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The application form glowed blue-white on the tablet screen. Not lengthy. Not complicated. Just nine questions that could change everything. Lydia's finger hovered over the submit button, her breath shallow, her thighs already pressing together beneath her silk robe. James stood behind her, one hand on her shoulder, the other gripping the back of the couch like it was the only thing keeping him upright. They'd talked about this for months. Fantasized. Whispered. Hesitated. But tonight felt different. Tonight felt like destiny wrapped in lust and sealed with the wet heat building between Lydia's legs.

"Are you sure?" James's voice cracked on the question, betraying his arousal.

Lydia didn't answer with words. She pressed submit.

The Bull Market logo pulsed once on screen—a stylized bull's head in matte black, elegant and threatening at once. Then came the confirmation text: *Application received. Verification pending.*

"Now we wait." Lydia tilted her head back against the couch, her waist-length brunette waves spilling like liquid silk. Her golden hazel eyes found James's soft grey-blue ones. "Come here."

He rounded the couch and sat beside her, immediately drawn to the gap in her robe where one sun-kissed thigh had escaped its silk prison. His hand moved toward it automatically.

"Don't," she whispered, catching his wrist. "Let's follow the rules already. Let's practice."

*Bull Market's* rules were notoriously strict. Only verified couples. Only bulls with perfect ratings. No direct contact outside the app. Privacy guaranteed through proprietary encryption. Money handled through blind accounts. And most importantly—all power dynamics established before first meeting.

The exclusivity was part of the appeal. Not just anyone could apply. You needed recommendations. Financial verification. Physical examinations. Psychological screening. Lydia and James had spent weeks preparing their application materials—photos taken by a professional boudoir photographer, testimonials from discreet friends already on the platform, medical certifications proving they were clean, financially stable, and mentally sound.

Their background checks had cleared last week. Their couples interview—conducted over encrypted video with a woman in a black suit whose name they never learned—had gone well. Now all that remained was waiting to see if any bulls would accept their invitation.

James stared at his wife's exposed thigh, honoring her request not to touch. "What if we're rejected?"

"Then we try again," Lydia said, but they both knew what rejection would mean: not desirable enough, not worthy of the platform's elite standards.

The tablet pinged.

Both froze, eyes locked on the screen.

*Application approved. Welcome to Bull Market. Please complete your couple profile to begin receiving interest.*

"Fuck," James whispered, his cock hardening instantly against his thigh. They weren't just accepted—they'd been fast-tracked. Most couples waited days for approval. They'd waited seventeen minutes.

Lydia's hands trembled as she filled out their profile. Preferences, limits, fantasies—all laid bare in dropdown menus and sliding scales. The app's interface was sleek, more luxury product than hookup platform. No vulgarity. No amateur aesthetics. This was wealth and power and sex distilled to its purest form.

When she'd finished, Lydia hesitated over the submit button once more. "Last chance to back out."

James swallowed, adam's apple bobbing. "We're not backing out."

She hit submit, and the screen changed.

*Matching begins now. Most couples receive their first interest within 48 hours. Premium couples (your category) typically match within 12. You will be notified when—*

The notification interrupted itself.

*You have interest from a bull. Priority status.*

"Already?" Lydia's voice pitched higher, a mixture of disbelief and arousal.

The profile loaded. A single name appeared at the top.

*Bishop.*

His stats appeared below. 6'3". 225 lbs. Premium Verified status. 98% satisfaction rating. Specialties: Domination. Cuckolding. Ritual humiliation. Body worship. Deep penetration.

"Oh god," Lydia whispered. She clicked his sample content.

The video loaded. High definition. Professional lighting. No music.

A woman laid spread on white sheets, her face tastefully blurred but her body on full display—curves similar to Lydia's, olive-toned skin flushed pink with arousal. A man knelt beside the bed, also face-blurred, watching. And then Bishop entered the frame.

He didn't speak. Didn't posture. He simply moved onto the bed with predatory grace, naked and fully erect, cock thick and vein-traced and glistening at the tip. He entered the woman in one smooth thrust that made her arch and gasp. But what captivated Lydia and James wasn't the penetration—it was Bishop's eyes. Dark. Unblinking. Fixed on the husband throughout.

Bishop fucked the woman with methodical precision. Deep, measured strokes. No performance, no pornographic exaggeration. Just raw claiming, possession in physical form. The woman came twice, her body shaking violently. When Bishop finally finished, he did so with barely a change in expression—just a slight tightening of his jaw as he emptied himself inside her.

The video ended with Bishop standing, cum leaking from the woman onto pristine white sheets, while the husband remained kneeling, visibly shaking.

A message appeared.

*Bishop has selected you for a session. Accept?*

Lydia's finger stabbed the accept button before James could even process what was happening.

A new message appeared immediately.

*Rules of engagement:*

*1. The wife will wear no underwear from this moment until our meeting.*

*2. The husband will not touch himself or his wife sexually until I permit it.*

*3. A preparation video will be required. Instructions to follow.*

*4. All commands will be followed without question during our session.*

*Accept these terms?*

James read over Lydia's shoulder, his cock now painfully hard against his zipper. These weren't suggestions. These were commandments.

"Yes?" Lydia looked at him, seeking permission even as her body had clearly already decided.

He nodded once.

She accepted.

The tablet pinged again. Bishop was typing.

*Preparation video requirements: The wife will masturbate for exactly seven minutes. She will wear only thigh-high stockings. The husband will film. He may not touch himself during filming. I will be watching live. The wife may not cum until I grant permission via audio message. Begin in one hour.*

Lydia stood, dropping her robe to the floor in one fluid motion. She was already naked underneath—had been the entire conversation. Her full breasts swayed slightly, nipples pebbled hard. James couldn't take his eyes off the soft curve of her stomach, the thick, powerful thighs, the glistening evidence of her arousal already visible.

"One hour," she said, voice thick. "Help me find the stockings."

They moved to the bedroom. James watched as Lydia laid out three pairs of thigh-highs—black silk, nude with lace tops, sheer white.

"The black," he said, surprised by the authority in his own voice.

She nodded, then disappeared into the bathroom. He heard the shower run. His phone vibrated in his pocket.

*Camera position instructions attached. Ensure proper lighting. Failure will result in termