to town," Claire was saying as I returned with the food. "I'm pretty sure the people in the next room filed a noise complaint."

Monica cackled, accepting her plate with a nod. "God, I'm jealous. The last guy I slept with couldn't find a clit with GPS and a flashlight."

"You should let me set you up with Richard," Claire suggested, cutting into her perfectly poached egg. "He's one of my regulars. He’s so into BDSM! He can do amazing tricks with his long fingers..."

I set down a pitcher of orange juice and began to retreat, but Claire stopped me.

"Stay, Dylan. I want you to hear this."

I froze in place, standing at attention just behind the couch.

"Richard is incredible," Claire continued, speaking to Monica but clearly performing for my benefit. "He ties me up in these intricate knots, leaves me helpless, and then edges me for hours. Sometimes he makes Dylan watch the whole thing, sometimes he sends him away until it's time to clean me up."

"Clean you up?" Monica asked, though I was certain she knew exactly what Claire meant.

"After Richard cums," Claire clarified, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Dylan licks up every drop, don't you, honey?"

"Yes, Claire," I confirmed, my face burning with humiliation and arousal.

"Such a good cuck," Monica commented, eyeing me with renewed interest. "I've never seen it in action before. The whole cleanup thing. It's fascinating."

"It's hot as hell," Claire corrected. "Watching my husband lick another man's cum from me? Knowing he's tasting both of us together? It's incredible." She took a bite of toast, chewing thoughtfully. "Marcus isn't into that part. He prefers to mark his territory and leave. But Richard loves it. Sometimes he even directs Dylan, tells him exactly where to lick and for how long."

Monica set down her fork, her expression thoughtful. "You know, I've always been curious about this lifestyle. Seeing it up close, watching Dylan serve you, hearing about your adventures with these bulls... it's awakening something in me."

Claire's eyes lit up. "Really? You might want to try it yourself?"

"Maybe not the full cuckolding thing right away," Monica hedged. "But I wouldn't mind... observing more closely. Maybe participating in some way."

The look that passed between them made my heart race. Claire reached over and squeezed Monica's hand.

"Thank you for cuck-sitting last night. It was perfect knowing Dylan was being supervised by someone who understands our dynamic."

"My pleasure, truly," Monica replied, her gaze flickering to me. "He was very entertaining."

"We should plan something," Claire suggested, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone. "Something... wild. The three of us, plus maybe some bulls."

Monica's eyes widened slightly. "This sounds so hot!"

"Hell, yeah!" Claire added. "I'm sure we could come up with something that would push all our buttons." She looked up at me, still standing at attention behind the couch. "Wouldn't that be fun, Dylan? Having Monica join our little games?"

My mouth went dry at the thought. "If it would please you, Claire."

"It would please me very much," she confirmed, then turned back to Monica. "See how well-trained he is? Always putting my pleasure first."

"It's impressive," Monica agreed. "And strangely hot."

Claire laughed, reaching for her orange juice. "That's the whole point. The power exchange, the denial, the service—it all combines into this intoxicating cocktail of kink that just works for us." She glanced at me with genuine affection. "I get my freedom and multiple partners, and Dylan gets to live out his submissive fantasies. We both win."

Monica nodded slowly, processing. "And you're really okay with all this?" she asked, directing the question at me.

I considered my answer carefully. Was I okay with my wife sleeping with other men? With being denied, humiliated, made to serve? With the possibility of Monica now joining our dynamic, adding another layer of complexity to our already unconventional relationship?

"Yes," I said finally, surprised by the conviction in my voice. "I love Claire. I love seeing her satisfied, even if it's not by me. I love serving her, supporting her freedom. And I..." I hesitated, then admitted the truth. "I love humiliation. The denial. The knowledge that I'm not enough for her sexually, but that I'm exactly what she needs emotionally."

Claire's expression softened. She reached back and took my hand, squeezing it gently. "See, Monica? We have it all figured out. The perfect arrangement."

Monica shook her head, smiling. "Well, color me intrigued. And definitely count me in for whatever wild plans you concoct."

Claire beamed. "Perfect. I'll start thinking of scenarios." She released my hand and pointed to the empty plates. "Dylan, clear these away and clean the dishes. I need a nap after last night, and I want the bed to myself for a few hours."

"Yes, Claire," I replied, gathering the dishes.

As I headed to the kitchen, I heard Monica ask Claire, "So, tell me more about this Richard and his long fingers..."

I smiled to myself as I loaded the dishwasher. Our life was unconventional, yes. Most people wouldn't understand it. But as I listened to my wife happily recounting her sexual adventures to her best friend, as I felt the persistent, pleasurable ache of my confined cock, as I moved through our home performing the tasks Claire had assigned me, I knew this was our perfect arrangement—Claire getting all the satisfaction she deserved, and me finding my own fulfillment in her pleasure and my service.
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Two days after Monica's stint as my cuck sitter, I woke up with my throat feeling like I'd swallowed broken glass. My head throbbed, my nose was stuffed, and every muscle in my body ached like I'd been worked over by Nigel in one of his more aggressive moods. I rolled over to find Claire already awake, her normally vibrant skin flushed with fever as she scrolled through her phone with watery eyes. "Fuck," she croaked, her voice barely audible. "I think we caught that summer flu that's been going around the hospital."

I tried to respond but ended up in a coughing fit instead. Claire placed her cool palm against my forehead, her doctor instincts kicking in despite her own illness.

"You're burning up," she muttered, then winced as the effort of speaking irritated her throat. "We both are."

I reached for my phone to check the time—11:30 AM on a Saturday. The last thing I remembered was crawling into bed early the night before, feeling progressively worse after dinner. Claire had been fine then, teasing me about my "man cold" while telling me explicit details about her upcoming plans with Richard next week. Now she looked just as miserable as I felt.

"I'll make tea," I offered, my voice a pathetic rasp that barely carried across the pillow.

Claire shook her head and attempted to sit up, then fell back onto the pillows with a groan. "No, stay. We're both wrecked. I'm calling Monica to bring us some supplies."

The mention of Monica sent a jolt of nervous energy through my fever-addled body. Since her night as my "cuck sitter," Claire's best friend had been texting constantly, mostly to Claire but occasionally directly to me—usually mocking messages about my locked cock or questions about our lifestyle that made me squirm with embarrassment and arousal.

But in our current state, even the thought of sexual humiliation couldn't compete with the misery of the flu. Claire made the call, her voice so hoarse I could barely hear her side of the conversation. Twenty minutes later, as we both drifted in and out of feverish sleep, the doorbell rang.

"I'll get it," I mumbled, forcing my aching body out of bed. I stumbled down the stairs, wrapped in a bathrobe that couldn't quite disguise the tent in my sweatpants—my body's automatic reaction to Monica's impending presence, despite feeling like death warmed over.

I opened the door to find Monica standing there with two grocery bags and a sympathetic smile that turned to amusement when her eyes dropped to my crotch.

"Even with the flu, huh?" she smirked, pushing past me into the house. "The cuck that never sleeps."

"It's not—" I started, but another coughing fit cut me off.

Monica's expression softened slightly as she took in my flushed face and glassy eyes. "Wow, you really are sick. Both of you?"

I nodded miserably.

"Claire's upstairs?"

"Bedroom," I managed.

Monica headed up with her bags of supplies—medicine, tissues, sports drinks, and soup, I assumed. I followed slowly behind her, each step an effort against my leaden limbs.

In the bedroom, Claire had managed to prop herself up against the headboard. She looked terrible—hair matted with sweat, nose red from rubbing, eyes puffy and bloodshot. Yet somehow, even in this state, she maintained the aura of authority that defined our relationship.

"My hero," Claire rasped as Monica unpacked the supplies.

"Least I could do," Monica replied, laying out an impressive array of cold medicines, thermometers, throat lozenges, and food. "Though I did expect to be playing nurse under more interesting circumstances."

Claire laughed, which turned into a painful-sounding cough. "Rain check on that. Right now, I just need actual nursing."

For the next hour, Monica played caretaker to us both—forcing medicines down our throats, making tea, checking our temperatures (102.1 for Claire, 102.8 for me), and generally mothering us in a way that stood in sharp contrast to her usual sarcastic dominance. When she finally left, promising to check on us the next day, I fell into a deep, drug-induced sleep beside my equally unconscious wife.

The next three days passed in a blur of fever, chills, coughing, and misery. Claire and I barely spoke, communicating instead through grunts, nods, and the occasional text message from across the bed when speaking hurt too much. We took turns dragging ourselves to the bathroom or downstairs for more liquids. Monica stopped by daily, bringing fresh supplies and updating us on the outside world we'd temporarily abandoned.

On the morning of the fourth day, I woke to find Claire's side of the bed empty. Panic gripped me briefly until I heard the shower running. When she emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a towel, I was shocked to see the transformation. Her eyes were clear, her movements energetic, and the flush in her cheeks was from the hot water, not fever.

"You look... better," I croaked, still firmly in the grip of whatever virus had laid us low.

"I feel human again," she confirmed, dropping her towel to reveal her toned body. The sight would normally have my cock straining against its cage, but in my weakened state, I could only appreciate her beauty in a detached, academic way. "The doctor said the worst of this bug usually passes in three to four days."

"Not for me," I groaned, gesturing to the fortress of tissues surrounding my side of the bed.

Claire frowned sympathetically as she slipped into fresh underwear. "Some people get hit harder. Looks like you drew the short straw, babe." She leaned over to press a cool hand against my forehead. "Still pretty warm. You should stay in bed."

"Don't you have that shift at the hospital today?" I asked, remembering through my fever fog that she'd been scheduled to work.

Claire shook her head as she fastened her bra. "Called in sick. I'm better, but not ready to be around patients yet." She pulled on a t-shirt and jeans, casual weekend wear that still managed to highlight every curve. "But I do need to run some errands. We're almost out of everything, and Monica can't keep playing delivery girl."

I nodded weakly, relief washing over me that I wouldn't be left alone in my miserable state. "I'll just sleep."

Claire kissed my forehead gently. "You do that. I'll be back with more meds and some real food."

The next few days established a new rhythm. Claire recovered fully, resuming her work schedule and normal activities while I remained bedridden, the virus refusing to release its grip on my system. By the end of the week, I was marginally better—able to move around the house for short periods before exhaustion sent me back to bed. But the persistent cough, congestion, and bone-deep fatigue remained, a constant companion that showed no signs of departure.

Claire, to her credit, was an attentive nurse. She brought me meals, made sure I took my medicine, and even allowed me out of my cage—"No point keeping it locked if you're too sick to use it anyway," she'd reasoned pragmatically. But as the second week of my illness dragged on, I could sense her restlessness growing.

The issue came to a head ten days after our initial symptoms, as I lay on the couch watching mindless TV while Claire folded laundry nearby. Her phone buzzed, and the smile that spread across her face told me exactly what kind of message she'd received.

"Nigel?" I asked, my voice still rough from coughing.

Claire nodded, not bothering to hide her excitement. "His birthday is next weekend. He wants to cash in on his present."

I closed my eyes, remembering the promise she'd made weeks ago—to be Nigel's free-use slut for his birthday weekend. The memory would normally have stirred something in me, but my illness-ravaged body couldn't summon the appropriate response.

"I'll probably still be sick," I said, the words carrying more disappointment than I'd intended.

Claire's smile faltered slightly. "It's his birthday, Dylan. I promised."

"I know, I just..." I trailed off, unsure what I was asking for. Understanding? Pity? A rain check on her arrangement with Nigel?

She set down the shirt she was folding and came to sit beside me on the couch. "Look, I've taken care of you for almost two weeks. I've called in sick, rescheduled appointments, canceled my own plans. I don't regret any of that. But Nigel's been looking forward to this. And I also need some stress relief"

The implication hung in the air between us—her desires, her promises to others, couldn't be indefinitely suspended because of my prolonged illness. And wasn't that the point of our arrangement? That her pleasure continued regardless of my circumstances?

"Of course," I finally said, swallowing my selfish disappointment. "You should go."

Relief flooded her face. "Thank you for understanding." She reached for her phone. "He's booked a suite at that new spa hotel outside town. I'll only be gone from Friday evening to Sunday afternoon."

I nodded, trying to ignore the hollow feeling in my chest. Was it jealousy? Fear of being alone while still sick? Or simply the frustration of being left out of something I'd normally have been allowed to watch, even if only from the corner of the room?

The last two days leading up to Nigel's birthday weekend passed with excruciating slowness. My condition improved marginally—enough that I could handle basic tasks without collapsing, but nowhere near my normal self. Claire grew increasingly excited as the weekend approached, her preparations becoming more elaborate with each passing day.

Thursday evening found me sitting on our bed, watching as Claire packed an overnight bag that contained more lingerie than actual clothing. Each item she placed in the suitcase was like a physical reminder of what would happen—what I'd be missing.

"The red or the black?" she asked, holding up two lace thongs for my inspection.

"Both," I replied automatically, years of serving as her wardrobe consultant for these occasions kicking in despite my illness. "Nigel likes variety."

Claire smiled approvingly and folded both into her bag. "Good memory. Especially considering your brain's been cooking with fever for two weeks." She hesitated, then pulled something else from her drawer—a small black velvet bag I recognized as containing her butt plug collection. "Think I should bring these?"

My mouth went dry. I recalled how Nigel was an ass man.

"Yes," I managed. "Definitely yes."

Claire laughed softly at my reaction. "Still in there somewhere, aren't you? My horny little cuck." She tossed the bag into the suitcase. "Don't worry. We'll make plenty of videos for September. Give you something to look forward to when you're better."

September. The month when, according to our arrangement, I'd finally be allowed sexual release again—but only while watching videos of Claire with her bulls. The thought should have excited me, should have had me straining against my cage. Instead, I just felt tired.

"You look like you need rest," Claire observed, zipping up her suitcase. "And I need to get some sleep too. Big weekend ahead."

She climbed into bed beside me, switching off the light. In the darkness, she found my hand and squeezed it gently. "Thank you for being so understanding about this. I know it's not ideal timing."

I squeezed back weakly. "Just our luck I got the extended version of this bug."

"You'll be better soon," she assured me, rolling over to sleep. "And then we can get back to our normal arrangement."

Our normal arrangement. The words echoed in my head as I drifted off to sleep. What even was normal anymore? The rules and roles we'd established had become so complex, so intricate, I sometimes lost track of where the game ended and our real relationship began.

Friday dawned grey and rainy, matching my mood as I helped Claire load her luggage into her car. Nigel would meet her at the hotel—a small mercy, as I wasn't sure I could handle watching her leave with him while I stood pathetically in the doorway, still in my bathrobe.

"I've stocked the fridge and there's soup on the stove," Claire said, running through her checklist of caretaking duties. "Your medication is on the kitchen counter, and I've written down when to take each one. If you need anything, Monica said she can check on you."

"I'll be fine," I insisted, summoning what dignity I could. "I'm a grown man. I can handle a weekend alone."

Claire smiled and kissed my cheek. "I know you can. And I appreciate you not making me feel guilty about going."

I watched her drive away, standing in the doorway longer than necessary as the rain dampened my robe. Back inside, the house felt emptier than usual, the silence broken only by my occasional coughing fits. I made my way to the couch, wrapped myself in a blanket, and started a Netflix marathon to distract myself from thoughts of what Claire would be doing in just a few hours.

By evening, the combination of medication and exhaustion had me drifting in and out of sleep. I was vaguely aware of my phone buzzing periodically—likely Claire checking in—but couldn't summon the energy to reach for it. My dreams were fever-tinged visions of Claire and Nigel, their bodies entwined in increasingly elaborate positions, their pleasure exaggerated by my illness-addled imagination.

I woke fully around midnight, fumbling for my phone to find several texts from Claire:

7:15 PM: “Checked in. The suite is amazing. Waiting for Nigel.”

8:30 PM: “Dinner at the hotel restaurant. He can't stop touching me under the table.”

10:45 PM: “Back in the room. Already naked. He's in the shower. Can't wait.”

11:58 PM: “Making lots of videos for you. He's been inside me for an hour already. No signs of stopping.”

The last message included a photo—just a teaser, showing Claire's hands bound to the headboard with what looked like one of her stockings. I stared at it, feeling the familiar stirring despite my illness. For a brief moment, I forgot my misery, lost in the fantasy of what was happening just thirty minutes away at that spa hotel.

The weekend crawled by in a haze of fever, medication, and intermittent updates from Claire. Each text was more explicit than the last, designed to keep me on the edge of arousal despite my physical state:

"He's had me three times since breakfast."

"Lost count of orgasms. At least ten. Maybe fifteen."

"He wants me plugged all day so he can have my ass whenever he wants."

"Making a special video just for September. You're going to cum so hard when you see what we're doing."

–-
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By Sunday, I'd moved past jealousy into a strange state of acceptance. My body was too exhausted to maintain constant arousal, and my mind had settled into a kind of detached fascination with Claire's adventures. I tidied up the house as best I could, wanting to show her I hadn't just wallowed in misery during her absence.

She returned mid-afternoon, glowing with the particular radiance that only came from a weekend of intense sexual satisfaction. I was on the couch, actually feeling somewhat human for the first time in days, when she walked through the door.

"Hey there," she said, setting down her bag. "You look better."

"I feel better," I admitted. "Still not great, but the fever's finally gone." I paused, taking in her appearance—the slight limp in her walk, the faint bruising visible at the neckline of her blouse, the satisfied gleam in her eyes. "Looks like you had a good weekend."

Claire smiled, a private, secretive smile that confirmed everything I'd been imagining. "It was... intense. Nigel was insatiable. Said it was his best birthday ever, having me as his private slut."

"I'm glad," I said, surprising myself with how sincerely I meant it.

She sat beside me on the couch, wincing slightly as she settled onto the cushions. "We made a lot of content for September. Saved it all on this." She pulled a small USB drive from her purse. "But you don't get to see any of it until next month. Rules are rules."

I nodded, already feeling a stirring of anticipation. "How many videos?"

"Fifteen," she said casually, as if the number wasn't staggering. "Some short, some... not so short. Nigel was very enthusiastic about the idea." She leaned back, closing her eyes. "I'm exhausted, though. I need a nap in my own bed."

As she headed upstairs, I found myself oddly content. Yes, I'd missed out on watching Claire with Nigel. Yes, I'd spent a miserable weekend alone while they'd enjoyed each other thoroughly. But there was something comforting in the return to our routine—Claire coming home to me, sharing details of her adventures, preserving evidence of her pleasure for my eventual enjoyment.

The September rule suddenly seemed less like a restriction and more like a promise. A reward waiting for me on the other side of this illness. A return to our perfect arrangement, where Claire's freedom and my submission created a balance that somehow, against all conventional wisdom, worked perfectly for us both.

I glanced at the USB drive she'd left on the coffee table—fifteen videos of my wife being used in ways I could only imagine until September 1st. Just a few days of waiting. But after nearly two weeks of illness, what was another fortnight of denial?

I picked up the drive, tucked it safely into the drawer of my bedside table, and began counting down the days.
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“Hubby can only cum while watching videos of the hotwife fucking others.”

1

I sat alone on our living room couch, the clock on the wall ticking away the final minutes of August's rule. A month — well, mostly — of forced celibacy had left my balls aching and my mind foggy with constant, unrelieved desire. The new September rule would kick in at midnight—"Hubby can only cum while watching videos of the hotwife fucking others"—and my phone was already lit up with a notification. Claire had sent the stream link five minutes early. My hands trembled as I reached for the remote, turning on the large TV screen that would soon display my wife's body being used by others while I watched, finally allowed release after a month of torment.

The beer hissed as I popped it open, cold condensation running down my fingers. I took a long swig, letting the bitter liquid coat my throat, hoping it might dull the sharp edge of my anticipation. It didn't. My cock was already straining against my sweatpants, a month's worth of denial making even the simplest friction unbearable.

"Starting early?" I texted Claire, noting it was still 11:55 PM.

The reply came instantly: "You've been so good waiting. Consider it a reward!"

I set my beer down on the side table and wiped my damp palms against my thighs. The living room felt suddenly too large, too empty. The blank TV screen stared back at me like a void waiting to be filled with my wife's infidelity. I clicked the link.

The screen flickered to life, revealing Richard's face—distinguished, confident, with those thin-framed glasses and grey beard that made him look every bit the surgeon he was. The camera was positioned to show him leading Claire down a narrow staircase, his hand firmly clasping her wrist.

"Good evening, Dylan," Richard spoke directly into the camera. "Your wife asked me to give you a proper show tonight. A commemoration of your successful abstinence through August... “"

My face burned with shame. Of course I couldn’t keep the August rule all along, but Claire forgave it kinda easily. I just hope she didn’t share that tiny little detail with Richard.

"I'm taking your precious Claire to a special place tonight," Richard continued, his voice silky and controlled. "Somewhere beneath the city streets where people like us can explore the darkness without judgment."

The camera shifted, and I could see they were descending into what looked like an industrial basement. Neon lights—purple, red, and blue—pulsed against concrete walls, casting eerie shadows across Claire's face. She was wearing a simple black dress that clung to her curves, but her expression was anything but simple. Her eyes darted nervously, excitement and apprehension mixing visibly in her features.

"Say hello to your husband, Claire," Richard commanded.

Claire looked directly into the camera, her brown eyes finding mine across the digital distance. "Hi, baby," she said, her voice a mixture of tenderness and something darker. "I hope you enjoy your reward."

They reached the bottom of the stairs, and the camera panned to reveal a corridor lined with glass-walled rooms. Each room contained a different scene—bodies entangled in various states of pleasure and pain. In one, a woman was suspended from the ceiling, her naked body wrapped in intricate rope patterns. In another, a man knelt with his face pressed to the floor while a leather-clad woman stood with one foot on his back.

"Welcome to The Dungeon," Richard said. "Not very original as names go, but accurate."

I took another swig of beer, my free hand already massaging the bulge in my pants. The month of denial had left me hypersensitive—even this light touch sent jolts of pleasure up my spine.

Richard guided Claire past the voyeur rooms, the camera capturing her reactions as she looked in each window. Her breath quickened visibly, her chest rising and falling with increased speed. She wasn't just doing this for me—she wanted this.

They stopped at a heavy iron door at the end of the hallway. Richard produced a key from his pocket and unlocked it, pushing it open to reveal a dimly lit chamber. Unlike the modernized voyeur rooms, this space looked like something from another century—stone walls, iron rings embedded at various heights, and a collection of implements hanging on the far wall that made my stomach clench with both fear and arousal.

"Your private chamber, as requested," Richard said, ushering Claire inside. The camera followed, revealing more details—a padded bench in the center, chains hanging from the ceiling, cabinets lining one wall.

"Strip her," came a female voice from behind the camera. I jerked in surprise—I hadn't realized someone else was filming. The camera was handed off, and Richard came into frame, standing before Claire with a cold, clinical stare.

"Arms up," he commanded. Claire obeyed instantly, raising her arms above her head. Richard reached out, his fingers finding the zipper at the back of her dress. He pulled it down with agonizing slowness, revealing inch after inch of my wife's bare back.

The dress fell away, pooling at Claire's feet. She wasn't wearing a bra, just a black lace thong that barely covered her most intimate parts. My cock twitched painfully in my pants.

"To the rings," Richard said, pointing to the wall. Claire walked over, her high heels clicking against the stone floor. She positioned herself against the wall, arms spread wide to match the iron rings that would soon hold her.

Richard retrieved leather cuffs from a nearby table and secured them around Claire's wrists, then attached them to the rings. He did the same with her ankles, spreading her legs wide apart, leaving her vulnerable and exposed. My wife—displayed like a piece of art on a wall, her body a canvas waiting to be marked.

Richard stepped back, admiring his work. "Perfect," he murmured.

He approached a cabinet and opened it, revealing rows of implements—whips, floggers, paddles, and more. He selected a long, thin riding crop and turned back to Claire.

"Count them," he said, his voice dropping to a dangerous whisper.

The first strike landed across Claire's upper back. She gasped, her body jerking against the restraints.

"One," she counted, her voice steady despite the shock.

The second strike landed lower, across her shoulder blades.

"Two."

By the tenth strike, Claire's skin had flushed a beautiful pink, and her counting had taken on a dreamy quality. I had my cock out now, stroking slowly, careful not to push myself too close to the edge too soon. I wanted—needed—this to last.

"Very good," Richard said, setting the crop aside. "But I think we need to bring in some fresh perspective. Someone who can appreciate the finer points of pain."

The camera moved, panning to the doorway where a young woman stood. She couldn't have been more than twenty-five, with a confident stance that belied her youth. She wore a tight leather corset that pushed her breasts up and together, and thigh-high boots that accentuated her long legs. Her hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail, and her eyes were lined with dark makeup.

"Dylan, meet Mistress Olivia," Richard said. "She's been studying the art of dominance under my guidance. Tonight is something of a... final exam."

I hadn't been expecting this unknown woman. Jealousy and arousal battled within me as I watched her approach my restrained wife with predatory grace.

"Hello, Claire," Olivia said, her voice surprisingly soft. "Your husband is watching. Shall we give him a show?"

Olivia selected a different implement from the wall—a flogger with multiple tails. She tested it against her palm, then turned to Claire.

"I prefer precise strikes," she explained, speaking both to Claire and, indirectly, to me. "It's not about brute force—it's about knowing exactly where to hit to maximize sensation."

The flogger whistled through the air, landing with stinging precision across Claire's ass cheeks. Claire yelped, her body jerking forward.

"No counting this time," Olivia said. "I want to hear you react naturally."

What followed was a masterclass in targeted pain. Olivia worked methodically, striking Claire's back, ass, and thighs with careful, measured blows. Each strike drew a different sound from Claire—gasps, moans, and occasionally, when Olivia hit a particularly sensitive spot, sharp cries that pierced through the dungeon.

My hand moved faster on my cock as I watched my wife's skin flush deeper and deeper red under Olivia's attention. Pre-cum leaked from my tip, providing natural lubrication for my increasingly urgent strokes.

After what felt like both an eternity and no time at all, Olivia stepped back, breathing heavily. "She's ready," she said to Richard.

Richard nodded, stepping forward to release Claire from the wall restraints. Her legs wobbled as she was guided to the padded bench in the center of the room. Richard positioned her on all fours, her ass high in the air, facing the camera.

"Look at your husband," Richard instructed, pointing to the camera. Claire turned her head, her eyes finding the lens. Her pupils were dilated, her face flushed with arousal and the aftermath of pain.

"I'm going to fuck your wife now, Dylan," Richard said, his gaze directed at the camera as he unbuckled his belt. "I'm going to slide into her wet cunt and feel how tight she is—tighter from a month of only being fucked by other men, not her husband."

Richard dropped his pants, revealing his erect cock. It was impressive—thick and veined, the head already glistening with pre-cum. He positioned himself behind Claire, running the head of his cock up and down her slit.

"She's soaking wet," he narrated. "Your wife gets this wet from being whipped and displayed for others to see."

In one smooth motion, Richard thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in Claire. She cried out, her fingers gripping the edges of the bench.

"Fuck, she's tight," Richard groaned. "Can you imagine how this feels, Dylan? After a month of not being able to touch her?"

He began to thrust, each movement deliberate and deep. The camera zoomed in, capturing the point where his cock disappeared inside my wife, then reappeared, glistening with her juices.

Olivia moved to stand in front of Claire, unbuckling her leather skirt and letting it fall to the ground. She wore nothing underneath, her shaved pussy at eye level with my wife.

"Taste me," Olivia commanded, grabbing a handful of Claire's hair and pulling her face forward.

Claire's tongue extended, making first contact with Olivia's folds. The young dominatrix gasped, her free hand reaching back to steady herself against the wall.

"That's it," she encouraged. "Show your husband how well you eat pussy."

I was stroking faster now, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I watched my wife being used from both ends. Richard continued his relentless pace from behind, narrating each thrust as if he were reading my mind.

"Her pussy is clenching around me, Dylan," he said. "She loves being fucked while you watch. Loves knowing you can't touch her, can only touch yourself."

Olivia moaned as Claire's mouth worked between her legs. "She's good at this," she gasped. "Did you teach her, or did she learn this skill fucking other women behind your back?"

The dual assault continued, Richard switching positions, flipping Claire onto her back, then her side, then standing with her legs wrapped around his waist. Throughout it all, the camera never lost focus on the action, and both Richard and Olivia kept up a steady stream of commentary directed at me.

"Look at your wife's face when I hit this spot," Richard would say, angling his hips to drive deeper.

"Watch how eagerly she licks my ass," Olivia would add, turning to present her backside to Claire's tongue.

I was close now, my hand a blur on my cock, but I held back, waiting for the moment I knew was coming.

"I'm going to cum inside her," Richard announced, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "I'm going to fill your wife's pussy with my seed."

Olivia quickly retrieved something from the floor—Claire's black lace thong. She positioned it beneath Claire, directly under where Richard's cock pounded into her.

"For you, Dylan," Olivia explained to the camera. "Evidence of your wife's infidelity, soaked with both their juices."

Richard let out a guttural groan, his body tensing as he drove deep one final time. "Fuck, I'm cumming," he growled, his fingers digging into Claire's hips.

The camera zoomed in just in time to capture his withdrawal, a stream of white cum dripping from Claire's well-used pussy onto the waiting thong below. The sight pushed me over the edge, and I exploded, ropes of cum shooting across my stomach and chest as a month of denial culminated in this perfect moment of release.

But the show wasn't over. As I gasped for breath, my body trembling with the aftershocks of my orgasm, Olivia positioned herself over Claire's face, her ass cheeks spread.

"Lick my asshole," she commanded. "Make me cum with your tongue while Richard fucks you again."

Claire obeyed, her tongue circling Olivia's puckered hole before pushing inside. Richard, seemingly recovered already, slid back into Claire's dripping pussy, the camera capturing the squelching sounds as he penetrated her cum-filled depths.

"Round two, Dylan," he taunted. "Can you keep up?"

To my surprise, I found myself hardening again almost immediately. The sight of my wife tonguing another woman's ass while being fucked by a man who had just filled her with cum was too much to resist.

Olivia began to tremble above Claire's face, her thighs shaking as she approached her climax. "Yes, right there," she moaned. "Don't stop, don't you fucking stop."

Her orgasm hit with surprising force, her whole body convulsing as she ground herself against Claire's face. Claire didn't let up, continuing to work her tongue until Olivia had to push her away, oversensitive.

Richard's second climax came soon after, another load pumped deep into my wife's body. This time, my own orgasm coincided with his, a second, smaller eruption that left me panting and spent.

As the scene on screen wound down, with Claire being untied and gently cleaned up, I sat in our living room covered in my own cum, a strange mix of satisfaction and shame washing over me.

The camera focused one last time on Claire's face. "Did you enjoy your reward, baby?" she asked, her voice hoarse from exertion.

I nodded, though she couldn't see me.

"Oh, and don't worry about breaking the August rule that one time," she added with a knowing smile. "This month's rule should be much more... sustainable for you."

The screen went dark, and I was left alone with my thoughts and the cooling evidence of my pleasure on my skin. September had begun, and with it, a new chapter in our arrangement. I cleaned myself up, drained the last of my beer, and headed to bed.
2

I adjusted the tiny black apron tied around my waist, the only piece of clothing I was permitted to wear for tonight's gathering. Claire had been planning this private play party for weeks—a special weekend treat involving Monica and the Thompson brothers. My role was simple: butler, server, and occasional plaything, but never the main attraction. I checked myself in the hallway mirror, noting how ridiculous and exposed I looked, my ass completely bare, my cock hanging vulnerable beneath the small black fabric.

The doorbell rang precisely at eight, and I took a deep breath, preparing to embrace my humiliation for the evening.

"Remember the rules," Claire called from the bedroom, where she was putting final touches on her makeup. "You serve drinks, you serve bodies, and you watch. September rules still apply—you only get to cum watching videos of me with others."

"Yes, I understand," I answered, my voice steadier than I felt.

The doorbell chimed again, more insistently this time. I walked to the door, conscious of how my bare ass cheeks clenched and released with each step. Opening it, I found Monica standing there, a vision in a tight red dress that accentuated her curvy figure. Her eyes widened momentarily before a wicked smile spread across her face.

"Well, hello there, butler boy," she purred, looking me up and down. "Claire wasn't joking about the dress code."

I lowered my gaze respectfully. "Good evening, Monica. May I take your coat?"

"You most certainly may," she replied, turning to present her back to me. I helped her out of her light jacket, careful not to touch her skin directly—that wasn't permitted yet. "Your drink is waiting in the living room," I said, gesturing down the hallway.

Monica's heels clicked against the hardwood floor as she followed me. I'd prepared her favorite—a pink cosmopolitan—and it waited on a small silver tray beside the leather sofa. The living room had been rearranged for the evening's activities: furniture pushed back to create an open space in the center, throw pillows scattered strategically on the floor, and discreet bottles of lube placed on side tables.

"Here you are," I said, offering her the cocktail with a slight bow.

Monica took it, her red-painted nails clinking against the glass. "Thank you, Dylan. Or should I call you something else tonight? 'Butler'? 'Servant'? 'Cuck'?"

Heat rushed to my face. Monica had known about our arrangement for months now, ever since Claire had drunkenly confessed it during a girls' night. Rather than being judgmental, Monica had been fascinated, even envious of what she called our "adventurous lifestyle."

"You may call me whatever pleases you," I responded, the rehearsed line flowing easily from my lips.

"Cuck it is, then," Monica laughed, taking a sip of her drink. "Mmm, perfect. You make an excellent bartender, cuck."

The sound of Claire's heels announced her arrival before she entered the room. My breath caught as she appeared in the doorway wearing a black silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh. Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and her lips were painted a deep, seductive red.

"Monica, darling!" Claire exclaimed, moving forward to embrace her friend. The two women kissed on both cheeks, their bodies pressing together intimately. "I see you've met our butler for the evening."

"Oh, yes," Monica grinned, glancing at me over Claire's shoulder. "He's very... accommodating."

"Just wait until you see what else he can do," Claire winked. She turned to me. "Bring me my usual, won't you, dear?"

I nodded and retreated to the kitchen, where I had prepared Claire's preferred gin and tonic. When I returned, the women were seated close together on the sofa, whispering and giggling like schoolgirls sharing secrets. I handed Claire her drink and stepped back, assuming my position against the wall.

"So, tell me," Monica was saying, "how did you convince Dylan to agree to... all this?" She gestured vaguely around the room.

Claire took a long sip of her drink. "It wasn't about convincing. It was about discovering what he truly wanted." Her eyes flicked to me. "Isn't that right, darling?"

I nodded, my cock twitching beneath the apron.

"Dylan discovered his true pleasure comes from service and observation," Claire continued. "And I discovered my pleasure comes from being enjoyed by others while he watches."

"God, that's hot," Monica breathed, finishing her cocktail in one gulp. "I've had boyfriends who could barely handle knowing I had ex-lovers, let alone the thought of watching me with another man."

Claire laughed, a musical sound that always stirred something deep within me. "Well, tonight you'll get to experience it firsthand. The Thompson brothers are... exceptional specimens."

As if on cue, the doorbell rang again. I looked to Claire for permission, and she nodded. "Let our bulls in, cuck," she said, her voice dropping to a commanding register that made my balls tighten.

I walked to the door, aware that the thin fabric of the apron was now tented outward from my growing erection. Opening it revealed Marcus and Nigel Thompson standing shoulder to shoulder, both tall, muscular black men with identical confident grins. Marcus, the older brother, was dressed in a tailored suit that emphasized his broad shoulders, while Nigel wore designer jeans and a tight-fitting shirt that showcased his gym-honed physique.

"Butler boy!" Marcus exclaimed, clapping me on the shoulder hard enough to make me stumble. "Looking good, cuck."

Nigel snickered, pushing past me into the house. "Nice dick print on that apron. Getting excited already?"

I closed the door behind them, my face burning with humiliation and arousal. "The ladies are waiting in the living room," I said quietly.

The brothers strode down the hallway, their presence filling our modest home with an energy that made the air seem charged. I followed a few steps behind, watching as they entered the living room like conquering kings.

"Ladies," Marcus purred, his eyes roaming over Claire and Monica with undisguised hunger.

Claire had untied her robe, revealing a black lace bra and matching thong underneath. Monica, not to be outdone, had unzipped her red dress, letting it fall to her waist to expose a red satin bra that struggled to contain her generous breasts.

"Hello, boys," Claire greeted them, rising to her feet with predatory grace. "I believe you know Monica?"

The introductions continued, drinks were poured, and I maintained my position as invisible server, refilling glasses and adjusting room temperature as needed. The conversation flowed easily, and all of them glanced at me, laughing. Claire's hand on Marcus's thigh, Monica leaning in to whisper something in Nigel's ear, the brothers exchanging knowing glances.

After about twenty minutes, Claire stood up, letting her robe fall completely from her shoulders. "I think it's time we moved past the preliminaries, don't you?"

Monica giggled, standing to shimmy out of her dress completely, revealing that her red bra matched a tiny red thong. The two women stood side by side, a study in contrasts—Claire's athletic build and perky breasts against Monica's lush curves and fuller figure.

"Cuck," Claire called, crooking her finger at me. "It's time for you to prepare us."

I moved forward on legs that suddenly felt wooden. This part of the evening had been explained to me in detail—my one chance to touch the women directly, but only in prescribed ways.

"On your knees," Monica commanded, clearly enjoying her role in the scenario.

I knelt before them, my face level with their thighs. Claire spread her legs slightly, and I leaned forward to press my lips against her inner thigh, just below the edge of her thong. Her skin was warm and smelled faintly of the jasmine lotion she preferred. I kissed my way upward until my nose nudged against the lace covering her pussy.

"Use your tongue, honey," Claire instructed, her fingers tangling in my hair.

I extended my tongue, lapping at her through the thin fabric. She was already wet, the lace dampening under my attention. After a minute of this teasing, Claire pushed the thong aside, exposing her glistening folds to my eager mouth.

"That's it," she sighed as I pushed my tongue inside her, tasting her familiar sweetness. "Show Monica how well you serve."

I licked her dripping pussy diligently, using all the techniques I had learned over years of pleasing Claire. When she pulled me away by my hair, my face was slick with her juices.

"My turn," Monica announced, pulling her thong down her legs and kicking it away. She was shaved completely bare, unlike Claire who maintained a neat strip. "Let's see if your husband is as good as you claim," she said to Claire.

I turned my attention to Monica, starting again at her thighs and working my way up. It felt so strange to touch another woman which I didn’t do since I married Claire. Her taste was different—slightly tangier than Claire's—and she was more vocal, moaning dramatically as my tongue explored her folds and circled her clit.

"Fuck," she gasped, grinding against my face. "You weren't exaggerating."

"Now their asses," came Marcus's voice from behind me. I hadn't noticed the brothers undressing, but a quick glance showed they were both now naked, their impressive cocks at full attention as they watched the show.

Claire turned around, bending slightly to present her perfect ass to my face. I spread her cheeks, revealing her tight pink hole, and began circling it with my tongue. She pushed back against me, sighing with pleasure as I worked to soften and relax her entrance. I felt Monica pushing my head into her friend’s ass and I just went with the flow, licking and slurping on my wife’s sweet asshole as deep as I could.

Monica took Claire's place next, her fuller ass requiring both hands to spread properly. I repeated the process, rimming her thoroughly until she too was moaning and pushing back against my eager tongue.

"Now the plugs," Claire directed.

I retrieved the butt plugs from a nearby table—one black, one red, both gleaming with premium silicone shine. Claire had selected them specifically to match their lingerie colors. I applied a generous amount of lube to each, then returned to my position behind the women.

Starting with Claire, I pressed the black plug against her prepared hole, watching as the muscle gradually yielded, accepting the intrusion inch by inch until the widest part passed the threshold and the plug settled into place, the jeweled base nestled snugly against her skin.

Monica required more patience, her body less accustomed to anal play. I worked slowly, adding more lube, massaging her rim until finally, with a soft gasp from her, the red plug slipped inside, leaving only the decorative base visible between her cheeks.

"Good boy," Claire praised. "Now go to your corner and watch what real men do with hotwives."

The command stung and aroused in equal measure. I retreated to the designated corner of the room, standing with my hands clasped behind my back, the tiny apron doing nothing to hide my throbbing erection.

The Thompson brothers wasted no time. Marcus approached Claire while Nigel took Monica's hand, leading her to the center of the room. The brothers positioned themselves on either side of the women, their dark skin contrasting beautifully with the lighter tones of Claire and Monica.

"Look at your wife," Marcus called to me, his hand sliding up to cup Claire's breast. "Look at how hungry she is for a real cock."

I watched as Marcus leaned down to capture Claire's mouth in a passionate kiss, his hand kneading her breast roughly. Beside them, Nigel had already pushed Monica to her knees, his thick shaft tapping against her eager lips.

"Just watch, cucky," Nigel taunted, guiding his cock into Monica's mouth. "This is how a real man gets serviced."

The scene unfolded like something from a high-end pornographic film—fast, intense, focused on physical pleasure with little preamble.

"Suck those tits," Marcus commanded Nigel as they positioned Claire between them, one brother in front, one behind.

Nigel obliged, bending to take Claire's nipple into his mouth while Marcus pressed his cock against her ass, the plug still nestled inside her. Claire's eyes found mine across the room, a mixture of defiance and ecstasy in her gaze.

The brothers orchestrated the women's pleasure with practiced ease, moving them into various positions—doggy style on the couch, straddling their laps, bent over the coffee table. Throughout it all, they maintained a running commentary directed at me.

"Your wife's pussy is so tight," Marcus groaned as he thrust into Claire.

"Monica's taking my cock better than any woman I've had," Nigel added, his hips slapping against Monica's ass.

I remained in my corner, my cock painfully hard but untouched, watching the carnal display with a mixture of jealousy, humiliation, and undeniable arousal. The September rule echoed in my mind—I could only cum while watching videos of Claire with others, not during the live event.

After what felt like hours but was probably only forty-five minutes, both brothers positioned themselves for the finale. Marcus sat on the couch with Claire on top, her back to his chest, her legs spread wide to give me a perfect view as he thrust up into her. Nigel had Monica on all fours on the floor, pounding into her from behind like a horny dog, one hand wrapped in her hair.

"I'm gonna fill your wife's pussy," Marcus announced, his pace increasing. "Gonna pump her full of my cum while you just stand there and watch."

"This one too," Nigel grunted, slapping Monica's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Gonna breed your wife's best friend right in front of you."

The women's moans reached a crescendo as the brothers' thrusts became erratic, their bodies tensing with impending release. Marcus came first, his arms wrapped tightly around Claire's waist as he buried himself deep inside her. Nigel followed moments later, pressing Monica's face into the carpet as he emptied himself into her with a series of sharp, staccato grunts.

For a moment, the room was filled only with the sound of heavy breathing and the musky scent of sex. Then Claire's eyes found mine, and she smiled.

"Cleanup time, cuck," she said softly.

This was my signal to return to service. I approached the couples, kneeling before Claire first. Marcus spread her legs wider, revealing her used pussy, his white cum already beginning to leak from her.

“Don’t swallow it this time,“ Marcus ordered. “Collect everything in your mouth!“

I leaned in, extending my tongue to catch the first creamy drops of Marcus. The taste was bitter-salt, but I had grown to associate it with my own pleasure. I lapped eagerly, cleaning Claire thoroughly, conscious of how her body twitched with oversensitivity.

When I had finished with Claire, I moved to Monica, repeating the process of collecting Nigel’s creamy load from her freshly fucked pussy. She was watching me with fascination, her chest still heaving from her recent orgasm.

"Holy shit," she breathed as my tongue delved inside her to collect Nigel's deposit. "This is fucking incredible."

"He's very thorough," Claire commented proudly. I couldn’t say a word, not with Marcus’s fresh load in my mouth while collecting Nigel’s with my tongue.

Once both women were clean, Claire gave me my next instruction. "Remove the plugs. With your mouth."

I moved behind Claire, grasping the base of her plug with my teeth and gently pulling until it slipped free. I did the same for Monica, who gasped as the plug popped out.

"Now," Claire continued, her voice taking on the commanding tone that always made my cock jump, "use what you've collected and use it as lube for our asses."

I understood immediately. I knelt behind Claire and spread her cheeks, and opened my mouth, letting the mixture of saliva and cum pool on my tongue. spit the natural lubricant directly onto her exposed hole. Her gaping anus swallowed the white mixture quickly. The brothers watched with a mixture of disgust and fascination as I repeated the process with Monica, letting all the remnants of saliva and fresh warm cum from my mouth to her asshole between her chubby cheeks.

"That's fucking nasty," Marcus laughed, but his cock was already hardening again.

"It feels so good," Claire smiled at him above her shoulder. "Now put those cocks to use."

The brothers needed no further encouragement. Marcus positioned himself behind Claire, pressing the head of his cock against her well-lubricated ass. Slowly, he pushed forward, breaching the tight ring of muscle. Claire's face contorted with a mixture of pain and pleasure as she was gradually filled.

Nigel did the same with Monica, who seemed less experienced with anal penetration. She gripped the carpet, her knuckles turning white as Nigel worked his thick shaft into her.

"Look at your wife taking a cock in her ass," Marcus taunted me. "Look at how much she loves it."

Claire did indeed seem to be enjoying herself, her initial discomfort giving way to pleasure as Marcus established a rhythm. Monica too was beginning to relax, soft moans escaping her lips as Nigel pumped steadily into her.

"Dylan," Claire called, her voice strained with pleasure. "Go to the bedroom. Watch last month's video of Nigel's birthday. You may cum."

I hesitated for only a moment before obeying. As much as I wanted to continue watching the live show, the promise of release was too tempting to resist, my cock was aching underneath that damn apron. I walked to our bedroom, closed the door behind me, and retrieved the tablet from the nightstand. The video was already queued up—Claire had prepared everything in advance.

I pressed play and sat on the edge of the bed, my hand immediately finding my aching cock. The video showed Claire at Nigel's birthday celebration last month, serving as what she called a "free-use slut" for the entire evening. The footage began with her kneeling before Nigel, a birthday candle stuck in a cupcake held between her teeth. Nigel blew out the candle and then proceeded to use my wife's mouth as his personal birthday present.

The video continued, showing Claire in various states of use—bent over a table, pressed against a wall, on her knees servicing Nigel’s perverted needs. Throughout it all, she maintained eye contact with the camera, knowing I would be watching later.

I stroked myself frantically, the built-up pressure of watching the live show finally finding release through this proxy experience. When the video reached the point where Nigel bent Claire over the kitchen counter, entering her roughly while she gasped out, "Happy birthday, Sir," I exploded, ropes of cum shooting across my stomach and chest.

I leaned back on my back, letting my spent cock fall on my groin. The apron covered it again. I just laid there and listened to my wife and her best friend being assfucked by these black brother bulls in our living room. The screams and moans sounded extra-ordinal, even unreal.

I cleaned myself quickly with tissues from the nightstand, adjusted my apron, and returned to the living room, where the scene had evolved yet again. The brothers had switched partners, Marcus now thrusting into Monica's ass while Nigel did the same to Claire. Both women were moaning continuously, their faces showing that perfect blend of pleasure-pain that came with intense anal penetration.

I resumed my position in the corner, watching as the final act played out. The brothers just finished inside my wife’s and her best friend’s asses with an animalistic roar. I could clearly see their black balls contracting as they were filling those back doors with their hot com. And then, they pulled out to reveal their gaping holes that leaked white cum down their thighs. The four of them collapsed onto the furniture, sweat-slicked bodies heaving with exertion.

"Cleanup duty," Claire called weakly, beckoning me forward.

I approached once more, kneeling between Claire's spread legs. Her ass was red and slightly swollen, cum leaking steadily from her well-used hole. I leaned forward without hesitation, my tongue collecting the sticky fluid as it escaped.

“You can swallow it now, honey” Claire moaned, which made me even eager to lick out everything from her gaping and sensitive asshole. Claire sighed contentedly, her hand finding my hair to guide me deeper.

"Your husband is something else," Monica commented, watching the scene with wide eyes.

"He's perfect," Claire agreed. "My perfect cleanup cuck."

When I had finished with Claire, I moved to Monica, providing the same service on her back door, licking out all the cum I reached with my tongue. She seemed both shocked and delighted by the thoroughness of my attention.

"God, Claire," Monica gasped as my tongue probed her sensitive, cum-filled ass. "I never knew what I was missing. This is... this is incredible."

"It's our lifestyle," Claire replied with a lazy smile. "Dylan serves, I play, everyone wins."

I continued my duties, cleaning our guest completely before fetching warm, damp towels to wipe down their bodies. I brought fresh drinks for everyone, collected discarded clothing, and generally ensured that the aftermath of the intense session was comfortable for all participants.

As the evening wound down and the Thompson brothers prepared to leave, Monica pulled me aside.

"I had no idea it would be like this," she whispered, her eyes bright with newfound understanding. "You're not just letting Claire fuck other guys—you're creating this whole experience together."

I nodded, surprised by her insight. "It works for us," I said simply.

"It's amazing," she replied, glancing at Claire who was kissing the brothers goodbye at the door. "You two have something special."

After everyone had left, Claire and I stood alone in our living room, surveying the aftermath of the evening's activities.

"You did well tonight," she said, wrapping her arms around my neck. "Did you enjoy your video time?"

"Yes," I admitted, feeling my face flush. "The August one of Nigel's birthday was... intense."

Claire smiled, pressing a gentle kiss to my lips—the first of the evening. "Good. Next weekend, we've been invited to Richard's place. He has something special planned with Olivia."

My cock twitched at the mention of the young dominatrix from the BDSM club. "I'll look forward to the video," I said.

Claire laughed, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Oh, I think you might get to do more than watch that time." She patted my ass before heading toward the bathroom. "But for now, clean up the rest of this mess, won't you, cuck?"

I smiled to myself as I began collecting empty glasses. Another weekend in our unconventional life together, another step deeper into the world we'd created.
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I watched my wife fold her lace thong with the precision of a surgeon—which she was. Claire's delicate fingers pressed the thin fabric into a perfect square before placing it in her weekend bag. This wasn't just any business trip. My cock stirred as she reached for the black latex corset Richard had bought her last month. The one she only wore for him. The one I'd only seen in videos, stretched tight across her heaving chest as he fucked her from behind. The dingy yellow light of our bedroom lamp cast shadows across her focused face, highlighting the slight curl of her lip—a mixture of anticipation and arousal that was never meant for me.

"You remember the rules, right?" Claire asked without looking up, her tone casual as if discussing grocery lists rather than the week-long fuckfest she was about to enjoy with her colleague.

I adjusted my glasses and nodded, though she wasn't watching. "Yes. Chores first, videos after."

"Good boy." The praise sent an electric current straight to my cock. Pathetic. So fucking pathetic how much I loved this. "Richard has a whole week planned. The surgical conference is just our cover."

She turned to face me now, a red vibrator dangling between her fingers like a teacher's pointer. My throat went dry.

"This is new," she said, pressing the power button. The toy buzzed to life, and Claire smiled. "Richard says this one will make me squirt. He wants me to record that specially for you."

The mental image flooded my brain—Claire's body arching off a hotel mattress, her pussy gushing as Richard's thick cock hammered into her. I shifted uncomfortably, my erection straining against my khakis.

"What about the...," I gestured vaguely, unable to form the words.

Claire raised an eyebrow. "The butt plug? Already packed. Along with the nipple clamps, the riding crop, and that glass dildo you bought me for Christmas." She laughed. "The one you've never gotten to use on me."

The shame burned hot in my chest, but my cock throbbed harder. This was our dynamic. Claire needed the release that only Richard could provide—the dominance, the rough handling, the humiliation. And I... I needed to watch. To know. To jerk off to the evidence of my own inadequacy.

She continued packing, each item a reminder of pleasures I would never provide. A black leather collar with a silver ring. Handcuffs lined with soft fur. A ball gag that would stretch her perfect lips while Richard pounded her from behind.

"Remember," Claire said, her voice dropping to that husky tone she never used with me anymore, "the videos are your reward. Monday through Friday, you'll get one each night. After you've done your chores."

"What chores?" I asked, my voice embarrassingly thin.

Claire walked over, her fingers trailing along my jawline. "The dishes need to be done every night. Laundry on Tuesday and Thursday. Vacuum the living room on Wednesday. And I expect dinner ready for me when I return on Sunday." She leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear. "Richard says a good cuck keeps the house spotless while his wife gets fucked properly."

I swallowed hard, nodding again. "I'll do it. All of it."

"I know you will." She patted my cheek before returning to her packing. "You always do. That's why Richard lets me send you the videos. He thinks you've earned them."

The thought of Richard—tall, bearded, commanding Richard—discussing me, evaluating my performance as a cuck, made my stomach twist with a confusing mixture of humiliation and arousal. He was everything I wasn't. Dominant. Aggressive. Equipped with a cock that made Claire scream in ways I never could.

"Will you... will you be with him the whole week?" I asked, hating the neediness in my voice.

Claire smirked as she folded a sheer nightgown that might as well have been nothing at all. "Not just him. There's that new mistress he's training. Olivia." She glanced at me, gauging my reaction. "She's young. Eager to learn. Richard thinks it would be good for me to help train her."

My cock jerked against my zipper at the implication. Claire with another woman. Being dominated by her. Dominating her. The possibilities spiraled through my mind like a pornographic slideshow.

"Don't worry," Claire continued, her smile knowing and cruel in the best possible way. "You'll get to watch everything. As long as you're a good boy and finish your chores."

She held up a pair of crotchless panties, inspecting them in the lamp light. "Richard likes these. Says they give him easy access when he bends me over conference room tables between sessions." She tossed them into the bag. "Do you think about that when you're washing the dishes, Dylan? Me bent over, skirt hiked up, Richard's cock slamming into me while doctors and nurses walk by outside, not knowing?"

I groaned involuntarily, my hand pressing against my erection without conscious thought.

"No touching," Claire snapped, her voice suddenly stern. "Not until you get your video. That's the rule."

I dropped my hand immediately, conditioned to obey. "Sorry."

Her expression softened slightly. "It's okay. I know it's hard for you. Just like I know you'll be hard all week." She zipped the bag closed with a decisive sound. "But that's why this works for us, isn't it? You get off on the denial. The waiting. The knowing."

She wasn't wrong. Before we'd discovered this arrangement, our sex life had been pleasant but uninspiring. Now, watching Claire transform into someone else's plaything, following rules set by another man, jerking off to videos of my wife being used in ways I could never use her—it awakened something primal in me. Something I hadn't known existed.

This arrangement had brought us closer in its own twisted way. The distance between us when she was with Richard only heightened the intimacy when she returned, exhausted and satisfied in ways I could never provide.

"I know," I said quietly. "I want you to enjoy yourself."

Claire stood, grabbing her bag. "Oh, I will. And so will you, in your own way." She looked around our bedroom, the ordinary domesticity of it a stark contrast to what awaited her. "Keep the flat spotless, Dylan. Like a good cuck should."

The word made my cock throb painfully. Cuck. I was Claire's cuck. Richard's cuck. And I fucking loved it.

"I promise," I said, the dingy glow of the lamp casting long shadows across the floor as Claire headed for the door. "I'll keep everything perfect for when you come back."

She paused at the threshold, looking back with an expression I couldn't quite read. "I know you will. That's why I love you. You understand what I need."

As she disappeared down the hallway, I sat alone on our bed, surrounded by the faint scent of her perfume and the crushing weight of anticipation. One week. One week of cleaning and waiting and watching and jerking off to videos of my wife being thoroughly used by another man.
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Monday established the pattern. I arrived home at exactly six, dropping my laptop bag by the door and heading straight for the kitchen sink. The dishes from Claire's breakfast sat waiting—a coffee mug with lipstick on the rim, a plate with toast crumbs, a knife streaked with butter and jam. I rolled up my sleeves and plunged my hands into the hot soapy water, knowing that every plate I scrubbed brought me one step closer to my reward. My cock was already half-hard with anticipation as the clock ticked toward seven, when the first video would arrive.

I loaded the dishwasher with methodical precision, wiped down the counters until they gleamed, and swept the kitchen floor for good measure. At 6:58, I was already sitting on the edge of our bed, phone in hand, waiting. My palms were sweaty. My mouth dry.

The notification came at exactly seven. A message from Claire: "For my good boy. Day 1."

My fingers trembled as I pressed play. The hotel room was standard corporate beige, but what was happening on the king-sized bed was anything but standard. Claire was on her back, legs spread wide, Richard looming over her. The camera angle suggested he'd set up a tripod, capturing everything.

"Tell your husband what you need," Richard commanded, his voice deep and authoritative.

Claire looked directly into the camera—directly at me. "I need to be fucked, Dylan. Fucked hard by a real cock."

I groaned, unzipping my pants and freeing my aching erection. Richard wasted no time positioning himself at Claire's entrance, teasing her with the tip of his cock. Then, with one brutal thrust, he buried himself inside her. Claire's back arched off the bed, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

"This is what you can't give her," Richard grunted, each word punctuated by a savage thrust. "This is what she comes to me for."

I stroked myself frantically, matching Richard's rhythm as he pounded my wife. Claire's eyes stayed locked on the camera, making me feel as though she was watching me masturbate to her infidelity. When she came, her entire body shuddering, I followed immediately, spilling over my fist with a pathetic whimper.

The video ended with Richard pulling out and coming across Claire's stomach in thick white ropes. The final frame was Claire's finger drawing through his semen, bringing it to her lips, and mouthing "Thank you" to the camera.

I sat there in the quiet of our bedroom, spent and hollow, already counting the hours until Tuesday's video.

—-
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By Tuesday, the anticipation had built to nearly unbearable levels. I rushed through my workday, distracted by fleeting images of what might await me that evening. Home by six again, I immediately tackled the dishes before moving on to the laundry. Claire's delicate underwear passed through my hands—items she'd worn before leaving, not the sexy pieces she'd packed for Richard. Still, I handled each one reverently, folding her cotton panties and practical bras with the same care I'd give to sacred artifacts.

At seven, the message arrived: "Day 2. He wanted me like this."

The video opened with Claire on all fours, facing away from the camera. The black silicone base of a butt plug was visible between her ass cheeks. Richard's hand came into frame, slapping her ass hard enough to leave an instant red handprint. Claire yelped, then moaned.

"Show your husband how you take a real man," Richard ordered, his cock already positioned at her entrance.

Claire looked over her shoulder, directly into the camera. "Watch closely, Dylan. This is what I need."

Richard slammed into her, his hands gripping her hips with bruising force. With each thrust, the butt plug shifted visibly, providing double penetration that made Claire cry out in a mixture of pain and ecstasy. The camera captured everything—Richard's cock disappearing into my wife, the plug filling her ass, Claire's face contorted in pleasure I'd never been able to give her.

"Tell him," Richard commanded between thrusts.

"I love—" Claire gasped as Richard hit something deep inside her. "I love being filled completely. Both holes. So full."

I stroked myself furiously, imagining the sensation of the plug moving against Richard's cock through the thin membrane separating Claire's passages. When Richard reached around to roughly pinch Claire's nipples, she came with a scream that probably alerted the entire hotel floor. Richard followed moments later, pulling out to come across her lower back and ass, his semen pooling around the base of the butt plug.

"Clean yourself up," he ordered, and the camera caught Claire reaching for tissues on the nightstand.

The video ended, and I sat there with my own mess to clean up, already craving tomorrow's installment.

—-
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Wednesday found me distracted beyond measure. Twice my boss caught me staring blankly at my computer screen, mind drifting to what new debasement Claire might be experiencing at that very moment. By five-thirty, I was practically sprinting to my car.

Home at six sharp, dishes completed by six-twenty. I grabbed the broom and methodically swept every inch of the hardwood floors, collecting dust and crumbs in tidy piles before disposing of them. The physical labor did nothing to calm the throbbing anticipation between my legs.

Tonight's message arrived with a different tone: "He's teaching me to be quiet. Learning is hard."

The video opened with Claire kneeling on a chair, bent over the back of it. A black ball gag stretched her lips obscenely wide, drool already dripping from the corners of her mouth. Richard stood behind her, fully clothed except for his exposed cock, which looked impossibly large in the frame.

"Your wife needed a lesson in discretion," he explained to the camera—to me. "Hotel walls are thin, and she was being too loud yesterday."

He slapped Claire's ass hard, but the only sound she made was a muffled grunt around the gag. Richard nodded approvingly.

"Good girl. Let's see if you can stay quiet when I do this."

He thrust into her without warning, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth motion. Claire's eyes bulged, her knuckles turning white as she gripped the chair. But she remained admirably quiet, only the slightest muffled whimpers escaping around the gag.

Richard established a punishing rhythm, one hand wrapped in Claire's hair, pulling her head back at an angle that looked almost painful. His other hand alternated between spanking her ass and reaching around to roughly maul her breasts.

"Your husband is watching," Richard reminded her. "He's probably touching himself right now, jerking his little cock while watching you take a real man."

He was right. My "little cock" was rock hard in my hand as I watched my wife being used like a sex doll. The degradation, the humiliation—it should have made me angry. Instead, it made me harder than I'd ever been.

The scene continued for nearly ten minutes, Richard never slowing his relentless pace. Eventually, he pulled Claire up so her back pressed against his chest, his hand finding her clit. He rubbed her roughly as he continued thrusting, and within seconds, Claire was convulsing in orgasm, her screams effectively silenced by the gag.

Richard pulled out and removed the gag in one motion. "Open," he commanded, and Claire immediately complied, opening her mouth wide. He jerked himself twice before emptying into her waiting mouth. "Swallow."

She did, without hesitation, then opened her mouth again to show it was empty.

"Good cuck wife," Richard praised. "Your husband trained you well."

The video ended with Claire looking directly into the camera, mouth still open, a single drop of Richard's cum visible on her tongue before she swallowed it with a smile.

I came so hard I nearly passed out.

—-
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Thursday's anticipation was different—deeper, more primal. I found myself checking the clock every fifteen minutes, counting down to six o'clock. The drive home was a blur of green lights and impatience.

The dishes took no time at all. I folded another load of laundry, this time including our bath towels, which I aligned with military precision on the linen shelf. By 6:45, I was sitting in our darkened living room, phone in one hand, cock already in the other.

"Day 4. The hotel corridor was empty. Almost."

The video began with Claire wearing only a hotel bathrobe, standing in what was clearly the corridor outside their room. Richard's voice came from behind the camera.

"Take it off."

Claire hesitated, glancing nervously in both directions.

"Now," Richard insisted. "Or we go back inside and you get nothing tonight."

The robe hit the floor. Claire stood completely naked in the hotel hallway, arms at her sides, not allowed to cover herself.

"Good. Now turn around, hands on the wall."

She complied, placing her palms flat against the wallpaper, her back to the camera, legs slightly spread. Richard's hand came into frame, holding a glass dildo that caught the corridor's fluorescent lighting, sending prisms of color across Claire's pale skin.

"This is going in you while you stay perfectly silent," Richard explained. "If someone walks by, you don't move. You don't speak. You just take it. Understand?"

Claire nodded, and Richard pressed the smooth glass toy against her visibly wet entrance. The camera captured every detail as he worked it into her, inch by deliberate inch. Claire's fingers curled against the wall, her breath coming in short, controlled gasps.

Just as the dildo was fully seated inside her, the distant sound of a door opening could be heard. Claire froze, her entire body tensing. Richard, rather than stopping, began to slowly fuck her with the glass toy. The footsteps grew louder.

"Don't. Make. A. Sound," Richard whispered.

I watched in horrified arousal as my wife stood naked in a public hallway, a glass dildo pumping in and out of her pussy, while unseen hotel guests approached. The footsteps paused—someone had seen them—then hurried past. A door slammed further down the corridor.

Only then did Richard remove the dildo and turn Claire around. The camera captured her face—flushed with a mixture of fear, shame, and unmistakable arousal.

"Inside," Richard ordered, and the scene cut to the hotel room, where Claire was immediately bent over the desk, the glass dildo reinserted as Richard's cock pressed against her lips.

"Both holes filled," he narrated for my benefit. "Just how she likes it."

The remainder of the video showed Claire being worked from both ends—the dildo pumping in her pussy while Richard fucked her mouth with increasing force. When he finally came down her throat, Claire's body shuddered in its own climax, triggered by nothing more than the humiliation and the glass toy.

I barely touched myself before erupting in my own hand.

—-
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Friday arrived with an almost religious anticipation. The final weekday video. The culmination of Richard's progressive debasement of my wife before the weekend's promised escalation. I skipped lunch to ensure I could leave work exactly at five, racing home like a man possessed.

Dishes, vacuuming again for good measure, even wiping down the bathroom fixtures—I channeled my nervous energy into making our flat spotless. At seven, I was perched on the edge of our bed, naked, cock already leaking pre-cum.

"Final night alone with him. Tomorrow we add Mistress Olivia."

The video opened in near darkness, the hotel room illuminated only by a few scattered candles. Claire lay spread-eagled on the bed, leather restraints securing each limb to the bedposts. A thin leather collar encircled her throat, connected by a short chain to the headboard.

Richard's voice came from the shadows. "Tell your husband what you are."

Claire's eyes found the camera. "I'm a whore, Dylan. A filthy whore who needs to be restrained to be properly fucked."

Richard stepped into frame, completely naked. His cock looked monstrous in the flickering candlelight, veiny and thick. He held what appeared to be a small remote control.

"This," he explained, "controls the vibrator inside your wife's cunt right now. She's been wearing it all day during the conference. Every time she tried to concentrate on a presentation, I turned it up. Every time she spoke with a colleague, I made her pussy buzz."

To demonstrate, he pressed a button. Claire immediately strained against her restraints, a strangled moan escaping her lips.

"She's been on edge for hours," Richard continued. "Denied release. Forced to sit through medical discussions with her cunt dripping wet."

He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Claire's spread legs. Without warning, he slapped her inner thigh, hard enough to leave a mark. Claire yelped.

"Quiet," Richard ordered. "Or I'll gag you again."

He slapped her other thigh, then her pussy directly. Each impact made Claire jerk against her restraints, the leather creaking with her movements. Richard continued this treatment, alternating between stinging slaps and gentle caresses, all while the vibrator buzzed inside her.

Finally, he removed the vibrator, holding it up to the camera to show how slick it was with Claire's arousal. Then, without preparation, he thrust into her. Claire's back arched as much as the restraints would allow, a guttural moan tearing from her throat.

"This is what your husband is watching," Richard told her as he established a brutal pace. "He's sitting at home, jerking his pathetic cock, while I fuck you like the whore you are."

Claire nodded frantically. "Yes! Tell him! Tell him what I am!"

Richard grabbed the leather collar, tightening it slightly. "You're my fuck toy. His wife, but my plaything."

The restraints creaked and strained as Richard pounded into Claire with inhuman force. The candlelight caught the sweat on their bodies, making them glisten like pagan deities engaged in some primal ritual.

"Tomorrow," Richard grunted between thrusts, "Olivia will teach you new ways to serve. New depths of submission."

Claire's eyes rolled back, her body tensing. "I'm coming! Oh god, I'm coming on your cock while he watches!"

Richard released inside her with a roar, his hips jerking erratically as he emptied himself. The camera captured everything—his semen leaking out around his cock, Claire's body trembling in the aftermath of her orgasm, the restraints leaving red marks on her wrists and ankles.

"Tomorrow," Richard repeated, looking directly into the camera—at me. "Tomorrow we break her completely. For both of us."

The video ended, and I sat in the silence of our empty flat, cum cooling on my stomach, already aching for Saturday's promised escalation. Whatever "breaking" Claire entailed, I was desperate to witness it. To complete my evolution from husband to cuck, from partner to voyeur.

Five days down. Two to go.
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Saturday morning arrived with a different kind of hunger. I woke early, my cock already hard beneath the sheets, the emptiness of Claire's side of the bed a reminder of what awaited me. The weekend videos—Richard had promised they would be longer, more intense, introducing this Mistress Olivia into their sessions. I showered quickly, the water barely registering against my skin as my mind replayed Friday's restraint scene on an endless loop. The shopping list sat on the kitchen counter, Claire's neat handwriting listing mundane items—milk, bread, toilet paper—as if my entire existence hadn't narrowed to the promise of noon, when the first weekend video would arrive.

I dressed in a daze and headed to the supermarket, moving through the aisles with mechanical precision. My cart filled with the ordinary necessities of domesticity while my mind filled with extraordinary anticipations. What would Mistress Olivia look like? How would she treat Claire? Would Richard still be the primary dominant, or would he cede control to this new woman?

The checkout girl smiled pleasantly as she scanned my items. If she noticed the bulge in my pants or the sweat beading on my forehead, she gave no indication. I wondered what she'd think if she knew I was rushing home to watch my wife be dominated by another man and woman.

I made it back to our flat by 11:30, precisely according to plan. The groceries were unpacked and put away with time to spare. I wiped down the kitchen counters, straightened the living room pillows, even cleaned the bathroom sink—anything to occupy the excruciating final minutes before noon.

At 11:58, I positioned myself on the couch, phone in hand, heart hammering against my ribs. When the notification finally appeared, my hand was shaking so badly I nearly dropped the device.

"Day 6: Meet Mistress Olivia. Hour 1 of 2."

An hour. A full hour of footage. My breath caught as I pressed play.

The scene opened in a dimly lit hotel room—not the same one from previous videos. This space was larger, with dark curtains drawn across the windows and several standing lamps casting soft amber light across the king-sized bed. Claire knelt in the center of the mattress, completely naked except for a black silk blindfold. Her hands rested on her thighs, palms up, in a posture of complete submission.

Richard's voice came from off-camera. "She's been waiting like this for twenty minutes. Not moving. Not speaking. Just anticipating."

The camera panned slightly, revealing Richard seated in an armchair in the corner. He was fully clothed in a crisp button-down and slacks, watching with clinical interest. Then a second figure moved into frame—a woman in her late twenties with a cascade of dark hair and curves showcased by a tight leather corset and matching panties. Mistress Olivia.

"Begin," Richard instructed.

Olivia approached the bed slowly, a coil of red rope in her hands. She circled Claire once, like a predator assessing prey, before placing a hand on Claire's shoulder. My wife flinched at the unexpected touch, then settled.

"You will not speak unless directed," Olivia said, her voice surprisingly soft yet commanding. "You will not move unless positioned. You will accept whatever is done to you. Do you understand?"

Claire nodded.

"Verbal response," Olivia demanded, her hand sliding from Claire's shoulder to her throat.

"Yes, Mistress," Claire whispered. The title sounded strange coming from my wife's lips—she who commanded operating rooms with absolute authority now reduced to this submissive state.

Olivia began with the rope, working with unexpected expertise for someone Richard had described as "in training." The red cord wound around Claire's torso in an intricate pattern, framing and accentuating her breasts. Each loop of rope was placed with deliberate precision, sometimes tight enough to dimple Claire's flesh, sometimes loose enough to allow the rope to slide against her skin when she breathed.

"Husband is watching," Richard commented from his chair. "Tell him what you feel."

Claire's head turned slightly toward the camera, though the blindfold prevented her from seeing me. "I feel... owned," she said, her voice thick with arousal. "Controlled. Put in my place."

Olivia completed the rope harness around Claire's upper body, then bound her arms behind her back, wrists crossed and secured with more red cord. The position thrust Claire's breasts forward, nipples hard and prominent in the amber light.

"On your back," Olivia instructed, guiding Claire into position with firm hands.

Once Claire was lying flat, Olivia spread her legs wide and secured each ankle to a corner of the bed with more rope. The camera provided a perfect view of Claire's exposed pussy, already visibly wet, the pink flesh glistening in the soft light.

"She's dripping," Olivia observed, running one finger along Claire's slit. "So responsive."

Claire gasped at the touch, her body straining slightly against the ropes.

"Did I give you permission to move?" Olivia asked sharply.

"No, Mistress. I'm sorry, Mistress."

The slap came without warning—Olivia's palm connecting with the tender inside of Claire's thigh, leaving an immediate red mark. Claire yelped but held her position.

"Again," Richard directed from his chair. "Harder."

Olivia complied, delivering a stinging slap to Claire's other thigh. Then another to her pussy directly. Claire cried out, her body jerking involuntarily against the restraints.

"She needs more discipline," Richard commented. "Show her."

Olivia reached beyond the frame and returned with a riding crop—slender, black, with a small leather paddle at the end. She trailed it lightly across Claire's body, from her throat to her breasts to her stomach, finally resting it against her exposed clit.

"This will teach you control," Olivia said, then brought the crop down in a swift flick directly on Claire's most sensitive spot.

The sound Claire made was unlike anything I'd heard from her before—a strangled cry somewhere between pain and ecstasy. My cock throbbed painfully as I watched my wife's body convulse under the impact.

Olivia alternated between gentle strokes of the crop and sharp, stinging blows. Sometimes targeting Claire's inner thighs, sometimes her breasts, but returning most often to her exposed pussy. With each impact, Claire's cries grew more desperate, her body writhing within the confines of the rope.

"She's close," Olivia observed after a particularly sharp blow made Claire's hips buck upward. "Shall I deny her?"

Richard considered this for a moment. "No. Make her come. But make her beg first."

Olivia set the crop aside and retrieved what looked like a powerful wand vibrator. She held it just above Claire's pussy, not quite touching.

"Beg me," she commanded.

Claire's chest heaved against the rope harness. "Please, Mistress. Please let me come."

"Why should I?"

"Because—" Claire's voice broke. "Because I've been good. Because I need it. Please."

"Not good enough," Olivia said, lowering the vibrator until it was millimeters from Claire's clit. "Tell your husband why you deserve to come."

Claire turned her blindfolded face toward the camera again. "Dylan, please. I've been such a good whore. I've taken everything they've given me. I've let them use me, control me, hurt me. Please tell her I deserve to come."

The direct address to me sent a jolt of electricity through my body. I found myself whispering "Yes" as if she could hear me.

As if responding to my unheard permission, Olivia pressed the vibrator directly against Claire's clit and switched it on at full power. Claire's reaction was immediate and violent—her entire body going rigid, a scream tearing from her throat as she came with an intensity I'd never witnessed before. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, Olivia mercilessly keeping the vibrator in place as Claire bucked and thrashed against her bonds.

When Claire finally collapsed back onto the mattress, gasping for breath, Olivia switched off the vibrator and placed a surprisingly tender kiss on Claire's inner thigh.

"Good girl," she murmured.

Richard stood from his chair and approached the bed. "That's enough for now. Untie her arms but leave the rest. We'll continue after a break."

The video ended there, leaving me painfully hard and desperate for the second hour. I stroked myself frantically, replaying the image of Claire bound and blindfolded, begging for permission to come. I lasted all of thirty seconds before erupting across my stomach.

After cleaning myself up, I threw myself into more chores—anything to occupy the time until the evening video. I reorganized the pantry, dusted every surface in the living room, even got down on my hands and knees to scrub the kitchen floor. Physical labor to distract from the mental torture of anticipation.

The second video arrived at six, as promised.

"Day 6: Hour 2. Cum play and training."

My cock, which had barely recovered from the afternoon, stirred immediately to life.

This video opened where the previous had left off, though Claire's arms were now free while her legs remained spread and bound. The blindfold was gone, allowing her to see both Richard and Olivia, who stood at the foot of the bed discussing her as if she weren't there.

"She responds well to pain," Olivia was saying. "But I think she needs to learn service."

Richard nodded. "I agree. She's too passive sometimes. Too focused on receiving pleasure rather than giving it."

Claire watched them with wide eyes, her chest still rising and falling rapidly within the red rope harness.

"On your knees," Olivia commanded suddenly, moving to untie Claire's legs.

Once freed, Claire quickly positioned herself in the center of the bed, kneeling with her back straight, hands again resting on her thighs.

"Better," Richard approved. "Now show Olivia how you use your mouth."

Without hesitation, Claire leaned forward as Olivia stepped closer to the edge of the bed. The young mistress removed her leather panties but kept her corset on, revealing a neatly trimmed pussy that Claire immediately began to lick with obvious enthusiasm.

The camera angle captured everything—Claire's tongue working diligently between Olivia's folds, Olivia's hand gripping Claire's hair to guide her movements. Richard moved behind Claire, his pants already open, his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Continue serving her while I use you," he instructed, then thrust into Claire in one smooth motion.

Claire moaned against Olivia's pussy but didn't stop her ministrations. The scene developed into a perfect triangle of pleasure—Richard fucking Claire from behind while Claire devoured Olivia. The young mistress threw her head back, one hand still firmly gripping Claire's hair, the other massaging her own breast through the leather corset.

"Make me come with your tongue," Olivia ordered, her voice tight with approaching climax. "Show your husband what a good whore you are."

Claire redoubled her efforts, her face buried completely between Olivia's thighs, her own body rocking with the force of Richard's thrusts. When Olivia finally came, she pulled Claire's face hard against her, grinding against my wife's mouth through her orgasm.

Richard pulled out before he finished, moving around to join Olivia at the head of the bed. Both stood over Claire, who knelt obediently, looking up at them.

"Open," Richard commanded, and Claire's mouth fell open immediately.

What followed was the most intense cum play I'd ever witnessed. Richard stroked himself directly over Claire's upturned face, eventually erupting across her cheeks, lips, and into her waiting mouth. Before she could swallow, Olivia gripped Claire's jaw.

"Hold it," she instructed. "Don't swallow yet."

Olivia then kissed Claire deeply, sharing Richard's semen between them in a messy, obscene display that had me gripping my cock with desperate intensity. When they finally broke apart, both women's chins were slick with saliva and cum.

"Now swallow," Richard ordered, and both women complied, making a show of it for the camera.

The remainder of the hour-long video featured more of the same—Claire being used in various positions by both Richard and Olivia, sometimes together, sometimes taking turns. By the end, she was a mess of sweat, cum, and smeared makeup, looking thoroughly debauched and completely satisfied.

The final scene showed Claire kneeling again, rope marks visible across her body, as Richard and Olivia stood on either side of her.

"Tell your husband what you've learned today," Richard prompted.

Claire looked directly into the camera, her eyes glazed with exhaustion and endorphins. "I've learned that I'm not just yours or Richard's, Dylan. I'm Mistress Olivia's too. I've learned that I can take more than I thought—more pain, more pleasure, more cock, more cum." She smiled dreamily. "And tomorrow, I'll learn even more."

The video ended, and I came for the second time that day, already counting the minutes until Sunday's installment.

—-
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Sunday dawned with a strange mix of anticipation and melancholy. The final day of Claire's "work trip." The culmination of a week of voyeuristic pleasure, but also the end of this particular fantasy. I found myself both eager for the day's videos and dreading the return to normalcy that would follow.

I completed the weekend shopping early, picking up fresh flowers and a bottle of Claire's favorite wine for her return. The flat was already spotless, but I vacuumed again anyway, fluffed the pillows on the sofa, even changed the sheets on our bed. Everything had to be perfect for her homecoming.

The first Sunday video arrived precisely at noon.

"Day 7: Morning session. Prepare yourself."

This video was different from the start. The hotel room was bathed in natural light streaming through partially opened curtains, giving the scene an unexpected intimacy. Claire lay in the center of the bed, naked and unbound, though rope marks were still visible across her pale skin. Olivia sat beside her, now dressed in a simple silk robe, gently brushing Claire's hair.

Richard's voice came from behind the camera. "Tell us how you feel after yesterday."

Claire's smile was lazy, satisfied. "Sore. Complete. Like I've discovered parts of myself I didn't know existed."

"And what do you want today?" Olivia asked, her fingers tracing the fading red lines on Claire's thigh.

"Whatever you both want to give me," Claire answered immediately. "I'm yours to use."

What followed was both more tender and more extreme than anything I'd seen so far. Olivia and Claire engaged in slow, sensual exploration of each other's bodies while Richard directed and occasionally joined. There was still dominance and submission, but with a fluidity that had been absent before—Claire sometimes taking control, guiding Olivia's head between her legs, before surrendering again to more experienced hands.

Richard would fuck one woman until nearly finished, then pull out and move to the other, eventually covering both their bodies with his seed. Claire and Olivia would then lick each other clean, making a show of swapping his cum between their mouths before swallowing.

At one point, Richard had Claire on all fours while he took her from behind. Olivia lay beneath them, her mouth attached to Claire's clit, occasionally extending her tongue to lick Richard's shaft as it plunged in and out of my wife. When Richard finally came, he pulled out so his semen dripped directly from Claire's pussy into Olivia's waiting mouth.

The video ended with all three of them tangled together on the bed, exhausted and glistening with sweat and other fluids. Richard looked directly into the camera.

"She'll be home tonight. With one final video. Make sure you've earned it."

I spent the remainder of the afternoon in a state of heightened awareness, cleaning areas of the flat that were already spotless, preparing a simple dinner that could be reheated whenever Claire arrived. My phone remained clutched in my hand, though no additional videos appeared.

At just past seven, I heard her key in the lock. My heart hammered as the door swung open to reveal Claire—my wife, the surgeon, the submissive—standing in our entryway in a flimsy silk wrap that barely covered her body. Even from across the room, I could see the marks on her skin—fading bruises, rope imprints, light scratches. Evidence of the weekend's activities.

"Dylan," she said softly, dropping her weekend bag to the floor.

I crossed to her immediately, uncertain whether to embrace her, kiss her, or simply stand in silent witness to her transformation. She made the decision for me, pressing a small USB drive into my palm.

"The final video," she explained, her voice raspy from what I could only imagine was a weekend of screaming in pleasure. "Richard said to give it to you directly. Said you'd earned it."

She swayed slightly on her feet, exhaustion evident in every line of her body. Without another word, I led her to the sofa, where she collapsed with a grateful sigh.

"The flat looks perfect," she murmured, her eyes already drifting closed. "Such a good cuck. Such a good husband."

Within moments, she was asleep, her chest rising and falling in the rhythm of deep exhaustion. I stood watching her for several minutes, taking in the visible evidence of her weekend—the light bruise at the base of her throat, the faint red lines across her collarbone where the rope had dug in, the slight swelling of her lips from countless kisses and other activities.

Finally, I moved to our desktop computer, inserting the USB drive with trembling fingers. A single video file appeared, labeled simply "For Dylan."

I glanced back at Claire's sleeping form, then plugged in headphones and pressed play.
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I settled into the couch, the apartment silent except for Claire's soft snoring coming from the bedroom. The blue glow of my laptop illuminated my face as I clicked play on the video. My breath caught in my throat as the garage of the hotel came into view, the concrete floor and fluorescent lighting creating a stark backdrop for what was about to unfold. My cock twitched in anticipation, already half-hard from just knowing what I was about to witness—my wife, bent over the hood of Richard's luxury sedan, about to get used in ways that made my stomach clench with a mixture of jealousy and arousal.

The camera angle shifted, and I caught my first glimpse of Claire, her naked body splayed across the gleaming black hood of Richard's BMW. Her wrists were bound with red rope, secured to the windshield wipers in a way that stretched her arms forward, making her look like a sacrifice on an altar of German engineering. Her toes barely touched the concrete floor, leaving her ass perfectly positioned at the edge of the hood.

"Look at this filthy hotwife," Richard's voice came through my laptop speakers, low and commanding. "Tell the camera what you want."

Claire's face turned toward the lens, her makeup smeared, hair disheveled. Her eyes—fuck, her eyes—glazed with lust and submission. I'd never seen that expression at home, not even in our most intimate moments.

"I want you to fuck my ass, Master," she moaned. "I want you to use me while my cuck husband watches the video later."

My hand moved instinctively to my crotch, pressing against my growing erection through my sweatpants. I glanced toward the bedroom door—still closed, Claire's soft snores still audible. She had no idea I was out here, watching her debasement from our previous night out.

On screen, Richard stepped into frame wearing nothing but a black leather harness across his chest. His cock stood rigid and intimidating, already glistening with lube. He circled Claire like a predator, running his hands over her exposed flesh.

"And what does your pathetic husband do when he watches this?" Richard asked, slapping Claire's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint.

"He jerks his little dick and wishes he could fuck me like you do," Claire responded, her voice breathy and desperate.

The words stung and aroused me in equal measure. I slipped my hand beneath my waistband, gripping myself as I watched. She was right—here I was, doing exactly what they predicted, becoming a participant in my own humiliation even in the privacy of my own home.

The garage door opened in the video, and Mistress Olivia entered the frame. Young and eager, she wore black latex that hugged her curves, her inexperience belied by the determined set of her jaw. In her hand, she carried a leather paddle.

"I've brought the punishment tool you requested, Doctor," she said to Richard, her voice carrying a note of reverence.

"Perfect timing," Richard replied. "Our patient needs discipline before her treatment. Would you like to administer it?"

Olivia nodded eagerly, approaching Claire's exposed backside. My cock throbbed in my hand as I watched this young woman prepare to spank my wife. The juxtaposition of Olivia's youth against Claire's mature beauty created a tableau that made my breath quicken.

"Count them," Richard instructed Claire. "Ten strikes. Thank Mistress Olivia after each one."

The first crack of the paddle against Claire's flesh made me flinch. The sound echoed through the garage, and Claire's body jerked against the car hood.

"One! Thank you, Mistress Olivia," Claire gasped.

I stroked myself slowly, matching my pace to the rhythm of the spanking. With each strike, Claire's voice grew more strained, more desperate. By the tenth hit, her ass glowed an angry red, marked with distinct paddle shapes that I knew would bruise beautifully by morning.

"Such a good slut," Richard praised, running his hands over Claire's reddened flesh. "Now she's ready for me."

I adjusted my position on the couch, pushing my sweatpants down to my thighs to give myself better access. Pre-cum had already formed at my tip, making my strokes slick and easy. In our bedroom, Claire shifted in her sleep, the bedsprings creaking softly. The knowledge that she slumbered just feet away, exhausted from her adventures with Richard and Olivia the night before, added another layer of forbidden excitement to my solitary activity.

On screen, Richard positioned himself behind Claire, the head of his cock pressing against her asshole. He reached for a bottle of lube, applying a generous amount to both himself and Claire's entrance. The camera zoomed in on the intimate connection, capturing the moment her tight ring began to yield to his pressure.

"Look how easily she takes it," Richard commented, pushing forward steadily. "Her ass is well-trained. Did you train it, Dylan? Or did she need a real man to teach her how to take cock here?"

My stroking intensified at the direct address. Richard knew exactly what he was doing—knew I would be watching, knew I would be touching myself, knew I would respond to his taunts. Claire's face contorted in a mixture of pain and pleasure as Richard sank fully into her.

"He—he tries," Claire gasped. "But he's not big enough to... oh god... to fill me like you do."

Olivia moved to Claire's head, stroking her hair with surprising tenderness. "Does it hurt, having such a big cock in your ass?"

"Yes," Claire whimpered. "But it's a good hurt. The kind I need."

"The kind her husband can't give her," Richard added, beginning to thrust in earnest now. "Hand me the paddle, Olivia."

As Richard took the paddle from Olivia, he maintained his rhythmic penetration of Claire's ass. With precise timing, he brought the paddle down on her already red cheeks, causing her to cry out and clench around him.

"Fuck!" Claire shouted. "Yes, punish me for being such a slut!"

I matched Richard's pace, my hand flying over my cock now. The sight of my wife being dominated so thoroughly, used so roughly, brought me to the edge faster than I expected. I slowed down, not wanting to finish too soon, wanting to cum when Richard did.

Olivia had moved to the side of the car, her hand now between her own legs, rubbing herself through the latex as she watched. Her inexperience with BDSM was evident in her wide-eyed fascination, but her arousal was unmistakable.

"Would you like to try?" Richard offered the paddle to her.

Olivia took it eagerly, positioning herself behind Claire. Her first strike was tentative, barely eliciting a reaction.

"Harder," Richard instructed. "She can take it. She wants it."

The next blow landed with impressive force, causing Claire to yelp and lurch forward on the hood. Richard gripped her hips firmly to keep her in place, his cock never leaving her ass.

"That's it," he encouraged Olivia. "Again. Make her feel it."

Olivia delivered blow after blow, gaining confidence with each strike. Claire's cries became a continuous stream of moans and pleas, her body trembling under the dual assault. Richard maintained his steady thrusting, occasionally reaching around to roughly pinch Claire's nipples or slap her face.

"Tell your husband what you are," Richard demanded, yanking Claire's head back by her hair.

"I'm a whore," she gasped. "A filthy anal whore who needs to be used and punished."

I bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, my hand now a blur on my cock. The couch creaked beneath me as my hips began to buck involuntarily. In the bedroom, Claire's snoring momentarily stopped, and I froze, hand still gripping myself. After a few seconds, the rhythmic sound resumed, and I continued, eyes locked on the screen.

Richard's thrusting had become more erratic, his breathing heavier. "I'm going to fill your ass with cum," he growled. "And your cuck husband is going to wish it was him."

"Please," Claire begged. "Fill me up. Mark me inside where only you can reach."

Olivia had set down the paddle and was now watching intently, her hand working frantically between her legs. "Can I... can I help?" she asked tentatively.

"Spread her cheeks," Richard instructed. "I want to go deeper."

Olivia complied, her delicate hands pulling Claire's reddened ass cheeks apart, allowing Richard to drive even further into her. The camera captured Claire's face contorting in a mixture of agony and ecstasy, tears streaming down her cheeks as she accepted everything Richard gave her.

"I'm cumming," Richard announced, his voice tense with exertion. "Taking your wife's ass, Dylan. Filling her with my seed while you watch like the pathetic cuck you are."

My own orgasm built rapidly as I watched Richard's face twist in pleasure, his hips jerking against Claire's ass as he emptied himself inside her. I imagined the warmth flooding her, marking territory I had rarely been allowed to explore.

"Fuck!" I gasped, keeping my voice as quiet as possible as my own climax hit. Semen erupted from my cock, spattering across my stomach and chest as I continued to stroke, milking every last drop of pleasure from the humiliating scenario playing out before me.

On screen, Richard slowly withdrew, his softening cock slipping free of Claire's abused hole. The camera zoomed in, capturing the obscene sight of his cum leaking from her, a visible testament to his dominance.

"Clean her up," Richard instructed Olivia, who hesitated only briefly before leaning down to lick the escaping fluid.

I collapsed back against the couch, spent and breathing heavily. The video continued, but my attention drifted to the closed bedroom door, behind which my wife slept peacefully, oblivious to my voyeuristic pleasure. Her snoring had grown louder, a gentle reminder of the dual life we now led—her as a submissive hotwife to Richard's dominant bull, me as the willing cuckold who found his own twisted pleasure in their arrangement.

I closed the laptop, the garage scene disappearing into darkness. In the silence of our apartment, with the evidence of my solitary pleasure cooling on my skin, I found myself wondering what new humiliations awaited us—and how eagerly I would embrace them.
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“Hubby has to give the wife oral sex directly after every date she has with a bull.”

1

I heard the click of Claire's heels before the front door opened. That familiar sound sent my heart racing and my cock twitching in my pants. I knew what was coming. After her "dates" with Marcus, Claire always came home ready for me to perform my duties as her cleanup cuck. I sat up straighter on the couch, swallowing hard as I prepared myself mentally for what was about to happen. The rush of conflicting emotions—humiliation, excitement, jealousy, and desperate arousal—washed over me as I heard her key turn in the lock.

"Dylan? I'm home," Claire called out, her voice tired yet somehow electric with satisfaction.

"In the living room," I answered, my own voice cracking slightly.

She appeared in the doorway and my breath caught. My wife always looked incredible after being with Marcus—her hair disheveled, makeup slightly smudged, and that unmistakable glow of a woman thoroughly fucked. Tonight, she wore a tight black dress that had ridden up her thighs, revealing her torn stockings. Her high heels—red bottoms that I had bought her for our anniversary—clicked against the hardwood as she approached me.

"Did you have a good time?" I asked, the question almost automatic at this point.

Claire smiled, that knowing smile that made my stomach flip. "Oh yes. Very good. Marcus was particularly... attentive tonight." She ran her hands down her body, smoothing her dress. "I need you now, Dylan. You know what to do."

I nodded, watching as she made her way to the couch. Claire sat down with the casual elegance of a queen taking her throne. She spread her legs, the torn stockings creating a web-like pattern against her creamy thighs. The sight of those rips made my mouth dry—evidence of Marcus's impatience, his desire for my wife so strong he couldn't wait to properly remove her clothing.

"Come here," she commanded, her voice dropping an octave.

I slid off the couch and onto my knees before her, positioning myself between those magnificent legs. Claire leaned back, one hand coming to rest on my head, fingers tangling in my hair.

"I've been thinking about this all the way home," she murmured, guiding my face closer to her center. "About your tongue cleaning up the mess Marcus left inside me."

My cock strained against my jeans as I breathed in her scent—the mix of her arousal, expensive perfume, and what I assumed would be traces of Marcus. She lifted her hips slightly, helping me as I pushed the dress up higher to her waist, revealing that she wasn't wearing any panties. Her pussy was glistening wet, swollen and pink from her activities earlier.

"Look at what he did to me," Claire whispered, using her free hand to spread herself open for my inspection. "He fucked me so hard, Dylan. Made me come three times before he finished."

I stared at her pussy, entranced and humiliated at once. This was my role, my place in our arrangement. While Marcus got to ravage her, I got to worship the aftermath, tasting what he'd left behind.

"Don't make me wait," she urged, pulling my head forward.

My tongue darted out, making first contact with her slick folds. Claire sighed above me, her head falling back against the couch as I began my work. I lapped at her methodically, tasting her familiar tangy sweetness. My hands gripped her thighs, feeling the texture of the torn stockings against my palms.

"That's it," she encouraged, grinding against my face. "Clean every drop."

I worked my tongue deeper, expecting to taste the salty bitterness of Marcus's cum mingled with Claire's juices. But something felt different. I probed further, licking and sucking at her entrance, trying to detect that distinctive flavor that I'd become acquainted with over the months of our arrangement.

Claire's thighs tightened around my head, the heels of her shoes digging into my back. "Oh god, yes," she moaned, her hips beginning to move more insistently against my mouth. "Right there."

I focused my attention on her clit, circling it with my tongue before sucking it between my lips. Her reaction was immediate—her back arching, a sharp gasp escaping her throat. I continued my assault, alternating between quick flicks and slow, broad strokes as I had learned she liked.

"Fuck, Dylan," Claire panted, grinding harder against my face. "Your tongue feels so good after getting stretched by his cock."

The mental image of Marcus—tall, muscular, and dominating—pounding into my wife sent a jolt of arousal through me. I doubled my efforts, determined to make her come as hard on my tongue as she had on his cock.

Her heels pressed harder into my back, almost painful now as she approached her climax. I could tell she was close—her thighs trembling, her breathing becoming erratic. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them upward to find that spot that always sent her over the edge.

"Oh fuck, yes!" Claire cried out, her pussy clenching around my fingers as she started to come. "Right there, don't stop!"

I kept my tongue moving steadily against her clit as she rode out her orgasm, her body jerking and shuddering against my face. Her hands fisted in my hair, holding me firmly in place as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her. I felt a surge of pride knowing that, in this way at least, I could satisfy my wife as thoroughly as her bull did.

As her tremors subsided, Claire relaxed her grip on my hair, her legs falling open wider as she caught her breath. I continued to gently lick her, cleaning up the fresh wetness her orgasm had produced.

After a moment, she looked down at me, her expression both satisfied and curious. "So, how does he taste today?" she asked, a small smirk playing at the corners of her mouth. "Did you enjoy cleaning Marcus's cum from my pussy?"

I sat back on my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. This was where I was supposed to describe the taste of her bull, to admit how much I enjoyed the humiliation of cleaning up another man's seed. But I couldn't lie.

"I... I don't think I tasted him," I admitted, confusion evident in my voice. "You taste like you, but not like him. Not like usual."

Claire's smirk widened into a full grin. She leaned forward, running her thumb across my bottom lip. "That's because there's nothing to clean up, Dylan."

"What do you mean?"

She laughed, a light, teasing sound. "I swallowed all his cum," she revealed, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Every last drop. He came in my mouth, and I swallowed it all."

I stared at her, processing her words. A mix of emotions washed over me—disappointment, jealousy, arousal, and inexplicably, a sense of being cheated out of my role.

"You... you did what?" I stammered.

"I swallowed it all," she repeated, clearly enjoying my reaction. "He tasted so good, Dylan. I couldn't help myself." She ran her fingers through my hair, almost condescendingly. "I just needed your tongue after getting fucked so thoroughly. I needed to come again."

My cock throbbed painfully in my jeans as I absorbed her words. I had been denied the humiliation I'd been anticipating all evening, only to be faced with a different kind. Claire had chosen to swallow Marcus's cum rather than bring it home to me.

"Are you upset?" she asked, though her tone suggested she already knew the answer—and was enjoying it.

"No," I lied, then immediately corrected myself. "I mean, yes. I thought... I was expecting..."

"To taste him on me?" Claire finished my sentence. "To clean up his mess like a good cuck husband?" She leaned back, spreading her legs wider. "Well, I decided to be selfish tonight. I wanted that taste all to myself."

Something in me snapped. I stood up abruptly, unbuckling my belt and unzipping my jeans. Claire watched with raised eyebrows as I pulled out my rock-hard cock and began stroking it furiously.

"Oh," she said, sounding amused. "Is someone frustrated?"

I didn't answer, too focused on the sight of her spread before me—her dress bunched around her waist, torn stockings framing her freshly licked pussy, heels still on her feet. The image of her swallowing Marcus's cum played in my mind, fueling my arousal despite my irritation.

Claire watched me jerk off, occasionally running her fingers through her folds, putting on a show. "That's it," she encouraged. "Stroke that cock for me. Show me how annoyed you are."

It didn't take long. With a grunt, I came hard, spurts of cum landing on the rug between us. The release was intense, leaving me momentarily lightheaded as I stood there, cock in hand, looking down at the mess I'd made.

For a moment, there was silence. Then Claire started to giggle. The sound was so unexpected, so at odds with the dominant persona she'd been projecting, that I couldn't help but join in. Soon we were both laughing—me with my pants around my ankles, her disheveled on the couch.

"Look at us," she said between laughs. "What a pair we make."

I tucked myself back into my jeans, shaking my head. "You're something else, you know that?"

Claire stood up, smoothing down her dress. "You love it," she said, stepping forward to plant a kiss on my cheek. She smelled of sex and perfume, a combination that still made my heart race despite everything.

"I do," I admitted, wrapping an arm around her waist. "Though next time, maybe save some for me?"

She winked, that mischievous spark still in her eyes. "No promises. But I'll make it up to you."

As she sauntered off toward the bedroom, heels clicking against the floor, I glanced down at the stain I'd left on our living room rug. I'd have to clean that up later. For now, though, I was content to follow my wife, already wondering what "making it up to me" might entail.
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I watched nervously as Marcus racked up the billiard balls, their solid colors gleaming under the hanging lamp above the green felt table. His brother Nigel leaned against the wall, nursing a beer, his eyes never leaving Claire as she chalked her cue stick with deliberate slowness. The private room at the upscale pool hall had been Marcus's idea—a "friendly game" that we all knew was just foreplay to what would come later. I stood awkwardly near the small bar in the corner, already resigned to my designated role for the evening: drink server, spectator, and eventually, cleanup duty.

"Dylan," Marcus called without looking at me, "another round for everyone."

I nodded, moving to the small bar to prepare fresh drinks. This was the third round already, and the night was just beginning. I poured two beers for the brothers and mixed a vodka tonic for Claire, exactly as she liked it—light on the tonic, heavy on the vodka. For myself, I stuck to club soda. Someone had to stay relatively sober, and it clearly wasn't going to be my wife or her bulls.

"Here you go," I said, distributing the drinks. When I handed Claire hers, our fingers brushed briefly. She gave me a small smile, but her eyes were already glazed with desire and alcohol, focused more on the Thompson brothers than on me.

"You know the stakes, right, Claire?" Nigel asked, his voice deep and smooth like his brother's, but with a younger, more energetic edge. He was leaner than Marcus, more ripped, with the body of someone who probably spent hours at the gym every day.

Claire took a long sip of her drink and nodded. "If I lose, you both get to fuck me on the table. If I win..." She paused, considering. "If I win, I get to choose which one of you fucks me first."

The brothers exchanged amused glances. Marcus laughed, a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through the room.

"Fair enough," Marcus said, his eyes lingering on me with a hint of contemptuous amusement. "Let's play."

I retreated to a stool in the corner, watching as Claire bent over the table for the break. She wore a tight black skirt that rode up her thighs when she leaned forward, revealing the lace tops of her stockings. Both brothers openly stared at her ass, not even pretending to focus on the game.

Claire wasn't a terrible pool player, but she wasn't great either. And tonight, she seemed distracted, missing shots she would normally make. I couldn't blame her—the way Nigel and Marcus circled the table like predators would have thrown off anyone's game.

"Dylan, another round," Marcus ordered after Claire scratched for the second time.

I hurried to refresh their drinks, feeling the invisible leash around my neck tighten with each command. When I handed Nigel his beer, he winked at me.

"Your wife's going to lose," he said, low enough that only I could hear. "And then we're going to stretch her out in ways you never could. You ready for that, cuck?"

My cock twitched in my pants, betraying me again. Nigel noticed and grinned wider, slapping my shoulder hard enough to make me wince.

The game continued, with Claire falling further behind. She missed an easy shot, and Marcus moved in behind her, pressing his body against hers as he "helped" her line up the next one. His hands slid down her hips, and I saw her press back against him, her body responding even as she pretended to focus on the game.

"That's not helping," she protested weakly, but made no move to push him away.

"Just improving your form," Marcus replied, his hand now blatantly groping her ass. "Right, Dylan? Don't we want Claire to have good form?"

I nodded mechanically, my mouth dry. "Yes."

Nigel laughed, taking a long pull from his beer. "Man, your husband is so well-trained, Claire. Does he always agree this easily?"

Claire glanced at me, a mix of affection and something else in her eyes. "Dylan knows his place," she said simply, before turning her attention back to the game.

It wasn't long before the inevitable happened. Claire missed her shot at the 8 ball, sending it spinning into the wrong pocket. Game over.

"Looks like we win," Marcus announced, placing his cue stick on the table with deliberate slowness.

Nigel moved behind Claire, his hands immediately going to her waist. "Time to claim our prize, brother."

Claire didn't resist as Nigel spun her around to face him, his mouth descending on hers in a hungry kiss. From my position, I could see his hands roaming over her body, squeezing and groping. Marcus approached from behind, sandwiching Claire between the two muscular black men.

"Dylan," Marcus called, not taking his eyes off Claire as his hands worked at unbuttoning her blouse. "Clear the table."

I hurried to remove the remaining balls from the table, placing them in the rack. My hands shook slightly as I worked, my cock hardening as I watched Marcus pull Claire's blouse off her shoulders. Her black lace bra stood out starkly against her pale skin.

By the time I finished clearing the table, Nigel had Claire's skirt pushed up around her waist and was fingering her through her panties. She moaned into his mouth, her body responding eagerly to his touch.

"On the table," Marcus instructed, and Nigel lifted Claire with ease, setting her on the edge of the green felt surface. Marcus stepped back, unbuckling his belt. "Get her ready for us, brother."

Nigel grinned, hooking his fingers into Claire's panties and pulling them down her legs. She lay back on the table, her legs dangling over the edge. Nigel knelt between them, his head disappearing under her skirt. Claire's back arched as his mouth made contact with her pussy.

"Oh god," she gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the table.

I stood frozen, watching my wife receive oral pleasure from another man—something I had done just hours earlier in our living room. The parallel wasn't lost on me, nor was the stark difference in our positions now.

"Don't just stand there," Marcus barked at me. "Get me another beer."

I jumped to obey, fetching a fresh beer from the small refrigerator behind the bar. When I returned, Marcus had his cock out, stroking it leisurely as he watched his brother eat my wife. I handed him the beer, trying not to stare at his impressive size.

"Like what you see?" Marcus asked, noticing my gaze.

I quickly looked away, embarrassment flooding through me. Marcus laughed.

"It's okay to look, Dylan. After all, this is what satisfies your wife in ways you can't." He took a swig of beer before setting the bottle down. "Now, be a good cuck and help Claire out of the rest of her clothes. We want her naked for what comes next."

I approached the table, where Claire was writhing under Nigel's skilled tongue. Her eyes were closed, her face flushed with pleasure. I gently lifted her upper body, unhooked her bra, and slid it off. Her breasts spilled free, nipples hard and pointing upward. I then worked her skirt the rest of the way off, leaving her in nothing but stockings and heels on the pool table.

"That's better," Marcus approved, moving closer. "Now step back and watch how real men please a woman."

I retreated to my stool as Nigel stood up, his face glistening with my wife's juices. He quickly stripped off his clothes, revealing his chiseled body and erect cock. Marcus did the same, both men now naked and intimidating in their physical perfection.

Claire looked tiny between them as they positioned her on the table. Nigel lay down on his back on the green felt, guiding Claire on top of him. She straddled him, facing away, and slowly lowered herself onto his cock. Her gasp of pleasure as he filled her cut through me like a knife.

"That's it," Nigel groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she began to ride him.

Marcus moved in front of her, his cock at face level. Without prompting, Claire leaned forward and took him into her mouth. The sight of my wife being penetrated at both ends by the Thompson brothers made my own cock strain painfully against my pants.

"Look at her go," Marcus said, looking over at me as Claire bobbed her head on his shaft. "Born for this, wasn't she, Dylan?"

I couldn't speak, could only nod as I watched my wife in the throes of pleasure with two other men. The room filled with the sounds of their encounter—skin slapping against skin, Claire's muffled moans around Marcus's cock, the brothers' grunts of satisfaction.

After a few minutes of this hardcore sucking, Marcus pulled out of Claire's mouth. "Time to switch it up," he announced. "I want some of that pussy."

They repositioned, with Claire now on her hands and knees on the table. Marcus entered her from behind while Nigel moved to her face. The spit roast continued, with Claire eagerly taking Nigel's cock down her throat while Marcus pounded into her from behind.

"Damn, she's tight," Marcus commented, slapping Claire's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Your husband doesn't stretch you out much, does he?"

Claire couldn't answer with her mouth full, but the muffled moan she let out seemed to be agreement enough. I shifted uncomfortably on my stool, my own inadequacy highlighted with every thrust of Marcus's hips.

"You know what's next, right, Claire?" Marcus asked, slowing his pace. He looked over at me with a smirk. "Time for the main event."

Claire pulled off Nigel's cock, gasping for air. "Yes," she panted. "I want both of you. Please."

The brothers exchanged satisfied looks. They repositioned again, with Nigel lying back on the table. Claire straddled him, facing forward this time, and sank down on his cock with a long moan. Marcus moved behind her, his hands spreading her ass cheeks.

"Dylan," Marcus called, not looking away from what he was doing. "Bring me the lube from my jacket pocket."

I hurried to comply, fishing a small bottle from his discarded jacket. I handed it to him, trying not to stare at where my wife was joined with Nigel.

"Good boy," Marcus said condescendingly, taking the lube. "Now, I want you to jerk off. But not just anywhere." He pointed to the black 8 ball, which sat on the edge of the table. "You're going to come on this. Understand?"

I nodded, unbuckling my pants with shaking hands. My cock sprang free, already leaking precum from the extended arousal and humiliation.

Marcus squirted lube onto his fingers and began to work them into Claire's ass. She tensed initially, then relaxed as he prepared her. Nigel remained still inside her, letting his brother do the work.

"That's it," Marcus murmured as Claire began to push back against his fingers. "Ready for both of us, aren't you?"

"Yes," Claire gasped, her eyes closed in concentration. "I'm ready."

I stroked myself slowly, watching as Marcus positioned his cock at Claire's rear entrance. With deliberate slowness, he began to push inside her. Claire's face contorted in a mix of pain and pleasure as she was filled completely, stuffed with cock in both holes.

"Oh my god," she cried out as Marcus seated himself fully inside her. "It's so much. So full."

The brothers began to move in tandem, establishing a rhythm that had Claire moaning uncontrollably between them. Marcus reached around to squeeze her breasts, his large hands easily encompassing them.

"Look at your husband, Claire," Nigel instructed, nodding in my direction. "Look at him jerking off while you take two real men."

Claire's eyes found mine, glazed with pleasure but still able to focus. The connection between us in that moment was electric—humiliating and arousing in equal measure. She held my gaze as the brothers fucked her, her mouth falling open in a silent scream of ecstasy.

"I'm close," Marcus grunted after several minutes of intense thrusting. "Where do you want it, Claire?"

"Inside," she managed between gasps. "Both of you. I want to feel you both come inside me."

Her words pushed me closer to the edge. I stroked faster, positioning myself near the 8 ball as instructed. The brothers increased their pace, their movements becoming less coordinated as they approached their climaxes.

Nigel came first, his head thrown back in pleasure as he emptied himself inside my wife. Marcus followed shortly after, his fingers digging into Claire's hips as he filled her ass with his seed. Claire herself convulsed between them, her own orgasm triggered by the sensation of being filled with their cum.

The sight of my wife climaxing while stuffed with two other men's cocks sent me over the edge. With a strangled groan, I came hard, my seed splattering across the glossy surface of the black 8 ball.

For a moment, the room was filled only with the sound of heavy breathing as everyone recovered. Then Marcus pulled out of Claire, a trickle of his cum following his exit.

"Time for cleanup," he announced, looking directly at me. "Get on the table, Dylan."

My legs felt weak as I climbed onto the pool table. Claire remained on top of Nigel, both their bodies slick with sweat. She gave me a tired smile as I approached on my hands and knees.

"You know what to do," Marcus said, taking a fresh beer from the small fridge and returning to watch.

I did know what to do. I leaned forward and began to lick the mixture of cum leaking from Claire's ass, tasting the bitter saltiness of Marcus's seed. Claire moaned softly as my tongue worked to clean her thoroughly.

When I finished with her ass, Nigel gently lifted Claire off his cock. She moved to the side, lying down on the table and spreading her legs to reveal her well-used pussy, now leaking Nigel's cum.

"All of it," Nigel instructed, standing beside his brother to watch. "Don't miss a drop."

I lowered my face between my wife's thighs and began to lap at her cum-filled pussy. The taste of Nigel mixed with Claire's own flavor filled my mouth. I worked diligently, cleaning every fold and crevice as the Thompson brothers watched and commented.

"Look at that," Marcus chuckled, taking a long swig of his beer. "Born for this, wasn't he?"

"Definitely," Nigel agreed, lighting a cigarette despite the no-smoking sign on the wall. "Never seen someone take to cleaning up another man's cum so naturally."

I ignored their comments, focusing on my task. When Claire was thoroughly cleaned, Marcus pointed to the green felt of the pool table, which had several wet spots from their activities.

"Don't forget the table," he said. "Can't leave it messy."

I moved to the spots of cum, sweat, and other fluids that had dripped onto the felt, licking them clean as well. The rough texture of the felt against my tongue was unpleasant, but I didn't dare complain.

Finally, Marcus pointed to the 8 ball, still covered in my own release. "Finish the job," he ordered.

I picked up the ball and licked it clean, tasting myself as the brothers laughed and clinked their beer bottles together in a toast.

"To Claire," Marcus said, "and her very useful husband."

"Cheers to that," Nigel agreed, taking a long drag from his cigarette.

Claire, who had recovered enough to sit up, reached out and stroked my hair as I finished cleaning the ball.

"Good job, Dylan," she said softly, her eyes showing a mix of gratitude and dominance that confused and aroused me all over again.

As I placed the clean 8 ball back in the rack, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirrored wall behind the bar. Naked from the waist down, on my knees on a pool table, with traces of multiple men's cum still on my face. I hardly recognized myself, but I couldn't deny the thrill that ran through me at the sight.
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I stared at my computer screen, the Excel spreadsheet blurring before my eyes as my mind drifted to the video Claire had sent last night. Numbers and projections were supposed to be my focus, but all I could think about was my wife on her knees, a cock in each hole, her muffled moans barely contained by the thick shaft stretching her lips. My mouse hovered over the folder labeled "Tax Documents 2023"—my pathetic attempt at disguising the video cache. One quick glance around the office confirmed what I already knew: my coworkers were too absorbed in their own mundane Monday tasks to notice what I was about to do.

I clicked the folder, then the file named "Q4_Projections.mp4," and turned my volume down to the barest whisper. The video opened with Claire already sandwiched between Richard and Olivia — the young mistress . I fumbled with my earbuds, plugging them in with trembling fingers as the scene unfolded.

Claire was on her hands and knees, her perfect ass raised high, Richard's thick cock pummeling her from behind while the other woman lay beneath her, face pressed against Claire's breasts. The camera angle captured everything in excruciating detail: Richard's shaft glistening with my wife's arousal, the woman's tongue flicking across Claire's nipples, Claire's face contorted in a mixture of pain and ecstasy that I'd never been able to give her.

"Fuck her harder," the woman urged Richard. "Her husband's going to be jerking off to this later. Let's give him a show."

My cock strained against my slacks as Richard complied, his hips slamming against Claire's ass with enough force to make her cry out. I glanced nervously at my office door, grateful that I'd closed it for "concentration purposes" an hour ago. My hand slipped beneath my desk, pressing against my erection through the fabric.

"You like watching your wife get fucked properly, don't you, cuck?" Richard addressed the camera—addressed me. "Look how wet she is for me. For us. Never this wet for you, is she?"

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. He was right, and we all knew it. Claire had never responded to me the way she did to her bulls, with that animal hunger that transformed her from respected doctor to wanton slut.

The scene shifted as Richard pulled out and the woman crawled from beneath Claire. Together, they repositioned my wife on her back, legs spread wide, the woman kneeling between them. Richard stood at Claire's head, feeding his cock into her mouth while the woman produced a strap-on that looked larger than what I was packing in my pants.

"Both holes filled, just like you love," Mistress Olivia purred, positioning the dildo at Claire's entrance. "Tell your husband how much you need this."

Claire's reply was muffled by Richard's cock, but her eyes found the camera, that knowing look that always sent shivers down my spine. The woman thrust forward, burying the strap-on in Claire's pussy, and began to fuck her in rhythm with Richard's thrusts into her mouth.

I couldn't help myself. I unzipped my pants beneath the desk, my cock springing free. Pre-cum had already soaked through my underwear. I began to stroke myself, slowly at first, trying to maintain some semblance of professionalism despite what I was doing in my corporate cubicle.

On screen, Richard and Olivia increased their pace, fucking Claire from both ends while she moaned and writhed between them. Richard pulled out of her mouth long enough to issue a command: "Tell him."

Claire looked directly into the camera, her lips swollen and wet. "I love being filled from both ends, Dylan. Love being used by real men and women who know how to fuck me properly. Love knowing you're watching and jerking your pathetic cock while I—" Her words dissolved into a scream as Richard thrust back into her mouth, cutting off whatever degradation she'd been about to deliver.

My phone buzzed on my desk, startling me so badly I nearly fell out of my chair. Claire's face flashed on the screen—not the debauched version currently being spit-roasted on my monitor, but her contact photo, professional and composed in her white doctor's coat. I fumbled to close the video and answer the call, my cock still painfully hard in my hand.

"Claire? I—"

"Dylan." Her voice was tight, urgent. "I need you at the hospital. Now. It's an emergency."

My blood ran cold. The arousal that had been building evaporated instantly, replaced by gut-wrenching fear.

"What happened? Are you hurt? What—"

"Just come to the third floor, east wing. Storage room E-319. Hurry."

The line went dead. I stared at the phone, heart hammering against my ribs. Claire was hurt. Or sick. Or—I couldn't even finish the thought. I shoved my still-hard cock back into my pants, zipped up hastily, and grabbed my keys and wallet.

"Family emergency," I mumbled to my boss as I rushed past his office. He nodded sympathetically, unaware that my "emergency" involved my wife at her workplace rather than our actual family members.

The drive to the hospital was a blur of red lights and near-collisions as I pushed my sedan well beyond the speed limit. My mind raced with catastrophic scenarios. Had Claire collapsed during surgery? Been exposed to something infectious? Been attacked by a patient? The October rule (“Hubby has to give the hotwife oral sex directly after every date she has with a bull.“) was furthest from my mind as I screeched into the hospital parking garage and ran for the entrance.

The hospital lobby was a typical Monday afternoon scene: elderly patients waiting for appointments, nurses moving efficiently between stations, the antiseptic smell that never quite masked the underlying scent of sickness. I bypassed the information desk and headed straight for the elevators, punching the button for the third floor with trembling fingers.

As the doors closed, I tried Claire's phone again. No answer. My panic deepened. The elevator seemed to move with excruciating slowness, each floor a lifetime of anxious speculation. When the doors finally opened on three, I burst out, frantically scanning the directional signs for the east wing.

I was halfway down the corridor when a familiar voice called my name.

"Dylan! Over here."

Instead of my wife, her friend Monica stood at the junction of two hallways, her nurse's uniform crisp and professional, her smile anything but. That knowing smirk—the same one she'd worn when she'd served as my "cuck sitter"—sent a jolt of confusion through my panic. Why was she smiling if Claire was in danger?

"Monica, where's Claire? What happened? She called and said—"

"Shhh," Monica pressed a finger to her lips. "Nothing to worry about. Follow me."

Relief and bewilderment battled for dominance as I followed Claire's friend down a less-traveled corridor. The east wing appeared to be primarily offices and storage areas, without the bustle of the main hospital sections.

"Is Claire okay?" I pressed, struggling to keep up with Monica's brisk pace.

She glanced back at me, that damnable smirk still in place. "She's fine. More than fine, actually."

Before I could demand clarification, a door ahead of us opened, and Richard stepped out, adjusting his tie. His surgeon's coat was unbuttoned, and he was tucking his shirt into his pants with hurried movements. Our eyes met, and a slow, satisfied smile spread across his face.

"Right on time," he commented as we approached. "She's waiting for you."

My racing heart skipped several beats as understanding began to dawn. This wasn't a medical emergency at all.

Monica pushed open the door Richard had just exited, revealing a dimly lit storage room filled with medical supplies. Metal shelving units lined the walls, stocked with boxes of gloves, gauze, and various equipment I couldn't identify. In the center of the room stood a stainless steel examination table, and on it lay my wife.

Claire was still wearing her doctor's coat, but it was pushed up around her waist, exposing her lower half completely. Her legs were spread, knees bent, and between her thighs, I could see the unmistakable gleam of fresh semen leaking from her pussy. Her hair was mussed, her lipstick smeared, and she wore the dazed, satisfied expression I'd come to recognize from her videos.

"Dylan," she said, her voice returning to that professional doctor tone despite her compromised position. "Thank you for coming so quickly."

I stood frozen in the doorway, trying to process what I was seeing. Monica brushed past me, moving to stand beside the table.

"What... what is this?" I finally managed.

Claire propped herself up on her elbows, somehow maintaining her clinical demeanor despite being freshly fucked on a hospital table.

"October's rule," she explained, as if it were the most reasonable thing in the world. "Remember? Cleanup duties must be performed immediately after notification, regardless of location or circumstances."

The rule came back to me in a rush. Pushing boundaries of when and where I would be required to fulfill my cuck duties.

"You... you called me to the hospital for this?" I stammered, still struggling to reconcile my earlier panic with the scene before me.

"Richard had a small window between surgeries," Claire explained, gesturing toward the door where the man had disappeared. "And I've been so horny since the weekend. We couldn't wait. But the rule is clear—you have to clean me up immediately."

Monica closed the door behind me, the click of the latch sounding unnervingly final. "Better get to it," she advised, leaning against the wall with her arms crossed. "Richard's cum is dripping all over the exam table, and we can't have that in a hospital environment, can we?"

I swallowed hard, my cock—which had softened during my panicked drive—now hardening again at the sight before me. Claire's pussy was puffy and red, clearly used hard by Richard in their brief encounter. White semen pooled at her entrance, thick and abundant.

"On your knees," Claire ordered, her doctor's voice sending a shiver down my spine.

Like the trained cuck I was, I obeyed without further hesitation. The concrete floor was hard beneath my knees as I positioned myself between Claire's spread legs. Up close, the evidence of Richard's claim on my wife was even more evident—the bruising fingerprints on her inner thighs, the swollen state of her labia, the copious amount of semen he'd deposited inside her.

"Lick it all up," Claire commanded. "Every drop. That's what October is all about—immediate service, no matter where we are."

I leaned forward, extending my tongue to collect the first creamy droplet from the bottom of her slit. The familiar bitter-salt taste of Richard's semen filled my mouth, mixed with the sweeter flavor of Claire's arousal. I worked methodically, lapping up the escaping fluid, then pushing my tongue inside to gather more from her depths.

"That's it," Claire encouraged, one hand finding my hair to guide me. "Good cuck. Clean up every drop of Richard's cum."

I ate her pussy with practiced diligence, my technique honed over months of similar service. Each swipe of my tongue collected more of Richard's essence, each probing dip into her channel brought forth another gush of semen. I swallowed it all, knowing my role, knowing my place.

"He's so good at this," I heard Monica comment from her position by the wall. "Look how eager he is to suck another man's cum from his wife."

"Years of training," Claire replied proudly. "He knows exactly what to do."

Their casual discussion of my submission only heightened my arousal. My cock strained painfully against my pants as I continued my cleanup duties, now focusing on Claire's sensitive clit. She gasped when my tongue flicked across it, her hips bucking slightly against my face.

"Careful," she warned breathlessly. "I'm still sensitive from Richard. He was... particularly forceful today."

I could imagine. The thought of Richard taking Claire roughly against this very table, perhaps bent over it with her face pressed against the very same cold metal, sent a surge of desire through me. I redoubled my efforts, determined to please my wife even as I tasted another man's claim on her.

When I had cleaned every trace of Richard's deposit from Claire's pussy, I sat back on my heels, looking up for approval. Claire's expression was soft now, appreciative.

"Good job," she praised. "Now you can take care of yourself. But don't get any on the floor."

My hands moved to my belt without conscious thought, unbuckling it with clumsy eagerness. Monica's eyes tracked my movements with undisguised amusement as I freed my painfully hard cock.

"Look how turned on he is from eating Richard's cum," she observed. "His dick is practically purple."

I should have been embarrassed—kneeling on a hospital storage room floor, jerking my cock while my wife's colleague watched—but shame had long ago transformed into arousal in our arrangement. I stroked myself frantically, the image of Claire freshly fucked burning in my mind, the taste of Richard's semen still coating my tongue.

"Tell him what Richard did to you," Monica suggested to Claire, her voice dropping to a seductive purr.

Claire smiled wickedly. "He bent me over this table and took me from behind. Didn't even ask, just pushed my panties aside and slammed into me." She stretched languidly, like a satisfied cat. "He came so hard, Dylan. Filled me completely. Said to tell you thanks for keeping his pussy so tight and ready for him."

That was all it took. I came with a strangled groan, my release shooting onto the concrete floor despite Claire's warning. Rope after rope of hot cum splattered between my knees, my orgasm intensified by the taboo location and the taste of Richard still in my mouth.

As the pleasure subsided, reality rushed back in. I was kneeling in a hospital storage room, my softening cock in my hand, a puddle of semen beneath me, while my wife and her friend looked on.

"Jesus, Dylan," Monica sighed, pushing off from the wall. "I told you not to make a mess." She grabbed a roll of paper towels from a nearby shelf and tossed it to me. "Clean that up before someone comes in."

Red-faced, I tucked myself away and began mopping up my release. Claire sat up and adjusted her clothing, smoothing her skirt down over her thighs and buttoning her coat. In seconds, she transformed from wanton sex object back to respected Dr. Howard.

"That was perfect," she said, hopping down from the table.

"How did you arrange this?" I asked, gesturing around the storage room. "Aren't you worried about getting caught?"

Monica laughed. "This wing is being renovated next week. Hardly anyone comes down here. And we're on break for another..." she checked her watch, "eight minutes. Plenty of time."

Claire smoothed her hair and reapplied her lipstick using a small mirror from her pocket. "Besides, risk is what October is all about. The possibility of being caught only makes it hotter."

I couldn't argue with that. Despite the initial panic, despite the inappropriate setting, despite everything—I had just experienced one of the most intense orgasms of my life.

"Now, get back to work," Claire instructed, all business again. "And keep your phone on. You never know when I might need your services again."

I finished cleaning up my mess and rose on shaky legs. Claire gave me a quick peck on the cheek—chaste, collegial, nothing like the woman who had just ordered me to eat another man's cum from her pussy—and headed for the door.

"Coming, Monica? We've got rounds in ten minutes."

Monica nodded, then turned to me with that knowing smirk. "See you around, cuck. Maybe next time I'll be the one using your cleanup services."

The two women left me standing alone in the storage room, my heart still racing, my mind struggling to process what had just happened. As I made my way back through the hospital corridors, past doctors and nurses and patients who had no idea what had transpired in room E-319, I realized just how far down this rabbit hole Claire and I had gone.
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“No anal sex for hubby.”
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The pot roast sat steaming on my mother-in-law's antique china, the rich aroma filling the dining room with promises of normalcy. But as I smiled and nodded at Claire's father droning on about property taxes, my mind was elsewhere – specifically on the image of my wife bent over our kitchen counter last weekend, Marcus's thick black cock stretching her pussy while his brother Nigel forced himself between her perfect lips. The memory made my cock twitch against the seam of my slacks, even as I passed the gravy boat to Claire's mother with my best son-in-law smile.

"More potatoes, Dylan?" Claire's mother asked, her cardigan perfectly matched to the autumn-themed centerpiece. Everything about Claire's parents screamed suburban perfection – from their tasteful home to their forty-year marriage. If they only knew what their doctor daughter liked to do in her free time.

"Please," I replied, extending my plate. "Everything is delicious, as always."

Claire squeezed my thigh under the table, a secret communication. Her fingertips inched dangerously close to my growing erection, and I wondered if she was thinking about the same things I was. Her face revealed nothing – the picture of daughterly devotion as she sipped her wine and asked about her father's golf game.

"I finally broke ninety last weekend," her father announced proudly, cutting into his meat with surgical precision. "First time since my back surgery."

I nodded appreciatively while in my mind, I watched Marcus spread Claire's ass cheeks apart. The stark contrast of his dark hands against her pale flesh had been mesmerizing, almost artistic. I was standing in the corner of our bedroom, hand wrapped around my cock, as Nigel entered her from behind, the two brothers high-fiving over my wife's arched back.

"Dylan's been playing a bit of golf too," Claire volunteered, her voice pulling me back to the dinner table. "Haven't you, honey?"

I cleared my throat. "Just at the driving range. Nothing serious."

"You should join me sometime," her father offered. "The course I play isn't too expensive."

I nodded again, smiling. "I'd like that."

What I'd really like was to watch Nigel fuck my wife's face again while she moaned around his cock, her eyes watering with the effort of taking him so deep. The brothers had been ruthless with her last weekend, calling her filthy names that made her pussy drip. I remembered how she'd looked at me while they used her – eyes glazed with lust but still searching for mine, making sure I was watching, making sure I was enjoying her debasement as much as she was.

"Did you hear about the Petersons' son?" Claire's mother asked, redirecting the conversation toward neighborhood gossip. "Apparently, he's dropped out of law school to join some tech startup."

Claire made appropriate noises of surprise while sliding her hand fully onto my erection under the table. She knew exactly what I was thinking about. She always did. We had developed a telepathy of perversion over the years of our marriage, each understanding the other's darkest desires without having to speak them aloud.

"Such a shame," her father commented. "All that education wasted."

I forced myself to focus on the conversation, but Claire's gentle pressure against my cock made it nearly impossible. My mind flashed to Marcus's hand wrapped in her hair, pulling her head back as he pounded into her from behind. "Take it all, doctor slut," he'd growled. "Show your husband how much you love big black cock."

And she had shown me. God, she had shown me so completely.

"More wine, Dylan?" Claire's mother asked, already reaching for the bottle.

"Please," I said, perhaps too eagerly. I needed something to wash down the lust that was threatening to choke me.

Claire's fingers traced the outline of my cock through my pants with exquisite precision. She knew exactly how to touch me – just enough to keep me hard and desperate, not enough to give me any relief. All while discussing hospital politics with her mother.

"The new chief of surgery is impossible," Claire was saying, her professional persona firmly in place. "He wants to implement all these new protocols without any input from the actual doctors who'll be using them."

I watched her speak, her lips forming each word with careful articulation, and remembered those same lips stretched around Nigel's impressive girth, how she'd looked up at him with hungry eyes while Marcus urged his brother on. "Fuck her face," he'd said. "She loves that shit."

And she had. My beautiful, accomplished wife had loved every degrading second of it.

"That's bureaucracy for you," Claire's father said with the confidence of someone who's been comfortably retired for years. "Always been the same."

Dinner dragged on for what felt like hours, my cock painfully hard as Claire's teasing touches came and went. By the time her mother brought out the apple pie, I was a mess of conflicting desires – desperate to leave so I could have Claire to myself, yet perversely enjoying the torture of sitting across from her parents while my mind replayed scene after scene of her depravity.

"You two should stay the night," Claire's mother suggested as she served the pie. "The guest room is all made up."

"We can't, Mom," Claire replied smoothly. "I have an early shift tomorrow, and Dylan has that project deadline."

I had no project deadline. What we had was a mutual, burning need to fuck that couldn't wait for the hour-long drive home.

After dessert and coffee, Claire's parents settled into their familiar evening routine – her father in his recliner, her mother on the couch, the TV tuned to some mindless game show.

"We'll just head upstairs for a bit before we drive back," Claire announced casually. "I want to look through some of my old things in the closet."

Her mother waved us off without looking away from the TV, and we climbed the stairs with deliberate slowness, maintaining the pretense until we were safely ensconced in Claire's childhood bedroom. The room had been redecorated years ago, transformed from a teenager's sanctuary into a generic guest room, but there were still hints of the girl Claire had been – a forgotten trophy on a high shelf, a faded poster partially visible behind the dresser.

The moment the door closed behind us, Claire was on me, her mouth hungry against mine, her hands tearing at my belt.

"You've been thinking about them all night, haven't you?" she whispered against my lips. "About Marcus and Nigel fucking me?"

"Yes," I admitted, my voice ragged with need. "Couldn't stop thinking about it."

She pushed me back onto the bed and straddled me, her skirt riding up to reveal she wasn't wearing panties. The heat of her pussy pressed against my clothed erection.

"You love being a cuck, don't you?" she asked, grinding against me. "Love watching those big black bulls stretch my tight little holes?"

I groaned, my hips bucking up to meet her. "Fuck, Claire. Yes."

She leaned down to whisper in my ear, her voice a dirty promise. "Remember the November rule, though. You're not allowed in my ass this month."

Indeed, per the reddit rules, this month, ass fucking was off the table for me, though not for her bulls.

"I remember," I gasped as she slid down my body.

"But I'll let you eat it," she said, already unbuttoning my pants. "Would you like that? To rim your wife while we try not to make a sound so my parents don't hear how depraved their daughter and son-in-law really are?"

My cock throbbed in response, a drop of pre-cum soaking through my boxers. Claire saw it and smiled wickedly.

"That's what I thought."

She stripped me efficiently, then slowly removed her own clothes, putting on a show that had me stroking myself despite my best efforts to hold back. When she was naked, she turned and presented her ass to me, climbing onto the bed on all fours.

"Come eat me," she commanded softly. "Show me how much you want me."

I didn't need to be told twice. I buried my face between her cheeks, my tongue finding her tight rim and circling it with devoted attention. She tasted clean and slightly floral from her shower before we'd left home, and I lapped at her hungrily, savoring her soft moans.

"That's it," she whispered. "Get it nice and wet. Just like you do when you're cleaning Marcus's cum from it."

The mention of Marcus sent another jolt of arousal through me. I redoubled my efforts, pushing my tongue into her ass as far as I could, feeling her muscles clench and release around me.

"Touch my pussy," she demanded, and I reached around to find her absolutely soaked, her juices coating my fingers as I slid them through her folds.

I rimmed her for what seemed like ages, until my jaw ached and her thighs trembled. She was close to coming, I could tell from the way she pushed back against my face, from the desperate, breathy sounds she was making.

"Fuck me now," she finally said, turning over onto her back. "I need you inside me."

I positioned myself between her legs, my cock achingly hard. As I pushed into her wet heat, she wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper.

"Remember," she whispered, "you have to be quiet. My parents are right downstairs."

The forbidden nature of it, fucking in her childhood bedroom with her parents just a floor below us, combined with the memories of watching her take two massive cocks simultaneously, pushed me dangerously close to the edge immediately.

"Think about how loose I was after they were done with me," she murmured, her breath hot against my ear. "How their cum dripped out of me for hours afterward."

"Fuck, Claire," I gasped, trying desperately to maintain some semblance of control.

"You love it," she insisted, her inner muscles clenching around me. "Love being the cleanup cuck, love tasting other men on me."

I couldn't deny it. The humiliation, the possession, the watching – it all fed something primal in me that I never knew existed until Claire had awakened it.

We moved together in practiced synchrony, our bodies finding the familiar rhythm that could bring us both to completion quickly when needed. And we needed it now, with the constant danger of discovery adding an electric undercurrent to our coupling.

"Come inside me," she urged, her voice tight with approaching orgasm. "Fill me up like they do."

That was all it took. I buried myself as deep as I could and exploded, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her welcoming body. She followed a moment later, her body arching beneath mine, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

We lay together afterward, sweaty and sated, listening to the distant sounds of the television downstairs and trying to slow our racing hearts.

"We should probably go say goodbye soon," Claire said eventually, trailing her fingers over my chest.

"Probably," I agreed, though I made no move to get up.

She turned to look at me, her face soft in the dim light. "Did you enjoy dinner?"

I laughed quietly. "You know exactly what I was thinking about the whole time."

"I do," she said, a satisfied smile playing across her lips. "That's why I kept touching you under the table. I love knowing you're sitting there all proper, making small talk with my parents while imagining me being fucked by other men."

"You're evil," I said, but there was only affection in my voice.

"And you love it," she replied, leaning in to kiss me softly.

I couldn't argue with that. I did love it – loved her, loved our life, loved the twisted, beautiful arrangement we'd crafted together. Even as we dressed and prepared to face her parents again with innocent smiles and polite goodbyes, I was already looking forward to next weekend, and whatever new depravity awaited us.
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When Saturday finally arrived, I came home from my morning run to find our bedroom door closed, a simple note taped to it: "Shower. Then enter naked." My cock hardened instantly, knowing what awaited me. Claire only brought out the latex when she planned to completely dominate me, to reduce me to nothing but a trembling, begging vessel for her pleasure. I couldn't get under the hot spray fast enough.

I scrubbed every inch of my body meticulously, knowing Claire would inspect me. She had standards when she became Mistress. Exacting, merciless standards. After drying off, I stood outside our bedroom door, took a deep breath, and knocked softly.

"Enter." Her voice was different – lower, colder, infused with authority.

I stepped inside and froze, my breath catching in my throat. Claire stood in the center of our bedroom, transformed. The overhead lights had been replaced with strategic lamps that cast dramatic shadows, highlighting the gleaming black latex that encased her body like a second skin. The catsuit hugged every curve, accentuating her breasts and narrowing at her waist before flaring out over her hips. Thigh-high boots with needle-thin heels added inches to her height, making her tower over me. Her hair was pulled back severely, and dark makeup accentuated her eyes, giving them a predatory gleam.

She didn't look like my wife anymore. She looked like a goddess. A cruel, magnificent goddess.

"Close the door and kneel," she commanded, tapping a riding crop against her thigh. I hadn't even noticed it in her hand.

I obeyed instantly, closing the door and dropping to my knees on the hardwood floor. The discomfort was immediate, but I knew better than to move or complain.

"Look at you," she said, slowly circling me. "So eager. So pathetic."

The latex of her outfit creaked softly with each deliberate step, the sound mingling with the click of her heels on the floor. I kept my eyes down, my cock already fully erect and pointing upward, betraying my arousal at her disdain.

"Hands out in front of you, palms up."

I extended my arms, presenting my hands as ordered. She continued her slow circuit around me, letting the anticipation build. When she finally stepped in front of me again, she lifted one boot and placed it delicately on my right palm.

"Tell me what you are," she demanded.

"A cuck," I answered immediately.

She pressed down slightly, the point of her heel digging into my flesh. Not enough to break skin, but enough to send a bolt of pain up my arm.

"More specific."

I swallowed hard. "I'm your cleanup cuck, Mistress."

A cruel smile curved her painted lips. "That's right. You're my cleanup cuck. The husband who gets off watching his wife get fucked by real men." She increased the pressure incrementally, watching my face contort as the pain intensified. "Tell me what you thought about all week."

"You," I gasped. "You with Marcus and Nigel."

She lifted her foot, providing momentary relief, only to place it on my other palm with more force than before.

"Details," she insisted. "I want to hear how pathetic your fantasies are."

The pain sharpened my focus, making the words pour out. "I thought about them taking turns with you. Marcus in your pussy while Nigel fucked your mouth. How they called you names and made you beg. How full you looked, stuffed with their cocks while I just watched and jerked off."

"And you loved it, didn't you?" She ground her heel into my palm, and I couldn't suppress a whimper. "You loved watching your wife being used like a slut by two black bulls."

"Yes, Mistress."

She removed her foot from my hand and used the tip of her boot to nudge my erection. "This disgusting little thing proves it. Hard just from talking about it." She stepped back and pointed to the floor directly in front of her. "Crawl to me."

I moved forward on my hands and knees until I was positioned before her, my face level with her latex-covered thighs. The smell of the material filled my nostrils – chemical, erotic, intimidating.

"You know what's pathetic?" Claire asked, running the crop along my shoulder. "How you pretend to be a normal husband in front of my parents, in front of our friends. How you smile and nod and act like you're not constantly thinking about me getting railed by men with cocks twice the size of yours."

I shuddered at her words, my erection throbbing painfully.

"I was thinking how beautiful you looked," I admitted, my voice tight with desire and the pain from her heel digging into my flesh. "How perfect. Taking all those cocks at once."

"And?"

I knew what she wanted to hear. The darkest part of my fantasy, the thing that made me feel both ashamed and incredibly aroused.

"How I wished they would let me join," I whispered. "Not to fuck you. Just to... to clean you. To taste them on you."

"That's right," she said, pressing harder with her heel until I gasped. "Because you're not just a cuck. You're a cleanup cuck. You get off on licking other men's cum out of your wife." She lifted her foot and placed it on my other thigh, leaving an angry red mark behind. "Admit it."

"I admit it," I said obediently, my cock leaking pre-cum now. "I love it. I love tasting them on you, inside you."

Claire's expression was one of calculated disgust, but I could see the flush on her chest, the rapid rise and fall of her breasts beneath the latex. My submission, my degradation – it excited her as much as it did me.

"On your back," she ordered, stepping away.

I lay down on the hardwood floor, wincing as my sore thighs made contact with the unyielding surface. Claire stood over me, one foot on either side of my head, looking down at me from her commanding height. Slowly, deliberately, she reached behind herself and unzipped a strategic opening in the catsuit, revealing her ass and pussy.

"You know what comes next," she said, lowering herself until she was hovering just above my face. "Make me come with your tongue, and maybe – maybe – I'll let you come too."

I reached up to grasp her thighs, but she slapped my hands away.

"No touching. Just your mouth."

She descended fully then, her ass pressing against my face, cutting off my air. I extended my tongue immediately, finding her asshole and circling it as I had done in her parents' house the weekend before. She sighed above me, a sound of pure satisfaction.

"That's it," she murmured. "Rim your Mistress while I tell you what a pathetic husband you are."

I lapped eagerly at her tight hole, savoring her taste, the intimacy of the act contrasting sharply with her cruel words.

"You know what Marcus said to me yesterday?" she asked conversationally, as if we were discussing the weather and not engaged in the most depraved act imaginable. "He said he's bringing three friends next time. Three new bulls who've never had a white chick before. They're going to take turns with me while you watch." She ground down harder on my face. "He said they might let you fluff them if you beg nicely. Would you like that, cuck? To get their big black cocks hard with your mouth before they fuck your wife?"

I moaned against her ass, the vibrations making her shiver. The thought of being used that way, of being reduced to a mere accessory to their pleasure, sent a wave of shameful arousal through me.

"I thought so," Claire said smugly. "Now, make me come. I want your tongue in my pussy."

She shifted forward slightly, positioning her soaked cunt over my mouth. I dove in eagerly, my tongue parting her folds and seeking out her clit. She was already swollen and sensitive, her juices flowing freely over my chin and neck.

"Yes," she hissed as I found the right spot. "Right there. Don't stop."

I worked her with single-minded devotion, licking and sucking at her clit while trying to push my tongue inside her as far as I could reach. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, and her breathing grew more ragged.

"This is what you're good for," she panted. "Being a cum dumpster for real men and a tongue for me."

Her words pushed me further into submission, making me redouble my efforts to please her. I traced alphabet letters against her clit, a technique that never failed to drive her wild. When I reached 'K', she began to buck against my face.

"Fuck, I'm coming," she gasped, grinding down hard, holding my head by my hair. "Don't you dare stop!"

I held on, maintaining the pressure and rhythm as she rode out her orgasm, her thighs clamping around my head and her pussy pulsing against my tongue. When the last aftershock had passed through her, she lifted herself off me, leaving me gasping for air, my face shiny with her juices.

Without a word, she moved to straddle my hips, careful to position herself so that my cock was pressed against my stomach, not inside her. From a pocket in her catsuit, she produced a pair of latex gloves, which she pulled on with clinical precision.

"Now," she said, looking down at me with renewed composure, "let's see about your reward."

She wrapped one gloved hand around my cock, the latex cool and smooth against my heated flesh. With her other hand, she cupped my balls, applying just enough pressure to make me suck in a breath.

"You don't deserve to come," she informed me coolly. "But I'm feeling generous today."

She began to stroke, her movements deliberate and methodical. The latex created an unusual sensation – slick yet dragging, intensifying every motion. I groaned, my hips trying to thrust upward, but her weight kept me pinned.

"Tell me again what you are," she demanded, increasing her pace.

"A cleanup cuck," I gasped, the pleasure building rapidly. "Your cleanup cuck."

"And what do cleanup cucks do?"

"They... they watch their wives get fucked by better men," I panted. "They lick up the mess afterward."

She twisted her wrist on the upstroke, making me cry out. "And do they get to fuck their wives?"

"Only... only after the bulls are done," I managed, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls that signaled my approaching climax. "Only to feel their cum inside her."

"That's right," Claire said, leaning down so that her face was inches from mine. "And remember the November rule – you don't get to fuck my ass this month. That's reserved for real men. For Marcus and Nigel and whoever else I choose to give it to."

The reminder of my restriction, of my place in her sexual hierarchy, was the final push I needed. My orgasm hit me with devastating force, making me arch off the floor despite Claire's weight on me. She continued to stroke, milking every drop of cum from my cock as it spurted over my stomach and chest, some reaching as high as my collarbone.

When I was completely spent, she released me and stood, looking down at the mess I'd made of myself.

"Look at you," she said, disgust and affection mingling in her voice. "Covered in your own pathetic cum." She reached down and gathered some on her gloved finger, then brought it to my lips. "Clean it up."

I opened my mouth obediently, tasting myself on the latex as she pushed her finger inside. I sucked it clean, maintaining eye contact with her the entire time.

"Good boy," she said, finally allowing a genuine smile to break through her dominatrix persona. She peeled off the gloves and tossed them aside, then extended a hand to help me up.

As I stood on shaky legs, she pulled me into a kiss that was surprisingly tender given the scene we'd just enacted.

"Was that what you needed?" she asked softly, her dominant character set aside for the moment.

I nodded, still too overwhelmed to speak properly. She smiled again and stroked my cheek.

"Take a shower and rest. I'll make us some dinner." She turned toward the door, the latex still gleaming in the dim light. At the threshold, she paused and looked back at me, a wicked glint returning to her eye. "And remember, next week is the Halloween party. Who knows what might happen there?"

With that tantalizing promise, she was gone, leaving me to contemplate what new debaucheries awaited us. As I headed to the shower, I realized I was already half-hard again at the possibilities.
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The invitation came from someone Claire knew through the hospital – a colleague of a colleague who supposedly threw the most exclusive Halloween parties in the suburbs. "Bring costumes," the text read. "Leave your inhibitions at home." As I adjusted my Mulder suit and loosened the replica FBI badge at my belt, I watched Claire slip into her Catwoman outfit, the faux leather hugging every curve of her body, strategic cutouts revealing tantalizing glimpses of skin. The mask framed her eyes, making them look wilder, more dangerous. My mouth went dry at the sight. "You realize we're going to fuck strangers tonight, don't you?" she asked casually, as if discussing dinner plans. My cock twitched in response. She always knew exactly what to say to make my blood rush south.

We drove through the winding suburban streets, following the GPS to a large house set back from the road, surrounded by towering pine trees that muted the sounds from inside. Jack-o'-lanterns lined the cobblestone walkway, their flickering grins promising wicked delights. The thump of bass grew louder as we approached the front door, which swung open before we could knock.

Our host – a man whose name I'd already forgotten – greeted us with champagne flutes filled with something electric blue. He wore an elaborate pirate costume, complete with a real gold hoop earring and a silk shirt open to his navel.

"Welcome to the party of the year," he said, his eyes lingering appreciatively on Claire's exposed cleavage. "Drink up. Mingle. There are no rules here except one – whatever happens, happens with consent."

I sipped the drink, surprised by its potency. Vodka and something fruity, but strong enough to make my eyes water. Claire downed hers in one graceful swallow, her throat working in a way that made me think of her swallowing something else entirely.

"The play rooms are downstairs and upstairs," our host continued, gesturing vaguely. "Main floor is for socializing and... warming up." His eyes twinkled with suggestion. "Enjoy yourselves."

Before we could respond, a woman in a Playboy bunny costume – or at least the ears and tail part of one, as she wore nothing but a corset that pushed her enormous fake breasts up to her chin – sidled up to him and whispered something in his ear. He grinned, slapped her ass hard enough to leave a mark, and excused himself.

"Let's explore," Claire said, taking my hand and leading me deeper into the house.

The living room had been transformed into a dance floor, with pulsing lights and smoke machines creating an otherworldly atmosphere. Couples and groups gyrated against each other, the dancing already more like foreplay than anything socially acceptable. I spotted a woman in a nurse costume giving a lap dance to someone dressed as the Joker, her skirt hiked up to reveal she wasn't wearing underwear.

We had barely made it to the makeshift bar when I noticed a man in a clown costume approaching. Not a cheerful circus clown – this was something darker, sexier, with black and white makeup accentuating sharp cheekbones and full lips. His costume was minimalist, showing off his sculpted chest and arms, the chocolate brown of his skin making the white face paint stand out starkly.

"Catwoman," he said, his voice deep and melodic as he addressed Claire. "I've been looking for you all night."

Claire's smile was predatory as she looked him up and down. "Have you now, clown? And what do you want with me?"

"I think we both know," he replied, stepping closer, completely ignoring my presence. "I've got something you want to play with."

I watched, my cock already hardening, as Claire leaned in to whisper something in the clown's ear. He laughed, a rich sound that carried even over the music, and offered her his arm. She took it without hesitation, only turning back to give me a wink and mouth, "Find me later."

And just like that, I was alone, watching my wife disappear into the crowd with a stranger. The familiar mix of jealousy, excitement, and arousal flooded through me. I headed to the bar, ordered a whiskey neat, and decided to do some exploring of my own.

The house was massive, with each room offering new surprises. In what was probably normally a dining room, a woman dressed as Wonder Woman was bent over a table, being spanked by Captain America while she enthusiastically sucked Batman's cock. In the kitchen, a group was playing some kind of strip poker variant that seemed to involve body shots for each losing hand.

I wandered upstairs, drink in hand, my FBI costume drawing curious glances but no approaches. That was fine by me – I was hunting for Claire, imagining what that clown might be doing to her.

The upstairs hallway branched off to several bedrooms, each with its door slightly ajar. From one came the sounds of a woman's ecstatic moans; from another, the distinct crack of a whip followed by a man's pleasured cry. I peeked into a room where a woman dressed as a devil was riding a man in a Thor costume, her red tail swishing with each bounce.

But it was the room at the end of the hall that truly caught my attention. The door was wide open, revealing what had been transformed into a dungeon-like space. Red lights cast an infernal glow over the scene: a redheaded woman in a torn nun's habit kneeling on the floor, her wrists and ankles bound with leather cuffs. Behind her stood a man in a priest costume, wielding a flogger that he brought down across her exposed ass with practiced precision. In front of her knelt a muscular guy in a Superman outfit, his costume pulled down to reveal a cock that certainly lived up to the "Man of Steel" moniker, which he was feeding into the nun's eagerly accepting mouth.

"Confess your sins, Sister," the priest growled, landing another strike that made the nun squirm and moan around Superman's thick shaft.

I leaned against the doorframe, transfixed. The priest's flogger left beautiful red lines across the nun's pale ass, while Superman gripped her hair, controlling the depth and pace of his thrusts. She gagged slightly when he pushed too deep, but her eyes rolled back in clear ecstasy.

Almost unconsciously, I had unzipped my costume pants and begun stroking myself. I wasn't the only voyeur; several other partygoers had gathered to watch the blasphemous scene unfold.

"Harder," Superman commanded the priest. "Make her repent."

The priest obliged, switching to a leather paddle that produced a satisfying CRACK with each impact. The nun's muffled screams grew louder, but she never used what I assumed was their safe word. Instead, she seemed to push back into each strike, seeking more punishment, more pleasure.

I stroked faster, my breath coming in short gasps, as Superman pulled out of the nun's mouth and moved behind her. The priest took his place in front, grabbing her by the hair and shoving his cock between her swollen lips. Superman positioned himself at her entrance, his impressive member glistening with her saliva, and thrust in with a single, powerful movement that made the nun cry out loud.

They established a brutal rhythm, spitroasting the nun between them, their costumed bodies moving in perfect synchrony. The nun's cries grew more desperate, more primal, as they used her from both ends.

I was close to coming just from watching when I remembered Claire. With considerable effort, I tucked my throbbing cock back into my pants and continued my search, my desire to find my wife now almost painful in its intensity.

The basement level was where I finally found her. Unlike the dungeon aesthetics upstairs, this space had been decorated like an old-fashioned brothel, with red velvet wallpaper, ornate gilt mirrors, and plush Victorian-style furniture. The central room had several chaise lounges and a massive four-poster bed, all occupied by various combinations of bodies in different stages of undress and depravity.

And there, in the center of it all, was Claire.

Her Catwoman costume was in tatters, the top ripped open to expose her breasts, the bottom torn away to grant access to her pussy and ass. She was on her knees on a red velvet sofa, sandwiched between two men – the clown I'd seen earlier beneath her, his white and black makeup smeared across his black face and my wife’s perky breasts, and a new addition, a muscular man in a tactical SWAT costume that was now mostly removed, revealing his sculpted body.

The clown was on his back, thrusting up into Claire's pussy, while the SWAT guy knelt behind her, his cock buried in her ass. They moved together in a practiced rhythm that suggested they'd been at this for some time. Claire's face was a mask of pure ecstasy, her head thrown back against the SWAT guy's shoulder, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

I approached slowly, my own arousal reaching new heights at the sight of my wife being so thoroughly used by these two strangers. Neither man acknowledged me, too focused on their own pleasure and Claire's, but she saw me. Our eyes locked across the room, and the smile she gave me was both loving and filthy. She knew exactly what seeing her like this did to me.

"That's it, take it all," the clown grunted, his hips driving upward with enough force to make Claire's breasts bounce. "Fuck, your pussy is so tight even with my buddy in your ass."

The SWAT guy had a firm grip on Claire's hips, controlling the pace of their shared penetration. "Best fucking Catwoman ever," he growled, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Taking both our cocks like a champion."

I found a spot at the edge of the sofa where I could watch unobstructed. Claire's Catwoman mask was askew, her makeup smeared with sweat and saliva. She had never looked more beautiful to me.

"Oh god, yes," she moaned as the men increased their pace. "Fuck me harder. Fill both my holes."

The clown reached up to roughly squeeze her breasts, pinching her nipples and making her cry out. "You like that, Catwoman? Like being stuffed full of cock while your husband watches?"

So they knew I was her husband. The realization sent another jolt of arousal through me.

"Yes," Claire gasped, her eyes still locked with mine even as the SWAT guy grabbed her hair and pulled her head back sharply. "I love it. Love being fucked while he watches."

The SWAT guy looked over at me then, a smirk playing across his lips. "What do you think, FBI man? We treating your wife right?"

I nodded, unable to form words as I watched my wife's body being manipulated between these two strangers. My hand had found its way back to my cock, stroking it through my pants.

"I'm close," Claire warned, her voice tight with approaching orgasm. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

The men responded by somehow increasing their pace even further, their bodies slapping against hers with enough force that I wondered how she could bear it. But the expression on her face was one of pure bliss, not pain.

"Come on our cocks, Catwoman," the clown urged, his own face contorted with the effort of holding back his climax. "Show your husband how much you love getting double-stuffed by strangers."

Claire's entire body tensed, and then she was coming, a series of violent tremors that shook her from head to toe. She screamed – actually screamed – her orgasm ripping through her with an intensity I'd rarely seen. Her pussy and ass must have clenched around the two cocks inside her, because both men groaned in unison.

"Fuck, I'm coming," the SWAT guy announced, his rhythm faltering as he drove deep into Claire's ass one final time. "Taking your wife's ass, FBI man. Filling it with my cum." And he really emptied his balls in my wife’s back door with small thrust, keeping his huge cock balls deep in her all along.

The clown wasn't far behind, his hips jerking upward as he too reached his peak. "Pussy's mine," he grunted, holding Claire down on his cock as he emptied himself inside her. He must have come like a stallion as Claire looked at him with her eyes wide.

For long moments, the three of them remained locked together, panting and sweaty, their bodies gradually coming down from the shared high. Then the SWAT guy slowly withdrew from Claire's ass, his cock still semi-hard and glistening with lube and cum.

"Damn, that was good," he said, giving Claire's ass an appreciative slap before falling back into a nearby armchair.

The clown helped Claire lift off him, his softening cock slipping from her pussy with a wet sound. Cum immediately began to leak from her, dripping onto the velvet sofa.

"Looks like we made quite a mess of your wife," the clown said, addressing me directly for the first time. He sat up, adjusting what remained of his costume. "You gonna clean her up?"

It wasn't really a question. It was an invitation – one that both Claire and I had been anticipating all night.

"Yes," I said, finally finding my voice. "I am."

The clown grinned, his white makeup cracked around his mouth. "Then get to it, cuck. Show us how it's done."

I approached the sofa, where Claire had collapsed onto her back, her legs spread wide, cum leaking from both her pussy and ass. She looked up at me with heavy-lidded eyes, a satisfied smile playing across her lips.

"Cleanup time, husband," she purred.

I knelt between her legs without hesitation, my tongue finding her well fucked, reddening pussy first. The taste of the clown's cum mixed with her own juices flooded my mouth – salty, bitter, intoxicating. I lapped at her eagerly, making sure to catch every drop that tried to escape. Claire enjoyed it with her haid laid back, taking deep breath after the hardcore fucking she had just received from these guys.

"That's it," the SWAT guy encouraged from his chair. "Lick your wife's well-fucked pussy clean. Get all my buddy's cum."

Claire moaned above me, her hands finding my hair and pushing me deeper. "Don't forget my ass," she reminded me. "It's dripping too."

I moved lower, my tongue circling her stretched rim before pushing inside to taste the SWAT guy's deposit. The musky, forbidden flavor made my already hard cock throb painfully against my costume pants as I pushed my tongue as deep in my wife’s swollen back door as I could.

"Look at him go," the clown commented, sounding impressed. "Man loves eating cum from his wife's holes."

"Best cleanup cuck I've ever seen," the SWAT guy agreed with a laugh.

Their commentary only fueled my enthusiasm, making me work harder to ensure I gathered every drop from both of Claire's well-used openings. When I was satisfied that I'd cleaned her thoroughly, I looked up, my face shiny with the mixture of their cum and Claire's juices.

"Now fuck me," Claire demanded, spreading her legs wider. "I want your cock inside me."

I hurriedly unbuckled my pants, freeing my painfully hard erection. The two strangers watched with interest as I positioned myself at Claire's entrance and thrust inside in one smooth motion. She was still so wet, so open from the clown's earlier attentions, that I met no resistance whatsoever.

"God, you feel amazing," I groaned, savoring the hot, slick channel that had so recently accommodated another man.

"Remember," Claire said, a teasing lilt to her voice despite her exhaustion, "the November rule. You can't fuck my ass this month."

The reminder – delivered in front of these strangers who had just witnessed one of them doing exactly what I was forbidden to do – sent a jolt of humiliation and arousal through me. The clown and SWAT guy exchanged amused glances.

"November rule?" the clown inquired.

"He's not allowed in my ass this month," Claire explained casually while I thrust deep inside her, as if discussing a household chore distribution. "That's reserved for real men. Like you two."

Their laughter should have been mortifying, but instead, it pushed me closer to the edge. I began thrusting in earnest, the knowledge that I was fucking my wife's cum-filled pussy after these men had used her so thoroughly overwhelming me with perverse pleasure.

"That's it, husband," Claire encouraged, her hips rising to meet mine. "Fuck me with their cum still inside me. Show them what a good cuck you are."

It was too much. With a strangled cry, I drove deep into Claire's pussy and came harder than I had in weeks, adding my own seed to the mixture already filling her. The strangers cheered loudly, their approval washing over me as I emptied myself inside my wife.

After I caught my breath, I carefully withdrew, watching with satisfaction as our combined fluids leaked from Claire's well-used pussy. She sat up slowly, wincing slightly – a reminder of the vigorous attention her body had received.

"Help me get dressed," she said softly, the dominatrix edge gone from her voice now that we'd both gotten what we needed.

I gathered the tattered remains of her Catwoman costume while the two strangers began putting their own clothes back in order.

"You two should come to more parties," the SWAT guy said, adjusting his tactical belt. "Not every couple is cool with sharing like you are."

"Yeah," the clown agreed, wiping the last of his makeup off with what looked like someone's discarded T-shirt. "Most husbands get all jealous and shit. Nice to meet one who knows his place."

I should have been offended, but their words only filled me with a strange pride. I did know my place – beside Claire, supporting her desires while fulfilling my own twisted needs.

"Maybe we will," Claire replied, leaning against me as I helped her into what remained of her costume. "Thanks for the fun, boys."

We left them in the brothel room and made our way back upstairs. The party was still in full swing, but we'd gotten what we came for. As we stepped out into the cool night air, Claire took my hand, squeezing it gently.

"Happy Halloween, Dylan," she said, her voice filled with genuine affection.

"Happy Halloween, Claire," I replied, bringing her hand to my lips for a kiss.

We walked to our car hand in hand, satiated and connected in our shared depravity. Whatever others might think of our arrangement, it worked for us. And as we drove home through the quiet suburban streets, Claire's head resting on my shoulder, I couldn't imagine wanting anything different.
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“Hubby can only cum while the wife is on a date with a bull.”

1

The hot water sluiced down my back as I worked shampoo into my hair, eager to get clean and join Claire in a morning quickie before we both headed to work. I'd been rock hard since waking up, spooned against her perfect ass, my cock nestled between her cheeks like it belonged there. When she slipped into the shower behind me, pressing her slick, soapy breasts against my back, I thought I'd finally get some relief. Instead, she reached around, gave my cock one teasing stroke, and whispered the words that would haunt me for the next several days.

"Remember the new rule for December, honey," she purred, her lips brushing against my ear as the steam swirled around us. "Hubby can only cum while the hotwife is on a date with a bull."

My cock twitched painfully in her hand. "What? That's the rule?"

She gave me another leisurely stroke, thumb circling the sensitive head, spreading the pre-cum that was already beading there despite my shock. "That's right. No release unless I'm out getting fucked by someone else. Or—" her hand tightened slightly, "—unless you're watching me live."

I turned to face her, water cascading down between us. Her nipples were hard, her skin flushed pink from the heat. "But that's—"

"Cruel?" She smiled, releasing my cock and stepping back slightly. "Maybe. But you'll love it. Trust me."

She grabbed the soap and began lathering herself with deliberate slowness, paying special attention to her breasts, making sure I watched as she slid soapy hands over her nipples, down her flat stomach, between her thighs.

"So I just have blue balls until...when?" I asked, my voice embarrassingly strained.

"Until Friday. Richard's hosting a little gathering at his place. He's going to stream it for you." She rinsed herself quickly and stepped out of the shower, leaving me stunned and achingly hard. "Don't touch yourself until then. That's part of the rule too."

The bathroom door clicked shut behind her. I stood under the spray, cock throbbing, torn between frustration and a perverse excitement that made my pulse race. The new rules were getting more elaborate, more controlling—and God help me, more arousing—each month.

By Friday, I was practically climbing the walls. Four days without release, with Claire teasing me mercilessly each night—parading around in sheer lingerie, "accidentally" brushing against my crotch, detailing her plans with Richard while we ate dinner. My balls felt heavy and full, my cock perpetually semi-hard, ready to spring to full attention at the slightest provocation.

Claire left for Richard's at seven, dressed in a conservative black dress that wouldn't raise eyebrows if anyone saw her entering his upscale condo building. But I knew what was underneath—the red lace lingerie set I'd watched her select that morning, sliding the thong up her long legs with deliberate slowness while maintaining eye contact with me.

"Be a good boy and wait for the link," she'd said, kissing me goodbye with a hint of tongue that left me wanting more. "And remember—no touching until you see me on screen."

The link arrived in my email at 7:43 PM, just as I was pouring myself a second whiskey to calm my nerves. I clicked it immediately, and my laptop screen filled with the image of Richard's sleek, minimalist bedroom. The lighting was dim but strategic, highlighting the king-size bed with its black satin sheets and the plush cream carpet where Claire now knelt, completely naked except for a thin leather collar around her neck.

Richard stood over her, fully clothed in dark slacks and a crisp white button-down, sleeves rolled up to expose muscular forearms. His thin glasses caught the light as he looked directly into the camera.

"Your wife arrived punctually, Dylan," he said, his voice carrying the same measured authority he likely used in surgery. "She's been very eager to demonstrate her submission tonight."

Claire kept her eyes downcast, her posture perfect—back straight, knees spread slightly, hands resting palms up on her thighs. This wasn't the confident, dominant woman who had facesitting me in latex just weeks ago. This was someone else entirely—a submissive slut waiting for instructions.

"Good. Then let's begin." He tugged sharply on Claire's hair, forcing her face up. "Tell your husband what you are."

"I'm a slut puppy," Claire said clearly, her voice carrying through my laptop speakers. "A dirty little slut puppy who needs to be trained."

The term made my cock jump in my hand. Claire had never used language like that before—had never appeared so completely submissive. I was amazed at the transformation, at how my typically dominant wife could switch roles so completely.

"And what do slut puppies deserve?" Richard asked, his hand still firmly gripping her hair.

"To be spanked, sir."

Without warning, Richard delivered a sharp slap to Claire's left breast, making her gasp. "That's for forgetting to call me 'Master' when we're in scene."

"I'm sorry, Master," she whispered, and I could see the red handprint blooming on her pale skin.

Richard guided her forward until she was on all fours, ass raised toward the camera—toward me. I could see everything—her swollen pussy lips already glistening with arousal, the tight pucker of her ass that had been off-limits to me during November but apparently not to the SWAT guy at the Halloween party.

The first spank landed with a crack that made Claire yelp. Richard didn't start gently—the blow was hard enough to leave an immediate red mark on her right cheek.

"Count," he ordered.

"One, thank you, Master," Claire responded, her voice already breathier than before.

By the tenth slap, Claire's ass was bright red, and she was moaning continuously between counts. My hand moved steadily on my cock, matching Richard's rhythm, pre-cum making the glide smooth and easy.

"Your wife's ass colors up so beautifully," Richard commented to the camera. "Like she was made for this."

The doorbell rang, startling me so badly I nearly fell off the couch. For a wild moment, I considered ignoring it—there was no way I was stopping now, not when Claire was making those desperate little sounds that meant she was getting close to coming.

But the bell rang again, followed by an insistent knock. Cursing, I tucked my painfully hard cock back into my sweatpants, and paused the stream.

When I yanked open the front door, I found Mrs. Henderson from next door, an elderly woman who'd moved in about six months ago. She stood on my porch in a floral housecoat, her silver hair in curlers.

"I'm so sorry to bother you at this hour, Dylan," she said, squinting up at me through thick bifocals, "but I've run out of sugar, and I'm in the middle of baking cookies for my grandchildren's visit tomorrow. Could I possibly borrow a cup?"

I forced a polite smile, acutely aware of the erection straining against my sweatpants, partially concealed by the strategically placed blanket I clutched at my waist. "Of course, Mrs. Henderson. Let me just grab that for you."

I held the door wide enough for her to enter but didn't invite her in further, leaving her in the entryway as I hurried to the kitchen. My hands shook slightly as I measured sugar into a measuring cup, hyper-aware of every second ticking by, of what I was missing on my paused laptop screen.

"Claire working late again?" Mrs. Henderson called from the hallway. "Such a dedicated doctor, that wife of yours."

If she only knew. If she could see what my dedicated doctor wife was doing right now—on all fours, ass flaming red from a spanking, begging another man, namely, her perverted colleague to use her.

"Yes, she's been busy," I managed, returning with the sugar and practically pushing it into her hands.

"Oh, of course. Well, thank you so much for this." She peered at me with sudden concern. "Are you feeling alright, dear? You look a bit flushed."

"Just a little warm," I said quickly. "Think I might be coming down with something myself."

"Well, you take care. I'll return this tomorrow," she said, lifting the measuring cup.

I nodded distractedly, already closing the door, my mind entirely focused on getting back to my interrupted show. As soon as the latch clicked, I rushed back to the couch and hit play, groaning at what I'd missed.

Richard had apparently summoned someone new to the scene—a young woman I recognized both from Claire's hospital stories as Olivia, a medical student who had apparently caught Richard's eye, and the mistress they had sessions together with Richard. She knelt beside Claire now, both women on all fours, both completely naked, both awaiting Richard's next command.

"Your husband's back with us, I see," Richard commented, looking directly at the camera. "Good. He wouldn't want to miss this next part."

Olivia looked nervous but excited, her young body trembling slightly as Richard ran a hand down her spine. She couldn't have been more than twenty-five, with perky breasts and a tight ass that had clearly never experienced the kind of treatment Claire's had.

"Olivia needs to experience the submissive side as well," Richard explained, positioning himself between the two women. "She thinks she's a Mistress, but every Domme needs to understand submission, as well!"

He delivered a series of quick, sharp spanks to Olivia's ass, making her cry out in surprise. Unlike Claire, who had melted into her spanking, Olivia tensed, her fingers curling into the carpet.

"Relax," Richard instructed. "Take your punishment like Claire does."

I watched, stroking myself slowly, as Richard alternated between spanking the two women. Claire's experienced submission was a stark contrast to Olivia's novice reactions, and the comparison was incredibly arousing. When Richard finally unzipped his pants and freed his cock, both women turned their heads toward him eagerly.

"Open," he commanded, and both Claire and Olivia opened their mouths wide.

He fucked Claire's mouth first, gripping her hair tightly as he thrust between her lips. I could see her throat working as she took him deep, saliva dripping down her chin onto the carpet. After a dozen thrusts, he withdrew and moved to Olivia, giving her the same treatment. Back and forth he went, using both their mouths, their saliva mixing and dripping on one another as he positioned them closer together.

"I'm going to come," Richard announced after several minutes of this treatment. "And I'm going to fill your wife's mouth, Dylan. She's going to hold my cum in her mouth, and then she's going to use it for a special purpose."

My hand sped up involuntarily, my orgasm building as I watched Richard's face contort with pleasure. He thrust deep into Claire's mouth, holding her head in place as he emptied himself down her throat. My wife accepted his load with her eyes closed, focusing on his cock. When he pulled out, he ordered, "Don't swallow."

Claire's cheeks bulged slightly, her lips tightly closed, eyes looking up at Richard for further instructions.

"Olivia is a back door virgin," Richard explained, looking at the camera again. "This will be the first time someone fucks her ass, so I want to make it memorable. Claire is going to use my cum to lubricate Olivia's tight little asshole."

That was it—the mental image of my wife using another man's cum as lube, combined with days of denial, pushed me over the edge. My orgasm hit with stunning force, ropes of hot cum shooting across my stomach and chest as I watched Claire approach Olivia from behind.

Claire knelt behind the younger woman, spreading her ass cheeks apart to expose her virgin hole. Then she leaned forward and let Richard's cum dribble from her mouth directly onto Olivia's puckered entrance. The white fluid glistened against Olivia's skin as Claire used her fingers to work it into the tight ring of muscle, gradually inserting first one finger, then two, stretching and preparing her.

"Look at the camera," Richard instructed. "Show Dylan how well you're opening her up."

Claire turned Olivia slightly, giving me a perfect view of the young woman's now-wet and slightly gaping asshole. I could only imagine how hot and silky that forbidden passage must be, how tight it would feel around a cock. My own member, incredibly, was already beginning to harden again despite my recent release.

Richard positioned himself behind Olivia, his cock rigid once more. "Hold her cheeks open," he told Claire, who immediately complied, spreading Olivia's ass wide to receive him.

The first penetration was slow, deliberate. Richard eased just the head of his cock into Olivia's virgin hole, watching her reaction carefully. The young woman gasped, her fingers digging into the carpet, but she didn't ask him to stop.

"That's it," Claire encouraged her, her voice husky with arousal. "Breathe through it. The pain becomes pleasure, I promise."

Inch by inch, Richard worked his way inside, pausing whenever Olivia tensed too much. Claire continued to assist, spitting occasionally on his shaft and Olivia's stretched rim to add more lubrication, making obscene wet sounds that carried clearly through my speakers.

Once Richard was fully seated, he began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force. Claire reached beneath Olivia to play with her clit, helping ease the discomfort of the anal penetration.

"Does it hurt, little Mistress?" Richard asked, his voice strained with pleasure.

"Yes," Olivia gasped. "But don't stop. Please don't stop."

The combination of pain and pleasure on the young woman's face was mesmerizing. Her expression shifted from grimace to ecstasy and back again with each thrust, her body learning in real-time how to transform the burning stretch into something transcendent.

"I can feel you relaxing," Richard praised, picking up his pace. "Taking my cock like you were made for it."

Claire continued to stimulate Olivia's clit, whispering encouragement, occasionally leaning in to lick and suck at her hardened nipples. The team effort soon had its effect—Olivia's breathing grew ragged, her moans higher pitched.

"I think I'm going to—oh God—" Olivia's words dissolved into a scream as her orgasm hit, her whole body convulsing, face contorted in a grimace of intense pleasure. The sight was so raw, so primal, that my hand, which had resumed its steady stroking of my once-again hard cock, sped up involuntarily.

Richard roared like a lion, gripping Olivia's hair and pulling her head back sharply as he drove deep into her one final time. "Taking your ass virginity," he growled, "filling your tight little hole with my cum." And the camera showed clearly his balls tightening and releasing his load into the young mistress’s back door rhythmically.

When he finally pulled out, Olivia collapsed forward onto the carpet, her ass still raised, cum immediately beginning to leak from her stretched hole.

"Clean her," Richard commanded Claire, who eagerly moved into position.

I watched, mesmerized, as my wife's tongue darted out to lick the cum from Olivia's swollen asshole, gathering as much of it as she could. That tight back door must have been sensitive as Olivia quivered again and again by my wife’s tongue. The obscene sight of Claire's tongue pushing into Olivia's gaping hole, extracting Richard's seed, was too much. For the second time that night, I came hard, shooting across my stomach, some reaching as high as my neck.

On screen, Richard handed Claire a scrap of black fabric—Olivia's thong, I realized. "Spit it out," he instructed.

Claire obediently opened her mouth, letting the mixture of Richard's cum and her saliva drip onto the thong, saturating the delicate material.

"This will be Dylan's prize," Richard said, looking directly at the camera. "A reward for his perseverance. For following the December rule so diligently."

Claire smiled, her face sticky with fluids, looking utterly debauched and completely satisfied. "He'll love it," she assured Richard. "He'll keep it as a trophy."

And she was right. When Claire came home two hours later, with the cum-soaked thong wrapped in tissue paper like a precious gift, I accepted it reverently. I carefully placed Olivia's defiled underwear in my bedside drawer.

And as Claire curled against me, satisfied from her evening with Richard yet still wanting the comfort of her husband's arms, I knew I wouldn't trade our twisted, beautiful relationship for anything more conventional.

The December rule, cruel as it had seemed at first, had given me one of the most intense sexual experiences of my life. And although it was only the twelfth day of the month, it had been a long year, full of perverted adventures.
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I watched Claire's reflection in the mirror as she meticulously applied her dark red lipstick. My cock stiffened involuntarily beneath my jeans as her full lips pursed together, then parted slightly. She caught my gaze and smirked, knowing exactly what effect she had on me. This was the ritual – I'd help my wife look her absolute best, not for me, but for Marcus. For the man who would fuck her senseless tonight while I remained here, caged and controlled by Monica. The December rule was in full effect, and my stomach churned with a nauseating cocktail of dread, humiliation, and undeniable arousal.

"Zip me up, babe," Claire said, standing and turning her back to me. The black dress hugged her curves, stopping mid-thigh to showcase her toned legs. I stepped forward, my fingers trembling slightly as I pulled the zipper up, revealing less and less of her smooth back. Her perfume enveloped me – expensive, heady, intoxicating.

"You look incredible," I whispered, my voice catching.

She turned to face me, her brown eyes scanning my expression. "That's the point, isn't it? To make Marcus unable to resist." Her hand reached down, cupping my hardening cock through my jeans. "And to make you ache while I'm gone."

I swallowed hard. "The lingerie you picked—"

"Bring it," she ordered, sitting back in her vanity to apply mascara.

I moved to the bed where I'd laid out the matching black lace bra and thong she'd selected. The material was barely there, designed to be easily removed, or pushed aside in moments of urgent passion. Passion that wouldn't involve me.

Claire stood, her dress still unzipped, and let it fall to the floor in a whisper of expensive fabric. Her naked body never failed to take my breath away – athletic but feminine, with breasts that remained perky despite her thirty-three years. I handed her the thong first, watching as she stepped into it, pulling it up her long legs until it nestled against her freshly waxed pussy.

"Hold the bra," she instructed, turning and lifting her arms.

I wrapped the lace around her, my fingers brushing against her warm skin as I fastened the clasp. She adjusted her breasts within the cups, creating a cleavage that made my mouth go dry.

"Now for the special addition," Claire said with a mischievous smile. She reached into the bedside drawer and pulled out the stainless steel butt plug, its jeweled end catching the light. "Lube it up for me."

I took the plug and the bottle of lube, applying a generous amount to the metal surface. Claire turned and bent over the bed, reaching back to pull her thong to the side, exposing her tight asshole.

"Go ahead," she said, looking back at me over her shoulder. "Make sure it's in nice and deep. Marcus likes knowing it's there while he fucks me."

My cock throbbed painfully as I positioned the plug against her puckered hole. I applied gentle pressure, watching as her body initially resisted then gradually accepted the intrusion. Claire moaned softly as the widest part stretched her before her ass swallowed the rest, leaving only the jeweled base visible.

"Perfect," she sighed, straightening up and adjusting her thong. "Marcus is going to lose his mind tonight."

She slipped back into her dress, and I zipped it up again, now knowing exactly what secrets it concealed. The butt plug would be a constant reminder of what waited for her later – being filled completely, taken by a man with a cock much larger than mine.

"You remember the December rule, right?" Claire asked, sitting to put on her strappy black heels.

I nodded, my throat suddenly dry. "How could I forget?"

"You've been such a good sport this year," she said, standing and testing her balance in the five-inch heels. "I know some of the challenges were difficult."

"Difficult is an understatement," I replied, memories flashing through my mind – watching Claire with Marcus for the first time, cleaning her afterwards, being made to serve them drinks while naked, the countless rules and humiliations that had grown more intense as the year progressed. "This whole year has been a journey. And December..."

"December is the culmination," she finished for me. She approached me, placing her hands on my chest. "But you like it. Your cock gives you away every time."

I couldn't deny it. Despite the jealousy, despite the humiliation, my body betrayed my true feelings. "Some of the challenges were just too much."

"But you did them anyway," Claire whispered, leaning in to kiss me. Her lips were soft, tender in a way that contrasted with the harshness of our arrangement. "And in January, we go back to normal. You have my word. One more month of complete surrender, and then we reset."

The doorbell rang, sending a jolt of anticipation through me.

"That'll be Monica," Claire said, grabbing her purse. "And Marcus should be pulling up any minute."

I opened the door to find Monica standing there, a wide smile on her round face. At thirty, she was younger than us, with curves that stretched her nurse's uniform during the day and her tight dresses at night. Tonight, she wore a simple black skirt and a top that revealed substantial cleavage.

"Well, hello there, cleanup boy," she greeted me, brushing past into our home. "Where's our hot little slut?"

Claire emerged from the bedroom, completely transformed into the vision she wanted Marcus to see – elegant, sexy, and unavailable to her husband.

"Look at you!" Monica exclaimed, circling Claire with an appreciative gaze. "Marcus is going to devour you whole."

"That's the plan," Claire laughed, checking her phone. "He's outside now."

Monica's eyes gleamed with excitement. "So, theater first, then dinner, then hotel?"

"Exactly," Claire confirmed. "Though I doubt we'll make it through dinner without at least a bathroom fuck."

The women laughed together while I stood awkwardly, my erection painfully obvious in my jeans. Monica noticed and smirked at me.

"Don't worry, cuck boy. I'll take good care of your pathetic cock tonight," she teased. "But not too good – I know the rules."

Claire grabbed her coat and kissed me on the cheek. "Be good for Monica. Do whatever she says, remember?"

"I remember," I replied quietly.

"And I'll send updates," Claire winked at Monica. "Keep his little dicklet on edge all night, okay?"

"That's my specialty," Monica responded with a wicked grin.

Claire opened the door, revealing Marcus standing there in a tailored suit that accentuated his muscular black frame. He towered over my wife, his dark eyes taking in every inch of her body with unmasked hunger.

"Damn, girl," he growled, pulling her against him. "You outdo yourself every time."

He glanced over her shoulder at me, a smirk playing on his lips. "Evening, cuck. Thanks for getting her ready for me."

Claire kissed him deeply, right there in the doorway where any neighbor could see. His large hands grabbed her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her moan into his mouth.

"We should go," she breathed when they finally separated. "Unless you want to skip the show and just fuck me now."

"Patience," Marcus chuckled, leading her toward his expensive car. "I want you desperate by the time I get you to that hotel room."

The door closed, and I was left alone with Monica, who was already making herself comfortable on our couch.

"Strip," she commanded without preamble. "Everything off. Now."

I hesitated for just a moment, earning a stern look.

"Did I stutter? Claire said you follow my orders tonight. Strip."

My fingers fumbled with the buttons of my shirt as I undressed under Monica's critical gaze. When I stood completely naked before her, she made a spinning motion with her finger, and I turned slowly, allowing her to inspect me from all angles.

"Now go to your bedroom and put on the French maid outfit. The one Claire told me about. You gonna look so funny!"

I felt my face burning as I retreated to the bedroom where, hidden in the back of the closet, was the humiliating costume Claire had purchased months ago. I pulled on the ridiculous outfit – tiny black dress with white frilly apron, and even a little headpiece. The dress barely covered my ass and did nothing to hide my erection.

When I returned to the living room, Monica had her laptop open on the coffee table. She looked up at me and burst into laughter.

"Oh my god, this is even better than Claire described! Give me a little twirl, maid boy."

Mortified, I turned in a small circle, feeling the dress rise up to expose my bare ass.

"Perfect," Monica purred, her eyes lingering on my exposed cock beneath the short apron. She reached out suddenly, slapping my shaft playfully. "Look at how hard you are already. Such a perverted little cuckold."

I gasped at the contact, my cock jerking in response.

"I want a Long Island Iced Tea," Monica announced. "And you're going to bring it to me properly. On your hands and knees, with the tray in your teeth."

"But—" I started to protest.

"No buts, unless it's yours in the air while you crawl to me," she interrupted. "Now go make my drink, and don't make me wait."

I retreated to the kitchen, mixing the complicated cocktail with shaking hands. I found a small serving tray and placed the glass in the center, then got down on all fours. The tile was cold against my knees as I positioned myself to take the edge of the tray between my teeth.

The weight was awkward, and the drink sloshed dangerously as I began the humiliating crawl back to the living room. The dress rode up completely, exposing my ass and cock as I moved slowly across the floor, desperate not to spill.

Monica watched with undisguised amusement as I approached. Just as I reached her, my teeth slipped slightly, and a few drops of the cocktail splashed onto the tray. I managed to set it down on the coffee table without further spills, but Monica's expression had turned stern.

"You spilled," she observed coldly. "I count five drops. You know what that means."

Before I could respond, she patted her lap. "Over my knee. Now."

I awkwardly positioned myself across her lap, my bare ass exposed to the cool air of the room. Monica's hand came down hard, the slap echoing through the living room.

"One," she counted.

Another slap, harder than the first.

"Two."

By the fifth slap, my ass was burning, and my cock was rock hard against her thigh. She pushed me off her lap onto the floor.

"Now let's look at what your wife wants for Christmas," Monica said, turning her laptop toward me. On the screen was Claire's Amazon wishlist, titled "Cuck & Bull Toys." "Come sit next to me and we'll go through it together."

I sat gingerly on the couch, the fabric rough against my tender ass. The first item on the list was a pair of cock rings – one small, one large.

"Isn't this perfect?" Monica grinned, pointing at the screen. "The small one for your pathetic little cock, and the big one for Marcus's magnificent dick."

"I don't think—" I started.

"No one asked you to think," Monica cut me off. "Claire wants you to wear this little ring all day at home, while she's getting fucked by her bull wearing the bigger one. Imagine how long he'll last with that thing on. Hours of pounding while you sit here with your confined little dicklet."

My cock twitched traitorously at her words. Monica noticed and laughed.

"Oh look, your first update from Claire," she said as her phone pinged. While she drank a sip of her cocktail, she turned her screen to show me a photo of Claire lying naked on a hotel bed, sushi pieces arranged artfully on her body. Marcus, still in his dress pants but shirtless, was leaning over her, eating a piece off her stomach. Claire's face showed pure bliss.

"Dinner and a show," Monica commented. "For him, anyway. For you..." she trailed off, letting the implication hang in the air.

I stared at the image of my wife being used as a plate for another man's meal, feeling that familiar mixture of jealousy and arousal surge through me.

Monica scrolled down the wishlist with deliberate slowness, stopping at a small silicone device. "Now this," she said, tapping the screen, "is fucking genius." I leaned closer, my face burning as I recognized the remote-controlled anal egg. The product description boasted about its "discreet but powerful vibrations" and "long-range connectivity." Monica turned to me, her eyes gleaming with cruel amusement. "Imagine Claire wearing this while she's out at some fancy restaurant with Marcus, her ass buzzing every time he presses the button on his phone. Meanwhile, you'll be here jerking your pathetic cock, knowing exactly what's happening to her but unable to see it."

My dick twitched beneath the ridiculous maid apron, betraying my arousal at the scenario she described. Monica noticed and smirked.

"Look at you, getting all excited about being left out," she taunted, reaching over to flick my exposed tip with her finger. "What do you think happens when she's sitting across from him at dinner, trying to maintain a conversation while her ass is vibrating? How long before she excuses herself to the bathroom and he follows?"

I swallowed hard, unable to stop the mental image from forming—Claire bent over a bathroom sink, skirt hiked up around her waist as Marcus pounds into her from behind, the egg still buzzing inside her ass.

"I've seen her face when she comes back from those bathroom breaks," Monica continued, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Flushed cheeks, slightly smeared lipstick, that satisfied little smile she tries to hide. She's not fixing her makeup in there, Dylan."

"I know," I admitted, my voice barely audible.

Monica raised an eyebrow. "And that gets you off, doesn't it? Knowing other men are using your wife's holes while you wait at home like a good little cuck?"

I didn't answer, but I didn't need to. The hardness between my legs spoke volumes.

"I think that's actually quite creative of you," Monica said, her tone suddenly lighter. "To accept your place so willingly. You deserve a little reward for that."

She picked up her phone and swiped through a few photos before stopping and turning the screen toward me. My breath caught in my throat. There was Claire, sprawled on what looked like hotel bedsheets, her legs spread wide. Between them was Marcus's face, his dark skin contrasting with Claire's pale thighs as his tongue worked diligently at her pussy. Claire's back was arched, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure, her hands gripping the sheets so tightly her knuckles were white.

"Look how wet she is," Monica observed, zooming in slightly. "Her pussy's absolutely soaked, and he's lapping it up like it's the best thing he's ever tasted." She turned the phone back to herself, studying the image. "Marcus really knows how to eat pussy. Not like you, I bet."

The humiliation burned through me, but it only made my cock harder. Monica was right—I'd never made Claire look like that with my mouth.

"Next item," she announced, returning to the laptop and scrolling down. "Oh, these are cute!" She pointed to a pair of pink plush handcuffs. "Fuzzy, so they won't leave marks. Claire's always thinking about practicality."

"Those could be for her," I suggested, finding my voice. "For when Marcus ties her up."

Monica tilted her head, considering. "True. She does love being restrained." She glanced at me with renewed interest. "But they could also be for you, couldn't they? While Claire's out getting properly fucked, you could be cuffed to the bed at home, unable to touch yourself, just waiting."

The thought sent a jolt of arousal through me. "Yes," I admitted. "That... that could work too."

"Look at you, contributing ideas like a good cuck should," Monica praised mockingly. "Maybe I'll mention that to Claire. I'm sure she'll appreciate your input."

Her phone pinged again, and that predatory smile returned to her face. "Another update," she announced, picking up the device. "Oh my god, you have to see this one."

She turned the phone toward me again, and the image seared itself into my brain immediately. Claire was on her hands and knees, her hair pulled back tightly in Marcus's fist, her face contorted in a mixture of pleasure and pain. Behind her, Marcus knelt, his muscular black body glistening with sweat as he drove into her from behind. The angle of the photo showed where they connected, his massive cock stretching Claire in a way mine never could.

"Her face," Monica whispered, almost reverently. "Look at her face, Dylan. Have you ever made her look like that? That pure fucking ecstasy?"

I didn't answer. I didn't need to.

Monica set the phone down and shifted in her seat. I noticed her hand drifting beneath her skirt, rubbing slowly at first, then with increasing urgency.

"This is getting me so fucking wet," she confessed, her eyes locked on mine as her fingers worked beneath her skirt. "Watching you squirm while your wife gets the fucking she deserves."

I could see the movement of her hand beneath the fabric, could hear the slight wet sounds as her fingers slid through her arousal. She made no attempt to hide it, instead opening her legs wider so I could see the edge of her black panties, pushed to the side to allow her access.

"Next item," she instructed, her voice slightly breathier than before. "Use the trackpad, I'm busy."

With trembling fingers, I scrolled down the wishlist to the next item—a brown leather whip with multiple tails.

"Perfect," Monica moaned, her fingers moving faster. "That's for you to whip yourself when you've been a bad cuck. Or for Richard to use on his little playthings."

Monica laughed, the sound cutting through me. "Sometimes she needs a different kind of domination. Marcus fucks her like an animal, but Richard—" she paused, shuddering slightly, "Richard treats her like property. Ties her up, whips her, makes her serve him and his little apprentice, Olivia."

Her hand was moving frantically now, her hips lifting slightly to meet her own fingers. "God, I wish I was getting fucked by that magnificent black bull right now," she groaned. "That cock is a fucking miracle."

I watched, transfixed, as Monica pleasured herself on my couch, fantasizing about the same man who was currently inside my wife. Her face flushed, her breasts heaving beneath her top.

"Touch yourself," she ordered suddenly. "Under that ridiculous apron. Let me see you jerk that pathetic dick while I think about getting split in two by Marcus's cock."

I obeyed, lifting the apron and wrapping my hand around my shaft. It was painfully hard, leaking precum from the tip despite—or because of—everything I was witnessing.

Monica's phone pinged again. With her free hand, she checked the message and then held the phone up for me to see. The image showed Claire on her back, legs spread wide, with Marcus on top of her. His massive body covered hers almost completely, his dark hands gripping her wrists and pinning them above her head as he thrust into her missionary style. Claire's face was turned toward the camera, her expression one of complete surrender.

"Look at how he's using her," Monica gasped, her fingers moving in fast circles over her clit. "Like she's nothing but a hole for his pleasure. And she fucking loves it."

The combination of the image, Monica's words, and my own hand brought me dangerously close to the edge. Monica must have noticed, because she suddenly leaned forward, her face inches from mine.

"Not yet," she hissed. "Not until I come. Watch me, cuck. Watch me come thinking about your wife's bull, and his huge black cock!"

Her movements became erratic, her breathing harsh and quick. Her free hand gripped my shoulder, nails digging into my skin as her orgasm approached. When it hit, she cried out, her body shaking violently as waves of pleasure washed over her.

"Fuck! Oh fuck, yes!" she screamed, her pussy audibly squelching around her fingers. "Marcus! Oh god, Marcus!"

As her orgasm subsided, she collapsed back against the couch, chest heaving. After a moment, she looked at me with half-lidded eyes.

"Now," she commanded, pointing to the coffee table. "Jerk off right there. I want to see you shoot your pathetic load onto that table."

I stood, still stroking myself, and positioned myself in front of the table. Monica watched intently, her fingers still idly playing with her sensitive clit.

"Think about Claire right now," she whispered. "Think about what Marcus is doing to her. How he's stretching her. How he's about to fill her with his cum."

My hand moved faster, my breath coming in short gasps as the pressure built. The image of Claire being taken by Marcus burned in my mind, fueling my arousal despite the pain it caused.

"That's it," Monica encouraged. "Be a good cuck and come for me."

The orgasm hit me suddenly, intense and overwhelming. I groaned as ropes of cum shot from my cock onto the glass surface of the coffee table, forming small white puddles that slowly merged together.

As I stood there, spent and humiliated, Monica's phone pinged one final time. She checked it and let out a low whistle.

"Perfect timing," she said, turning the phone to show me the newest image. It showed Claire's pussy, thoroughly used and gaping slightly, with Marcus's cum leaking out in thick white streams. The contrast between his dark cock, still partially inside her, and the white fluid was stark and unmistakable.

"See the difference?" Monica asked, gesturing between the image and my own release on the table. "His cum belongs inside your woman, breeding her, claiming her. Yours?" She pointed to the cooling puddle on the table. "Yours belongs on furniture, to be cleaned up and forgotten."

She reached into her purse and pulled out a small bottle of glass cleaner and some paper towels, tossing them at my feet.

"Clean it up," she ordered. "Like the good little maid you are. I want that table spotless."

I hurried to the cleaning supplies, and brought back a small bottle of glass cleaner and some paper towels, knelt down, my legs shaky and weak, and began spraying the cleaner onto my own semen. As I wiped it away with paper towels, Monica held the phone close to my face, forcing me to stare at the image of my wife being creampied by another man.

"See how his cum gets to stay where it belongs?" she taunted. "While you clean yours up like spilled milk? That's the natural order, Dylan. Some men are bulls, and some are cucks. You should be grateful Claire lets you participate at all."

I said nothing as I finished cleaning the table, the smell of glass cleaner mixing with the lingering scent of sex in the room. When I was done, Monica inspected my work, running her finger across the surface to check for any remaining stickiness.

"Good boy," she praised, patting my head like a dog. "Now go get me another Long Island Iced Tea. And this time, don't spill a drop."

As I crawled back to the kitchen on all fours, the French maid outfit riding up to expose my now-flaccid cock, I could hear Monica behind me, laughing and typing something on her phone – no doubt updating Claire on my complete humiliation. And despite everything, I felt my cock beginning to stir again, already anticipating what other degradations the night might bring. December rules were in full effect, and January suddenly seemed very far away.
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I shifted uncomfortably in the stiff-backed chair, the low murmur of my colleagues' conversation washing over me as I stared at the gleaming silverware arranged perfectly on the crisp white tablecloth. Ristorante Milano's Christmas dinner was my company's annual attempt at sophistication – all dark wood paneling, soft lighting, and waiters who spoke with affected Italian accents. My cock twitched beneath my dress pants as I thought about Claire at her own work dinner, just fifteen minutes away at that high-end sushi place. The thought of her glossy lips closing around a piece of raw fish, perhaps while Richard's hand rested casually on her thigh under the table, made my heart race. December rules were clear: she could still have fun with her bulls, but I could only cum while she’s exactly right there, with a bull.

"Dylan? Earth to Dylan!" My department head, Jessica, was waving a breadstick at me like a conductor's baton. "I asked if you'd finished the Richardson account?"

"Sorry," I mumbled, reaching for my water glass to hide my flushed face. "Yes, wrapped it up yesterday. Just waiting on final approval."

The table erupted in boring shop talk – quarterly projections, client retention rates, the new CRM system that nobody wanted to learn. I nodded at appropriate intervals, laughed when others laughed, but my mind was elsewhere. My phone burned in my pocket, silent but pregnant with possibility.

"The carpaccio here is divine," drawled Steve from accounting, his bald head gleaming under the recessed lighting. "Paper thin, melts on your tongue."

I nodded absently, picturing something else entirely melting on a tongue – Claire's wetness on Richard's face as he devoured her in some hidden corner of Akira Sushi. My cock hardened further at the thought, and I shifted in my seat again, trying to make room in my suddenly too-tight pants.

As if summoned by my filthy thoughts, my phone vibrated in my pocket. Just once – a text, not a call. My heart hammered against my ribs as I casually slipped the device out beneath the table, angling it away from my coworkers' eyes.

Claire: “Missing you baby. Dinner's delicious!”

The message was accompanied by a photo that made my mouth go dry. Claire smiled at the camera, her red lipstick matching the wine in her glass, her low-cut black dress revealing the tops of her breasts. But it was the second detail that made my cock throb painfully – Richard was beside her, his thin frame and neatly trimmed gray beard unmistakable, his arm casually draped across the back of her chair, fingers visibly curled around her bare shoulder. The possessive touch of a man who knew he could have her whenever he wanted.

"You alright, Dylan?" asked Melissa from HR, her eyes narrowing with concern. "You look a little flushed."

"Fine," I replied, too quickly. "Just... spicy breadsticks."

She frowned, glancing at the plain breadsticks on the table, but our waiter arrived with appetizers, distracting her. I busied myself with a plate of calamari, mechanically chewing the rubbery rings while my mind spiraled with images of what might be happening across town.

Twenty minutes of agonizing small talk later, my phone buzzed again. This time I excused myself to the restroom before checking, unable to risk my colleagues seeing whatever Claire had sent.

Standing in the sanctuary of a toilet stall, I leaned against the cool tiled wall and unlocked my phone. Two new messages.

The first showed Claire and Richard standing close together in what was clearly the hallway leading to the restrooms at Akira. Her face was tilted up toward his, lips parted, eyes half-closed in that way she gets when she's deeply aroused. Richard's hand was on her hip, fingers splayed possessively across the fabric of her dress.

The second photo made my knees weak. Taken in a bathroom stall much like the one I was standing in, it showed Claire with her back pressed against the wall, dress hiked up to her waist, revealing the lack of panties beneath. Richard's hand was between her legs, two fingers buried deep in my wife's pussy. The camera had caught her with her head thrown back, mouth open in silent ecstasy, her own hand covering her mouth to stay quiet.

Claire: “He couldn't wait for dessert. Says I'm sweeter anyway.”

I leaned my forehead against the cool stall door, my cock now painfully erect, straining against my zipper. The thought of them just a few miles away, fucking in a public bathroom while our respective colleagues ate dinner unaware, was both excruciating and intoxicating.

I tucked my phone away and splashed cold water on my face, staring at my reflection in the mirror – flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, the unmistakable look of a man being slowly tortured. Taking three deep breaths, I straightened my tie and returned to the table just as the main courses arrived.

"Vitello alla Milanese," announced the waiter, placing a golden-brown veal cutlet in front of me. "Bon appétito."

I stared at the meat, pounded flat and breaded, and could only think of Claire bent over that sink, Richard behind her, his hand on the back of her neck as he pounded into her. The rich scent of the food turned my stomach.

"This wine is excellent," commented Jessica, raising her glass. "A toast to another successful year!"

We all raised our glasses dutifully. As I sipped the red wine, I felt my phone vibrate again. And again. And again. Three messages in rapid succession. My cock jumped in response, and I nearly spilled my drink.

"Bathroom," I muttered, standing abruptly. "Sorry."

I practically ran to the restroom, locking myself in the farthest stall. My hands shook as I pulled out my phone.

The first image showed Claire bent over the bathroom sink, just as I had imagined, her dress bunched around her waist, ass fully exposed. Richard stood behind her, his pants down around his ankles, his cock – thick and veiny – positioned at her entrance. His hand gripped her hair, pulling her head back at an angle that must have hurt, but her face showed only desperate need.

The second photo was even more explicit – Richard buried to the hilt inside my wife, his hand now around her throat, her face contorted in pleasure-pain as she stared into the mirror, directly at the camera. Her lips formed a perfect O, her eyes wide and glassy.

The third photo came with a message:

Claire: “Recall the December rule, baby. You have permission to jerk off right now, but only now. Need to know you're coming when I am.”

My hand was already at my zipper, fumbling to free my aching cock. The relief as it sprang free was almost painful. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft, already slick with precum, and began to stroke slowly, mindful of making noise in the echoing bathroom.

My phone buzzed again. Another photo – Richard pounding into Claire from behind, his face a mask of concentration, her tits bouncing with each thrust, barely contained by her dress which had been yanked down to expose them. Her nipples were hard, pink peaks against her pale skin, her mouth open in a silent scream.

"Fuck," I whispered, my hand moving faster now. I bit my lip to keep from groaning as I imagined the scene – the hushed moans, the sound of skin slapping against skin, the scent of their sex filling that small bathroom while just outside, doctors and nurses ate sushi and made small talk.

My phone buzzed again. Claire on her knees now, Richard's cock in her mouth, her lips stretched wide around his girth. His hand gripped the back of her head, forcing her down on him, her mascara starting to run from watering eyes. But those eyes – they stared directly at the camera, at me, filled with a mix of submission to him and dominance over me that made my cock pulse in my hand.

Claire: “He says I give better head than any woman he's ever had. Better than I give you, he says. Is he right?”

I stroked faster, twisting my wrist the way I knew I liked, my breath coming in short pants. The bathroom door opened, and I froze, listening to someone enter a stall a few doors down. Holding my breath, I waited until I heard the flush, the wash of hands, the exit.

My phone lit up with another message. Claire, her dress completely off now, bent over the sink again, Richard behind her with his hand raised, a red handprint visible on her ass cheek. Her face in the mirror was transcendent – eyes closed, mouth open, lost in the painful pleasure.

Claire: “He spanked me so hard people must have heard. Don't care. Need more.”

I was close now, so close, stroking frantically, my balls tightening with the approaching climax. The obscene wet sounds of my hand on my cock seemed deafening in the tiled bathroom, but I couldn't stop, couldn't slow down.

My phone vibrated one final time. I nearly dropped it in my urgency to see the new image. When it loaded, my orgasm hit me like a freight train.

Claire was on her knees, looking directly into the camera, her face covered in thick ropes of cum. Some dripped from her chin onto her exposed breasts, some clung to her eyelashes, but most painted her cheeks and lips in pearly white streaks. Her tongue darted out to lick a drop from the corner of her mouth, and her eyes – those brown eyes I loved – held such filthy triumph that I nearly collapsed.

Claire: “His cum on my face, yours in a toilet. Just as it should be. See you at home. Don't you dare touch yourself again.”

My orgasm tore through me with such force that I had to slam my free hand against the stall wall to steady myself. Rope after rope of cum shot into the toilet bowl as I bit my fist to muffle my groans. My entire body shuddered with the intensity, knees weak, vision momentarily blurring.

As the pulses subsided, I leaned against the wall, panting, watching my cum swirl in the toilet water. The contrast was humiliating – Richard's seed proudly displayed on my wife's beautiful face, mine flushed away like waste.

I cleaned myself up with toilet paper, tucked my spent cock back into my pants, and flushed the evidence away. At the sink, I splashed cold water on my face again, noting the guilty flush in my cheeks, the glazed look in my eyes. No one would mistake what I'd been doing.

Taking deep breaths, I straightened my tie, ran a hand through my hair, and returned to the table where my colleagues were finishing their main courses.

"Everything okay?" asked Jessica, her fork paused halfway to her mouth.

"Fine," I replied, sitting down and picking up my fork. The veal was cold now, but I cut into it anyway, needing something to do with my hands. "Just... stomach issues."

"Well, you missed the discussion about the holiday bonus structure," said Steve, draining his wine glass. "Pretty generous this year."

I nodded, pretending to care about bonuses and year-end reports while the image of Claire's cum-covered face burned in my mind. My phone remained silent in my pocket for the rest of the meal – she'd said what she needed to say, done what she needed to do.

As we moved on to dessert – tiramisu for most, espresso for me – I found myself both dreading and eagerly anticipating going home later. Would Claire be there already? Would she taste like Richard... again?
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I checked my watch for the tenth time in as many minutes, adjusting my suit jacket and fighting the urge to loosen my tie despite the sweat beading on my neck. The Christmas tree lights cast shifting shadows across our living room, illuminating the carefully arranged scene I'd prepared for Claire. My cock had been half-hard all day just thinking about the night ahead—my Christmas gift to my wife, meticulously planned for months. The small wrapped box sat on the coffee table, just the first surprise of many. I wanted everything to be perfect when she walked through that door, utterly unaware of how thoroughly she'd be used before the night was over.

The sound of keys in the lock sent a jolt through my body. I straightened my posture, running a hand through my hair before Claire pushed open the door, still in her hospital scrubs, looking tired but beautiful.

"Hey," she said, her eyebrows raising at the sight of me in my suit. "What's all this? I thought we were having a quiet Christmas Eve."

I crossed the room in three quick strides, taking her bag from her shoulder and setting it aside before pulling her into my arms. She smelled like antiseptic and that subtle perfume she always wore—the combination had become an aphrodisiac to me over the years.

"Merry Christmas, baby," I whispered into her hair, my hands sliding down to grip her ass through the thin material of her scrubs. "I've got plans for us tonight."

Claire leaned back in my arms, studying my face with a mixture of curiosity and arousal. "Plans that require you to wear your best suit?"

"Plans that require you to wear your best dress," I countered, my voice dropping an octave. "The emerald one. The one that makes your tits look perfect."

Her pupils dilated slightly at my directness. Claire loved when I talked to her like this—commanding but appreciative. A small smile played at the corner of her mouth.

"Give me thirty minutes to shower and change?"

I nodded, reluctantly releasing her from my grip. "Don't rush. I want you perfect."

As Claire disappeared into our bedroom, I poured myself a scotch to steady my nerves. The night ahead was going to push both of us to our limits, and I couldn't fucking wait. I'd arranged everything meticulously, calling in favors and making promises to ensure that each man would arrive exactly on schedule. The thought of Claire being passed from bull to bull while I watched, participated, and cleaned up made my cock throb uncomfortably against my suit pants.

I checked the small wrapped box one last time, ensuring the ribbon was perfectly tied. Inside was the jeweled anal plug Claire had been dropping hints about for months—a shimmering silver base with a deep blue crystal that would look perfect nestled between her ass cheeks. It was just the beginning of her Christmas present, but I knew she'd be thrilled.

The shower stopped running in the master bathroom. I imagined Claire naked, water streaming down her tight body, perhaps touching herself as she wondered what I had planned. My hand drifted to my cock, adjusting it through my pants.

I topped off my scotch and settled onto the couch, facing the bedroom door. The anticipation was almost unbearable. Twenty-five minutes later, I heard the click of heels on hardwood.

When Claire emerged, my breath caught in my throat. The emerald dress clung to her body like it was painted on, the silky material catching the Christmas lights and reflecting them across her curves. The neckline plunged just low enough to show the inner curves of her breasts, and the hemline stopped mid-thigh, revealing her toned legs. Her brown hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and her eyes were accentuated with smoky makeup that made her look both elegant and utterly fuckable.

"Jesus Christ," I whispered, setting my glass down and standing up. "Come here."

Claire smiled, that confident smile she wore when she knew exactly what effect she had on me. She walked toward me slowly, deliberately, her hips swaying with each step.

"You like?" she asked, doing a small twirl when she reached me. The dress flared slightly, giving me a glimpse of the lace tops of her thigh-high stockings.

"Like isn't the word," I replied, reaching out to run my hands down her sides, feeling the smooth material and the warmth of her body beneath it. "You're fucking perfect."

I kissed her then, deeply, one hand sliding up to cup the back of her neck while the other gripped her ass, pulling her against me so she could feel how hard I was already. She moaned into my mouth, her tongue sliding against mine as her hands gripped my shoulders.

When we broke apart, her cheeks were flushed and her lipstick was slightly smudged. I loved seeing her like this—perfectly put together but already coming undone.

"I have something for you," I said, taking her hand and leading her to the couch. "The first of your presents."

Claire's eyes lit up as she sat down, smoothing her dress beneath her. I handed her the small box, watching her face as she carefully untied the ribbon and removed the wrapping paper.

"You didn't have to get me anything special," she said, though the eagerness in her voice betrayed her excitement.

"Open it," I urged, sitting beside her.

Claire lifted the lid of the box, and I heard her sharp intake of breath as she saw what was inside. She lifted the plug carefully, the crystal catching the light as she turned it in her fingers.

"Dylan," she breathed, looking at me with wide eyes. "It's exactly the one I wanted."

"I know," I replied, feeling a surge of pride at having chosen correctly. "I thought maybe you'd want to wear it tonight."

Her eyes darkened with desire, and she bit her lower lip. "Right now?"

I nodded, reaching into my jacket pocket to produce a small bottle of lube I'd stashed there earlier. "Right now."

Claire stood up, a mischievous smile spreading across her face as she turned her back to me. Slowly, deliberately, she bent at the waist and reached back to lift the hem of her dress, revealing that she was wearing a tiny black thong underneath which she pulled aside easily.

"It suits the dress well, don’t you think?" she asked, looking back at me over her shoulder.

My cock strained painfully against my pants at the sight of her bare ass and pussy, already glistening with arousal. I reached out to run a hand over her smooth cheek, letting my fingers drift between her legs to feel the wetness there.

"You're soaked already," I observed, circling her clit with my thumb and enjoying the way her breath hitched.

"I've been thinking about tonight all day," she admitted. "I knew you had something planned."

I removed my hand and uncapped the lube, coating the plug generously. Claire widened her stance slightly, offering herself to me. I pressed the cool tip of the plug against her tight asshole, watching as she tensed momentarily before consciously relaxing.

"That's it, baby," I encouraged her, slowly working the plug in with gentle pressure. "Take it for me."

Claire moaned softly as the widest part of the plug stretched her, her fingers digging into her own thighs as she held herself open. Then, with a final push, her body accepted the toy completely, the crystal base nestled perfectly between her cheeks.

"How does it feel?" I asked, helping her straighten and turning her to face me.

"Full," she replied, her eyes heavy-lidded with desire. "Good. Really good." She shifted slightly, adjusting to the sensation, and I watched as her nipples hardened visibly through the thin material of her dress.

I pulled her close, kissing her deeply while my hand slid down to cup her pussy, feeling the heat of her through the emerald silk. She ground against my palm, desperate for more contact.

"The plug is just the beginning," I whispered against her lips. "I have so much more planned for you tonight."

Claire moaned, her hands working at my belt buckle. "Tell me. I want to know what you—"

The doorbell rang, interrupting her question. Claire froze, her hands still on my belt, her eyes questioning.

"That," I said, gently removing her hands and readjusting myself before standing up, "is the rest of your present."

Confusion flickered across her face, quickly replaced by understanding and then excitement. "You invited someone?"

I smiled, straightening my tie. "Not someone, baby. Several someones. All the bulls you've enjoyed this past year, coming one after another to fuck you under our Christmas tree while I watch." I paused, gauging her reaction. "Merry Christmas."

Claire's eyes widened, her lips parting in surprise and unmistakable desire. The doorbell rang again, more insistent this time.

"I'll get it," I said, kissing her quickly before heading to the door, my heart pounding with anticipation of the night ahead.
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I opened the door to find Luke standing there, a knowing grin spreading across his face. It had been months since we'd seen him—not since that weekend in spring when he'd fucked Claire so thoroughly she could barely walk afterward. He looked good, dressed casually in jeans and a button-down, a small gift bag dangling from his fingers. My cock twitched at the memory of him pounding my wife while I watched, helpless and aroused beyond reason.

"Merry Christmas, Dylan," he said, his voice deep and confident. "Hope I'm not too early for the festivities."

"Right on time," I replied, stepping aside to let him in. "Claire just got ready."

Luke nodded, handing me the gift bag as he entered. "Something for both of you. Open it later."

I closed the door behind him, feeling a surge of anticipation as I led him toward the living room. The familiar scent of his cologne brought back vivid memories of watching him dominate my wife, her cries of pleasure echoing in my ears as he took her in ways I never could.

"Claire," I called out as we entered the living room. "Look who's here."

She turned from where she stood by the Christmas tree, the emerald dress catching the light. For a moment, she looked confused, then her eyes widened in recognition and unmistakable desire.

"Luke?" she asked, glancing between us. "I didn't know you were coming. I haven’t seen you since ages!"

“I know, I disappeared a little,“ Luke laughed, a deep sound that seemed to vibrate in the air. "Your husband has been planning this for weeks. Couldn't miss the opportunity to see you again, especially on Christmas Eve."

I moved to Claire's side, placing a hand on the small of her back where I knew the plug was nestled inside her. She inhaled sharply at my touch.

"Luke is just the first," I explained, my voice low and intimate. "Each one gets an hour. By the time we're done, you'll be filled with cum and thoroughly fucked."

Claire's breathing quickened, her pupils dilating as she processed what I was telling her.

"Is that what you want?" Luke asked her directly, already unbuttoning his shirt.

Claire looked at me, then back to Luke. "Yes," she whispered, her voice thick with need. "God, yes."

Luke moved toward her with the confidence of a man who knew exactly what he wanted. He towered over Claire, running a hand down her cheek and neck before gripping her throat lightly.

"Then get on your knees under that tree, and let's give your husband a show."

I watched, my cock straining against my pants, as Claire allowed Luke to guide her to the plush rug beneath our Christmas tree. The colored lights cast alternating shadows across her body as she knelt, looking up at Luke with anticipation and hunger.

Luke finished unbuttoning his shirt and tossed it aside, revealing his toned chest. He didn't rush, taking his time as he knelt in front of Claire. Reaching forward, he cupped her face in his hands and kissed her deeply. I could see their tongues meeting, Claire moaning into his mouth as his hands moved down to her breasts, squeezing them through the thin material of her dress.

"I've missed these," Luke murmured, pushing the neckline down to expose her breasts. Her nipples were already hard, pebbled with arousal. "Spread your legs for me."

Claire obeyed immediately, widening her stance on the rug. The emerald dress rode up her thighs, exposing her bare pussy. Luke smiled appreciatively at the sight, glancing back at me standing there, watching.

"She's already wet for me, Dylan," he commented, running a finger along her slit. Claire gasped at his touch. "Did you miss my cock, Claire?"

"Yes," she admitted, her voice breathy with desire.

"Show me how much," Luke commanded, gently pushing her onto her back.

Claire lay beneath the Christmas tree, her legs spread wide, the emerald dress bunched around her waist. Luke positioned himself between her thighs, his hands gripping her flesh as he lowered his face to her pussy. The first sweep of his tongue made Claire arch her back, a moan escaping her lips.

I stood transfixed, watching another man pleasure my wife on Christmas Eve. The obscenity of it, the raw sexuality of the scene before me was almost too much to bear. I loosened my tie, feeling hot and constricted in my suit.

Luke ate Claire's pussy with methodical skill, his tongue tracing circles around her clit before diving deep inside her. Her hands came up to grip his hair, her hips moving against his face as she chased her pleasure. The wet sounds of his mouth on her filled the room, punctuated by Claire's increasingly desperate moans.

"That's it," Luke murmured against her flesh. "Get nice and wet for my cock."

I watched as Claire writhed beneath him, her back arching off the rug. He slipped two fingers inside her while continuing to lick and suck her clit, and I could tell from her movements that he was pressing against the anal plug from the inside. The dual sensation pushed her closer to the edge.

"I'm going to come," she gasped, her thighs trembling.

Luke immediately pulled back, denying her the release. "Not yet," he said firmly. "Not until I'm inside you."

Claire whimpered in frustration, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Luke stood up, unbuckling his belt and dropping his jeans. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, already leaking pre-cum. My mouth watered at the sight of it, knowing what it would soon be doing to my wife.

"Roll over," Luke instructed. "On your knees."

Claire complied, turning over beneath the Christmas tree. The position caused the skirt of her dress to ride up completely, exposing her ass and the jeweled base of the plug nestled between her cheeks. Luke groaned at the sight.

"Nice touch," he said to me with a grin. Then, to Claire: "Give me your hands."

Claire extended her arms behind her back. Luke reached down and hooked his fingers into the waistband of her thong, which was pushed to the side to accommodate the plug. With a swift motion, he pulled the panties down her legs and off, leaving them dangling from one ankle before removing them completely.

"Wrists together," he commanded, and proceeded to wrap the delicate fabric around Claire's wrists, binding them securely behind her back.

The sight of my wife bound with her own underwear, her ass in the air and pussy exposed beneath our Christmas tree, sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I unbuttoned my jacket, giving myself room to breathe as I watched Luke position himself behind Claire.

"Look at your husband while I fuck you," Luke told her, gripping his cock and rubbing the head between her wet folds. "I want him to see your face when I stretch this tight pussy around my cock."

Claire turned her head toward me, her eyes half-lidded with desire, makeup slightly smudged, lips parted. Our gazes locked as Luke pushed forward, entering her in one slow, deliberate stroke. The look on her face—the mixture of pleasure, surrender, and raw need—was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen.

"Oh, fuck," she moaned, her bound hands clenching into fists as Luke filled her completely.

Luke groaned, gripping her hips tightly. "Still so fucking tight," he muttered, beginning to move inside her. "And with that plug in your ass... Jesus, you're gripping me like a vise."

I couldn't take my eyes off the scene before me. Luke's thick cock sliding in and out of my wife's pussy, the jeweled base of the plug catching the Christmas lights with each thrust, Claire's face contorting with pleasure as she was taken beneath our tree. It was obscene and beautiful and everything I'd fantasized about.

"You like... watching... your wife get fucked... by another man on Christmas Eve?" Luke asked me, his pace increasing. "Like seeing her... tied up and used like a slut... under your tree?"

"Yes," I admitted, my voice hoarse with arousal. "I fucking love it."

Claire moaned in response, her eyes never leaving mine as Luke pounded into her. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with Claire's increasingly urgent cries and the gentle jingling of ornaments on the tree above them.

"Tell him... how much you... love my cock," Luke demanded, slapping Claire's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint.

"I love it!" she gasped, her words punctuated by each thrust. "I love your cock... inside me, stretching me... open while Dylan watches. It feels so good, so fucking good!"

Luke reached around to rub her clit as he continued thrusting, and I could see Claire's body tensing, approaching orgasm. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth falling open as pleasure overtook her.

"That's it, come on my cock," Luke encouraged, his own movements becoming more erratic. "Let your husband see how good I make you feel."

Claire's orgasm hit her hard, her body convulsing as she cried out. The sight of her coming undone triggered something primal in me. I unzipped my pants and took out my cock, stroking it slowly as I watched Luke continue to fuck my wife through her climax.

"I'm going to fill this pussy with cum," Luke announced, his breathing ragged. "Going to leave a Christmas present deep inside her for you."

"Do it," I urged, my hand moving faster on my own cock. "Fill her up."

Luke groaned, his body tensing as he drove deep into Claire one final time. He held her hips firmly against his groin, ensuring every drop of his cum was deposited inside her. Claire whimpered, her body still sensitive from her orgasm, as Luke pulsed inside her.

After a moment, Luke slowly withdrew, his cock still semi-hard and glistening with their combined fluids. A thick glob of white semen immediately began to leak from Claire's pussy, running down her inner thigh.

"All yours," Luke said to me, moving aside. "Clean her up."

I didn't hesitate, dropping to my knees behind Claire. I untied her hands first, helping her stretch her arms before gently guiding her to roll onto her back. She looked up at me, flushed and satisfied, her legs falling open to reveal Luke's cum leaking from her pussy.

"Merry Christmas, baby," she whispered, reaching up to stroke my face.

I lowered my head between her thighs, inhaling the musky scent of sex before running my tongue along her slit, tasting the mixture of her juices and Luke's cum. The flavor was intoxicating—slightly bitter, but undeniably erotic. I lapped eagerly at her pussy, swallowing every drop of cum I could reach.

Claire moaned, sensitive but encouraging, her hands in my hair as I cleaned her thoroughly with my tongue. My cock ached painfully, desperate for release. As I finished cleaning her, I straightened up on my knees, stroking myself rapidly as I looked down at my well-fucked wife.

It took only a few strokes before I was coming hard, shooting my load onto the hardwood floor beside the rug. The intensity of my orgasm made my vision blur momentarily, my body shuddering with release.

"Fucking beautiful," Luke commented, now dressed and watching us from a few feet away. "I should head out. Sounds like you've got more guests coming."

I nodded, still trying to catch my breath as I tucked myself back into my pants. Claire sat up, adjusting her dress to cover herself, though it did little to hide what had just happened to her.

"Thanks for coming," I managed, standing to walk Luke to the door.

He smiled, glancing back at Claire who was still beneath the tree. "No, thank you. Best Christmas invitation I've ever received." He paused at the door. "Merry Christmas to both of you."

As the door closed behind Luke, I turned back toward the living room, eager to reconnect with Claire before our next guest arrived.
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The door closed behind Luke, leaving Claire and me alone in our living room that now smelled of sex and sweat. I crossed the room to her, still lying beneath our Christmas tree, her emerald dress bunched around her waist and Luke's cum glistening on her inner thighs despite my thorough cleanup. She smiled up at me, her makeup smudged and her hair disheveled, looking utterly debauched and completely satisfied. I knelt beside her, gently stroking her flushed cheek.

"How are you doing, baby? Too much?"

Claire's laugh was low and throaty as she reached for my hand. "Are you kidding? This is the best Christmas present ever. I can't believe you arranged all this."

I helped her sit up, adjusting her dress to cover her temporarily, though I knew it wouldn't stay that way for long. She winced slightly as she moved, the plug in her ass shifting with her movement.

"I've been planning it for months," I admitted, brushing a strand of hair from her face. "Everyone was surprisingly eager to participate."

"I bet they were," Claire said with a smirk, leaning against me. Her hand found my crotch, gently squeezing my semi-hard cock through my pants. "And you? Are you enjoying your Christmas?"

I kissed her deeply, tasting the lingering flavor of Luke on her lips. "Watching you get fucked by other men is all I ever want. Seeing you take their cocks, clean up their cum afterward—it's perfect." I paused, looking into her eyes. "Are you happy with our lifestyle? With what we do?"

Claire's expression softened. "I love you for accepting me as I am. For understanding that I need this—need to be filled and used and fucked hard—and for finding your own pleasure in it." She squeezed my cock again. "We're perfect for each other."

The doorbell rang, interrupting our moment. Claire's eyes lit up with excitement.

"That'll be Marcus," I said, standing up and adjusting my suit. "Ready for round two?"

Claire nodded eagerly, quickly checking her appearance in the reflection of a Christmas ornament. "How do I look?"

"Like a woman who's just been thoroughly fucked and is ready for more," I replied honestly, heading to the door.

Marcus stood on our doorstep, his powerful frame filling the entryway. His dark skin contrasted with the white dress shirt he wore, sleeves rolled up to reveal muscular forearms. He grinned when he saw me, clapping a hand on my shoulder.

"Dylan, my man. Merry Christmas."

"Merry Christmas, Marcus. Come in," I said, stepping aside to let him enter. "Claire's waiting for you."

Marcus followed me into the living room, his presence somehow making our home feel smaller. When his eyes landed on Claire, still sitting beneath the tree with her dress slightly askew, a predatory smile spread across his face.

"Well, well," he said, his deep voice filling the room. "Someone's already been enjoying their Christmas present." He looked at me. "Luke?"

I nodded. "Just left. Claire's warmed up and ready for you."

Marcus laughed, already unbuttoning his shirt. "I can see that. Damn, girl, you look good enough to eat."

Claire's eyes were fixed on Marcus as he undressed, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. I knew she had a particular weakness for him—his confidence, his size, the contrast of his dark skin against hers. Watching them together was always especially arousing for me.

"Stand up," Marcus commanded her, and Claire immediately obeyed, getting to her feet with a grace that belied what she'd just been through. Marcus circled her slowly, like a predator assessing his prey. "Turn around."

Claire turned, allowing Marcus to see the jeweled base of the plug still nestled between her ass cheeks, visible as he lifted the back of her dress.

"Nice," he commented, running a finger along the curve of her ass. "But I think we need to get you out of this dress. It's already seen better days."

With efficient movements, Marcus unzipped Claire's dress and helped her step out of it, leaving her in just her garter belt and stockings. Her body was flushed with arousal, nipples hard and pussy visibly wet. Marcus, now down to his boxers, guided her to kneel before him.

"You know what to do," he said simply.

Claire reached for his boxers, pulling them down to reveal his cock—thick, long, and already fully erect. I moved to the armchair across from them, settling in for the show. My cock strained against my pants as I watched my wife wrap her hand around Marcus's impressive length, stroking it reverently before leaning forward to take the head into her mouth.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged, threading his fingers through her hair. "Show your husband how much you love sucking black cock."

Claire moaned around his shaft, taking him deeper with each bob of her head. Her hands gripped his thighs for support as Marcus began to control the pace, guiding her movements with his grip on her hair. The wet sounds of her mouth working his cock filled the room, punctuated by her occasional gags when he pushed too deep.

I unbuttoned my pants, freeing my cock to stroke it slowly as I watched. There was something primal and erotic about seeing my petite wife struggling to accommodate Marcus's size, her jaw stretched wide, tears forming at the corners of her eyes as she worked to please him.

"Look at your husband," Marcus instructed, turning Claire's face toward me while keeping his cock in her mouth. "Show him how much you love this."

Claire's eyes met mine, filled with desire and submission. Drool leaked from the corners of her mouth as Marcus continued to face-fuck her, his hips thrusting forward with increasing force. Her hands moved to her own pussy, rubbing her clit as she serviced him.

After several minutes of this, Marcus pulled his huge black cock out from my wife’s eager mouth, a string of saliva connecting the head of his cock to Claire's lips. "On your back," he ordered, pointing to the rug beneath the tree where Luke had taken her earlier. "Spread those legs. I want to taste that pussy before I fuck it."

Claire complied eagerly, lying back in the same spot, legs spread wide to reveal her pink, swollen pussy still leaking traces of Luke's cum. Marcus knelt between her thighs, glancing at me with a smirk.

"Sloppy seconds. Just how I like it," he said before lowering his face to her sex.

Claire cried out at the first touch of his tongue, her back arching off the rug. Marcus ate her pussy with enthusiastic skill, his large hands gripping her thighs to hold them apart as he licked and sucked. The sight of his dark face between my wife's pale thighs was intensely erotic, a visual contrast that heightened the taboo nature of what we were doing.

"Please," Claire begged after a few minutes, her body trembling. "Please fuck me. I need your cock inside me."

Marcus raised his head, his chin glistening with her juices. "Since you asked so nicely." He positioned himself over her, his massive cock poised at her entrance. "Watch, Dylan. Watch me stretch your wife's little pussy."

I couldn't look away as Marcus pushed forward, the thick head of his huge black cock spreading Claire open. She gasped, her hands flying to his shoulders, nails digging into his dark skin as he worked his length inside her inch by inch. The jeweled plug still in her ass added extra pressure, making her tighter around his invading cock.

"So fucking tight," Marcus groaned, finally bottoming out inside her. "This pussy was made for black cock, wasn't it?"

"Yes," Claire moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper. "God, yes. Fuck me, please."

Marcus began to move, establishing a rhythm that had Claire crying out with each thrust. The Christmas tree above them shook slightly, ornaments jingling as Marcus pounded into her with increasing force. I stroked my cock faster, entranced by the sight of his dark shaft disappearing into my wife's pale body over and over again.

"You like watching your wife take black cock, don't you, Dylan?" Marcus called over to me, his voice strained with effort. "Like seeing her stretched around me, begging for it?"

"Yes," I admitted, my voice hoarse with arousal. "I fucking love it."

"Tell him, Claire," Marcus demanded, slapping her thigh hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Tell your husband what you prefer."

"Black cock," Claire gasped, her words punctuated by each thrust. "I love... black cock... stretching me... making me come..." Her eyes locked with mine as she spoke, adding to the humiliation and arousal I felt watching her.

Marcus flipped Claire over without withdrawing, positioning her on her hands and knees. The new angle allowed him to thrust even deeper, and Claire's moans turned to screams of pleasure as he hammered into her. The plug in her ass jiggled with each impact, adding to the obscene visual.

"I'm going to come," Marcus announced after several minutes of relentless pounding. "Going to fill this white pussy with my cum."

"Please," Claire begged, her arms giving out so that her face pressed against the rug, ass still raised high for his use. "Come inside me. Fill me up."

Marcus's rhythm faltered as his orgasm approached. Just as he began to groan, the doorbell rang. His eyes met mine over Claire's arched back.

"Perfect timing," I said with a grin, getting up to answer the door.

Marcus continued thrusting, determined to finish inside Claire before his brother arrived. I heard him grunt loudly as I opened the door to find Nigel standing there, looking remarkably similar to his older brother but with a leaner, more athletic build.

"Am I late?" Nigel asked, peering over my shoulder toward the sounds of sex coming from our living room.

"Right on time," I assured him, ushering him inside. "Marcus is just finishing up."

We walked into the living room to find Marcus pulling out of Claire, his cock still spurting the last drops of cum into her thoroughly used pussy. Claire remained on her hands and knees, panting, her body trembling from the intensity of the fucking she'd just received.

"Merry Christmas, brother," Nigel called out, already removing his jacket. "Looks like you started the party without me."

Marcus laughed, moving aside to give Nigel access to Claire. "Just warming her up for you. She's nice and loose now."

I approached Claire, stroking her hair gently. "How are you doing, baby?"

She looked up at me, eyes glazed with pleasure. "Amazing," she whispered. "So good."

Nigel was already naked, his cock every bit as impressive as his brother's. He knelt behind Claire, running his hands over the curves of her ass.

"I have to get this hole," he said, tapping the base of the plug with his finger. Claire moaned at the sensation.

"It’s been too damn long since I fucked this lovely back door," Nigel added, reaching between her cheeks to grasp the jeweled base. Slowly, he worked the plug out of her ass, watching as her tight hole clenched and relaxed around the toy. When it finally popped free, Nigel passed it to me, right into my hand.

"Keep this safe," he told me with a wink, and I placed the used plug directly into my suit pocket. The weight of it, warm and slick from being inside my wife, pressed against my thigh through the fabric. My cock twitched at the degradation.

Nigel positioned himself behind Claire, who remained on all fours, her ass raised invitingly. He spat directly onto her asshole, using his fingers to work the moisture around her tight ring of muscle.

"You ready for this ass to get fucked?" he asked her, slapping her cheek hard enough to make her yelp.

"Yes," Claire breathed, pushing back against his fingers. "Fuck my ass, please!"

Nigel looked at me as he lined up his cock with my wife's asshole. "Your wife's a proper anal slut, isn't she, Dylan?"

Pride and arousal mingled in my chest as I nodded. "She fucking loves it."

Nigel pressed forward, the head of his cock breaching Claire's tight ring. She gasped, her fingers digging into the rug as he slowly worked his way inside her. Marcus, now dressed, watched from the side, stroking his semi-hard cock through his pants.

"Fuck, that's tight," Nigel groaned, inching deeper. "Your ass is gripping me like a vise, girl."

Claire whimpered, her body adjusting to the invasion. I knelt in front of her, lifting her chin so she could look at me. Her eyes were filled with a mixture of pain and pleasure, tears streaking her mascara down her cheeks.

"You're doing so well, baby," I encouraged, stroking her face. "Taking that big black cock in your ass like a good girl."

Nigel established a rhythm, starting slow but gradually increasing his pace as Claire's body relaxed around him. His hands gripped her hips tightly, pulling her back to meet each thrust. Claire's whimpers turned to moans, then to cries of pleasure as the initial discomfort gave way to enjoyment.

"Play with her clit," Nigel instructed me. "Make her come while I fuck her ass."

I reached beneath Claire, finding her swollen clit and rubbing it in tight circles. She was soaking wet, a mixture of her own juices and Marcus's cum making my fingers slip easily over her sensitive flesh. The combination of my fingers on her clit and Nigel's cock in her ass quickly brought her to the edge.

"Oh god, I'm coming," she cried out, her body tensing as her orgasm crashed through her. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Nigel's cock, triggering his own release.

"Fuck!" he groaned, driving deep inside her one final time. "Take this load deep in your ass, bitch!"

The sight of my wife being filled with cum for the third time that night was too much. I unzipped my pants again, freeing my cock and stroking it rapidly. Within seconds, I was coming again, shooting my load onto the rug beneath us as Claire collapsed forward, Nigel's cock still buried in her ass.

After a moment, Nigel slowly withdrew, his cock leaving a trail of cum leaking from Claire's abused hole. Without being told, I moved behind her, lowering my face to her ass and licking up the mixture of lube and cum that oozed from her. The taste was bitter and musky, but the act of cleaning her this way was profoundly satisfying.

"Damn," Marcus commented, watching me work. "Your husband really is the perfect cleanup cuck."

Claire moaned softly as my tongue worked over her sensitive asshole, gathering every drop of Nigel's cum. When I finished, her entire body was flushed and trembling, thoroughly used and satisfied.

The Thompson brothers dressed quickly, exchanging satisfied grins as they prepared to leave.

"Best Christmas invitation ever," Nigel remarked, zipping up his jacket. "You two know how to throw a party."

Marcus nodded in agreement, clapping a hand on my shoulder. "Can't wait to see what you have planned for next year. Maybe we'll tag-team her properly next time."

I walked them to the door, conscious of the plug still in my pocket and the taste of cum still on my tongue.

"Merry Christmas," they called in unison as they left, heading out into the night.

I closed the door and returned to Claire, who had barely moved from her position on the floor, cum leaking from both her holes, her body bearing the marks of three different men. And the night was still young.
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I'd barely cleaned myself up from the encounter with the Thompson brothers when the doorbell rang for the final time that evening. Claire was still catching her breath, lying on her back beneath our Christmas tree, her body glistening with sweat, cum leaking from both her holes. I helped her to her feet, her legs trembling from exhaustion, and quickly retrieved her emerald dress, helping her slip it back on though it did little to hide what she'd been through.

Checking my watch, I knew exactly who was at the door—the finale to our Christmas Eve celebration. Richard, Claire's colleague from the hospital, and his young submissive Olivia. My cock twitched in anticipation despite having already come twice. The BDSM edge they would bring was something both Claire and I had been looking forward to.

"Are you ready for this?" I asked Claire, smoothing her tangled hair as best I could.

She nodded, a mixture of exhaustion and excitement in her eyes. "It’s gonna be a perfect closure of this night!"

I kissed her gently before heading to the door. When I opened it, Richard stood there, as commanding in person as Claire had described. Tall and lean with a neatly trimmed gray beard and thin-framed glasses that gave him an air of intellectual dominance. Beside him was Olivia, younger and beautiful, with an outward appearance of demure submission that contrasted with the knowing glint in her eyes.

"Dylan," Richard greeted me with a firm handshake. "Merry Christmas."

"Merry Christmas, Richard. And Olivia," I replied, stepping aside to let them enter. "Claire's waiting in the living room."

Richard entered first, carrying a small leather bag that I suspected contained implements for what was to come. Olivia followed, giving me an appraising look that made me feel exposed even though I was still fully dressed in my now-rumpled suit.

"She looks well-used already," Richard commented as we entered the living room and he caught sight of the naked Claire. Indeed, her makeup was smudged, her hair disheveled, her legs unsteady. "How many men have had her tonight?"

"Three so far," I answered, feeling a rush of both pride and humiliation. "You're the last."

Richard nodded approvingly, setting his bag down on our coffee table. "Perfect. She'll be nice and sensitive." He turned to Olivia. "Prepare Dylan while I assess Claire."

Without waiting for a response, Richard crossed to Claire, taking her chin in his hand and tilting her face up to examine her. I watched as my wife instinctively lowered her eyes in submission, recognizing his dominant energy immediately.

Olivia approached me, her movements graceful and confident despite her youth. "Remove your jacket and tie," she instructed, her voice softer than I'd expected but with an unmistakable note of authority.

I complied, shrugging out of my suit jacket and loosening my tie. Olivia took them from me, folding the jacket neatly before draping it over a chair. She kept the tie, running the silk material through her fingers.

"Richard says you enjoy humiliation," she said, not a question but a statement. "That you like to watch your wife being used by other men."

"Yes," I admitted, my voice hoarse with desire despite my recent orgasms.

"Good," she replied simply. "Because I'm going to help you enjoy this even more."

Across the room, Richard was circling Claire, eyeing her naked, sweaty body, her bearing the marks of her previous encounters—red handprints on her ass and thighs, bruises forming on her hips where Marcus and Nigel had gripped her, cum still leaking from her well-used holes.

"Beautiful," Richard murmured, running a hand down her spine. "You've been thoroughly fucked tonight, haven't you, Claire?"

"Yes, sir," she replied, her voice trembling slightly.

Richard smiled, removing his suit jacket and rolling up his sleeves. He loosened his tie and slid it from around his neck with a silky whisper of fabric.

"Hands behind your back," he instructed, and Claire immediately complied, placing her wrists together at the small of her back.

I watched, transfixed, as Richard used his tie to bind her wrists, his movements precise and practiced. The dark silk looked striking against Claire's pale skin, a subtle reminder of his professional authority now being used for dominance in our home.

"Dylan, come here," Olivia commanded, drawing my attention back to her. She had moved to Richard's bag and removed what appeared to be a leather paddle. "Kneel."

My cock hardened at her tone despite my exhaustion. I sank to my knees before her, my eyes drawn back to Claire and Richard.

Richard had guided Claire to face the Christmas tree, her bound hands forcing her chest to thrust forward, her balance precarious. He reached up and carefully removed a strand of colored Christmas lights from the tree.

"These will do nicely," he said, turning to Claire with the lights trailing from his hand. "Stay still."

With methodical precision, Richard began to wrap the strand of lights around Claire's torso, weaving them between and around her breasts, creating a harness of colored bulbs that illuminated her skin with alternating patterns of red, green, and blue. The contrast was obscene and beautiful—my wife, bound and decorated like a Christmas present, her body adorned with lights that highlighted every curve and mark.

"Look at your husband," Richard instructed Claire once he'd finished. "See how hard he is just watching you."

Claire's eyes met mine, and I saw the mixture of humiliation and arousal there that mirrored my own feelings. Olivia moved behind me, her hand coming down to rest on my shoulder.

"He's enjoying this too much," she observed, speaking to Richard but keeping her eyes on me. "I think he needs a reminder of his place."

Richard nodded his approval, and Olivia brought the paddle down across my back with surprising force. I gasped, more from shock than pain, as she delivered another blow.

"Count them," she ordered. "And thank me for each one."

"One. Thank you," I managed, my cock straining against my pants despite the sting.

Another blow landed. "Two. Thank you, Olivia."

Richard had moved behind Claire, his hand coming up to tangle in her hair, pulling her head back to expose her throat. With his free hand, he unfastened his belt and lowered his zipper, freeing his cock.

"On your knees," he commanded, and Claire awkwardly lowered herself, unable to use her hands for balance with them bound behind her back. The Christmas lights wrapped around her torso shifted with her movement, casting eerie shadows across her face.

"Three. Thank you, Olivia," I counted as another blow landed across my shoulders.

Richard guided his cock to Claire's lips, and she opened for him eagerly, taking him into her mouth with practiced skill. Despite having serviced three other men already that night, her enthusiasm hadn't waned. Richard began to thrust, holding her head in place as he used her mouth.

Olivia continued to paddle me, each blow sending jolts of pain and pleasure through my system. By the tenth strike, I was panting, my back burning and my cock painfully hard.

"Stand up," Olivia instructed when she'd finished. "But don't touch yourself."

I obeyed, rising on shaky legs. Olivia moved to stand beside me, her hand sliding down to cup my erection through my pants. "You like watching your wife service other men, don't you?"

"Yes," I admitted, my voice strained.

"Tell me why," she demanded, squeezing me harder.

"Because... because she deserves the pleasure," I gasped. "Because I love seeing her completely satisfied in ways I can't provide."

Richard had withdrawn from Claire's mouth, got off his tie from her hands and was guiding her onto all fours, the Christmas lights trailing down her body and pooling on the floor around her. He positioned himself behind her, his cock glistening with her saliva as he lined it up with her pussy.

"Look at your husband while I fuck you," Richard instructed Claire. "I want him to see your face when I make you come."

Claire turned her head toward me, her eyes heavy-lidded with desire despite her exhaustion. Richard thrust forward in one smooth motion, burying himself inside her. Claire gasped, her body jerking forward from the force of his entry.

Olivia unzipped my pants and reached inside to grasp my cock directly. "Don't you dare come until I say so," she warned, beginning to stroke me slowly. "Your pleasure is secondary tonight."

Richard established a punishing rhythm, each thrust making Claire's body rock forward and the Christmas lights jingle softly. He maintained his grip on her hair, forcing her head up so she had to maintain eye contact with me as she was taken.

"Tell your husband how it feels," Richard commanded her, slapping her ass hard enough to leave yet another red mark on her already abused flesh.

"So good," Claire moaned, her words punctuated by each thrust. "His cock... feels amazing... stretching me..."

Olivia continued to stroke me, her grip alternating between painfully tight and frustratingly light. She picked up Richard's tie from the coffee table with her free hand.

"Bend over," she instructed me, and I complied, leaning forward with my hands braced against the wall. The first lash of the tie across my back made me gasp. It was different from the paddle—sharper, more precise. Olivia continued to whip me with the tie while maintaining her grip on my cock, the dual sensations of pain and pleasure pushing me toward the edge.

Richard increased his pace, fucking Claire with brutal efficiency. He leaned over her, his chest against her back, and whispered something in her ear that I couldn't hear. Whatever it was made Claire's eyes widen and her body tense.

"Come for me," Richard ordered loudly enough for all to hear. "Come on my cock while your husband watches."

Claire's orgasm was immediate and violent, her body convulsing as she cried out, her eyes never leaving mine. The sight of my wife coming undone beneath another man, bound with my Christmas lights and used for his pleasure, pushed me dangerously close to my own climax.

"Not yet," Olivia hissed in my ear, squeezing the base of my cock painfully. "You come when I say, not before."

Richard's rhythm faltered as he approached his own climax. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside Claire and groaned his release. After a moment of stillness, he slowly withdrew, his cock glistening with his cum and Claire's juices.

"Bring the eggnog," Richard instructed Olivia, who released me to fetch the bowl from the coffee table. I hadn't even noticed it there before, a large crystal bowl filled with creamy holiday punch.

Richard helped Claire to her knees, but still left the Christmas lights wrapped around her torso. "Squat over the bowl," he ordered.

Understanding dawned on Claire's face, and she moved to position herself over the eggnog, her thighs trembling with exhaustion. As she squatted, Richard's cum began to leak from her pussy, dripping into the creamy liquid below. The obscenity of the act—my wife's well-fucked pussy adding Richard's seed to our Christmas eggnog—sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.

Olivia returned to my side, taking my cock in her hand again. "Now you may come," she whispered, stroking me rapidly while Richard guided Claire back to her feet.

My orgasm hit me like a freight train, my entire body tensing as I spurted over Olivia's hand and onto our living room floor. She continued to stroke me through it, milking every last drop of cum from my exhausted body.

Richard dipped a ladle into the eggnog, now mixed with his cum, and filled two glasses. He handed one to Olivia, who brought it to my lips.

"Drink," she commanded, and I obeyed, tasting the sweet, spicy eggnog with the unmistakable salty tang of cum mixed in.

Richard brought the other glass to Claire, who drank without hesitation, her eyes meeting mine over the rim. There was something deeply intimate about sharing this moment—both of us consuming the same mixture, connected by this final act of depravity.

When we had both finished drinking, Richard and Olivia gathered their things. Richard carefully unwound the Christmas lights from Claire's body, returning them to the tree with meticulous care. Olivia cleaned and packed away the paddle and other implements they had brought.

"Thank you for inviting us," Richard said formally, as if we'd just shared a normal Christmas Eve dinner. "This was most enjoyable."

"Indeed," Olivia added, her demeanor shifting back to something more youthful and less commanding. "Merry Christmas to both of you."

I showed them to the door, still feeling dazed from the intensity of the evening. When I returned to the living room, Claire was sitting on the couch, still naked, looking utterly spent but satisfied.

I sat beside her, pulling her into my arms. She nuzzled against my chest, sighing contentedly.

"That was incredible," she murmured, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Best Christmas Eve ever."

I stroked her hair, breathing in the scent of her—sweat, sex, and the lingering traces of four different men's colognes mingled with our own familiar smell.

"Merry Christmas, baby," I whispered, looking around our living room that now bore the evidence of our night—discarded clothing, stains on the rug, the tree slightly askew from being bumped repeatedly. The air was heavy with the smell of sex and cum, a potent reminder of what we'd shared.

Claire looked up at me, her eyes filled with love despite everything—or perhaps because of it. "I love you, Dylan. Thank you for understanding me. For giving me this."

I kissed her gently, tasting traces of eggnog, cum, and something uniquely Claire beneath it all. "I love you too. Always."
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​Epilogue
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I stared at my champagne glass, watching the bubbles rise to the surface only to die a quick death. Just like my enthusiasm for this party. One year ago, Claire and I had been sitting at this same table, in this same house, making the same small talk with Robert and Sarah's boring friends. But what a difference a year makes. Last New Year's Eve, I couldn't have imagined the places we'd go, the things we'd do, the men who would fuck my wife while I watched. The thought sent a familiar tingle of humiliation and arousal through me, and I glanced at Claire, wondering if she was thinking the same thing.

She looked radiant in her black cocktail dress, her brown hair cascading over her shoulders. Even after ten years of marriage, she could still make my breath catch. But now I wasn't the only one who got to appreciate that beauty, who got to feel her tight body against theirs. The thought should have killed me, but instead, it had become the thing that kept our marriage alive, vibrant, and sexually charged.

"God, I'm bored," Claire whispered, leaning close enough that I could smell her perfume. "Remember how dreadfully dull this party was last year?"

"How could I forget?" I smiled, taking a sip of my champagne. "Though I do remember the bathroom visit making it somewhat more interesting."

Claire's lips curled into a mischievous smile. "That feels like a lifetime ago, doesn't it? Before we...changed things."

"Changed things," I echoed. Such a mild phrase for what we'd done—for inviting other men into our bedroom, for me willingly becoming a cuckold husband, for us discovering parts of ourselves we'd never known existed.

Claire ran her finger along the rim of her glass. "It's kind of crazy to think about everything we've done this past year."

"Crazy good or crazy bad?" I asked, though I already knew the answer.

"Crazy fucking hot," she whispered, her brown eyes locking with mine.

I felt my cock stir in my pants. "Remember how it all started? With Luke?"

Claire nodded, a faraway look in her eyes. "God, yes. My cocky ex-one-night-stand. I still can't believe how hot it was to be dominated by him."

"It surely helped he was someone you already knew," I said, remembering the strange, twisted scene he brought to us. "I didn't expect him to be so..."

"Dominant?" Claire finished my sentence. "Neither did I. He was never like that when we dated. But something about knowing you were there, knowing you were watching him fuck your wife...it triggered something primal in him."

I shifted in my seat, my pants growing tighter. "It triggered something in all of us."

Claire's hand found my thigh under the table. "But Luke was just the beginning, wasn't he? Then came Marcus from your gym."

The memory sent a jolt through me. Marcus Thompson, my workout buddy, the guy who'd spotted me countless times, who'd shared protein shake recipes and workout tips. The guy who now regularly fucked my wife into screaming, shuddering orgasms with his big, black cock.

"I still remember the look on your face when I told you I'd mentioned our arrangement to him," I said.

"And I remember how big my eyes got when you showed me his dick pics," Claire shot back with a laugh that was just loud enough to make a nearby couple glance our way. She lowered her voice. "I'd never been with a black man before. Marcus was...educational."

"Educational," I repeated, my mouth dry. "That's one way to put it."

"And then he brought Nigel into the mix," Claire continued, her hand inching higher on my thigh. "His younger brother with that perfect body and that insatiable appetite."

I nodded, remembering the first time the Thompson brothers had tag-teamed my wife. I'd sat in the corner of our bedroom, watching as they took turns with her, then took her simultaneously. The sight of Claire sandwiched between those two muscular black men, filled in every hole, her face a mask of pure ecstasy, was seared into my brain forever.

"The Thompson brothers know how to handle a woman," Claire said, her breath coming a bit faster now. "And they know how to put a husband in his place."

I felt that delicious twist of shame and excitement in my gut. "They certainly enjoyed making me watch."

"And clean up," Claire added with a wicked grin.

I glanced around nervously, but no one was paying attention to us. The other guests were engrossed in their own conversations, completely unaware that the mild-mannered couple in the corner was discussing their depraved sex life.

"But it wasn't just the Thompsons, was it?" I prompted. "There was also your colleague."

"Richard," Claire whispered, her eyes glazing slightly at the memory. "Dr. Starr. God, who would have thought that stern, serious surgeon had such a dominant side? Those sessions in his home dungeon..."

"He certainly taught us both a few things about discipline," I agreed, remembering how Richard had tied Claire up, suspended her from the ceiling, flogged her until she begged for mercy, then fucked her while forcing me to watch from the corner. "I never thought I'd be okay with another man treating you like that, but—"

"But you loved it," Claire finished for me. "You loved seeing me completely at his mercy, and you loved when he turned his attention to you."

I couldn't deny it. The humiliation Richard had subjected me to—making me serve them drinks while wearing nothing but a collar, forcing me to prepare Claire for him, verbally degrading me while he fucked my wife—had awakened something in me I hadn't known existed.

"And let's not forget those Reddit rules we followed each month," I said, changing the subject slightly as I felt myself getting too aroused for a public setting.

Claire laughed softly. "Thank God we found those. They were so hot and challenging, weren’t they?” she added with a smile.

I nodded, remembering the thrill and terror of what we were going through. Claire squeezed my thigh, dangerously close to my crotch. "But we agree, no more monthly rules in the new year, right? Just whatever feels good?"

"Definitely," I agreed. "Though I have to say, as challenging as some of those rules were, they pushed us to try things we might not have otherwise."

"Like bringing Monica into the mix," Claire said with a grin.

The mention of Monica's name sent another wave of arousal through me. Monica Simpson, Claire's best friend and fellow nurse at the hospital, had become an unexpected addition to our arrangement.

"God, Monica," I murmured. "I still can't believe she agreed to 'cuck-sit' me."

"It was so fucking hot," Claire admitted. "Knowing you were home, locked in chastity, with Monica watching you, teasing you, making sure you didn't cheat, while I was out with Marcus getting the life fucked out of me."

I swallowed hard. "She was...not gentle with her mocking."

Claire's eyes gleamed. "That's why I picked her. I knew she'd enjoy it a little too much. And she sent me pictures," Claire reminded me. "Which I showed to Marcus. He got so turned on that he fucked me harder than ever."

I let out a shaky breath. "That was my favorite night," I admitted. "The combination of humiliation from Monica and knowing what you were doing with Marcus... And what about you?" I asked, wanting to hear her say it again. "What was your favorite moment this year?"

Claire didn't hesitate. "Being DP'd by the Thompson brothers," she said, her voice barely audible. "Marcus in my pussy, Nigel in my ass, both of them filling me completely, stretching me in ways I didn't know were possible. The way they coordinated their thrusts, the way they talked to each other about me like I was just a toy they were sharing..." She shivered visibly. "Nothing has ever felt so dirty and so perfect at the same time."

My cock was throbbing now, and I had to adjust myself under the table. Claire noticed and smiled wickedly.

"Someone's excited," she teased. "Want to recreate last New Year's Eve? Find a bathroom? Let me swallow you down?"

For a moment, I was tempted—desperately so. The memory of Claire on her knees in Robert and Sarah's guest bathroom, eagerly taking my cock in her mouth until I exploded down her throat, was vivid and enticing.

But Claire was already shaking her head. "I'm just teasing you, baby. We can't."

"Why not?" I asked, knowing I sounded pathetic but past caring.

"Because," Claire said, her voice dropping to a whisper, "Marcus is coming over tomorrow. First thing in the new year. And I want to be fresh and ready for him. No sore jaw, no hoarse voice from deep-throating you tonight."

The words were like a slap and a caress at the same time. The rejection stung, but the reason for it—the reminder of what awaited us tomorrow—sent another pulse of arousal through me.

"Besides," Claire continued, "it's still December. The rule says you can only cum while I'm on a date with a bull."

I groaned softly. "You're cruel."

"And you love it," she countered with a knowing smile.

She was right, of course. This was what our marriage had become—a delicate dance of desire, denial, and debauchery. And God help me, I'd never been happier.

"Should we get out of here?" I suggested, glancing at my watch. "It's only 10:30. We could be home by 11, get a good night's sleep, be well-rested for tomorrow."

Claire's eyes lit up. "I like the way you think. Besides, these people are as dull as dishwater. I'd much rather go home, maybe tease you a little more, then get some beauty sleep before Marcus arrives."

We made our excuses to our hosts, claiming exhaustion and early morning commitments. As we retrieved our coats, I caught Claire's eye and saw the excitement there—not just for tonight's teasing or tomorrow's encounter, but for all the adventures that awaited us in the new year.

A year ago, we'd been a conventional couple in a stagnant marriage. Now we were something else entirely—something that most people wouldn't understand, something that defied traditional notions of love and commitment. But as I helped Claire into her coat, feeling that familiar mix of anticipation and submission, I knew I wouldn't trade this life for anything.

The new year was hours away, but our private celebration—our testament to the twisted, beautiful thing our marriage had become—was already beginning. And tomorrow, when Marcus arrived and I assumed my position as the obedient, humiliated, secretly thrilled cuckold husband, we would ring in the new year in the way that had come to define us: Claire giving herself to another man while I watched, waited, and worshiped.
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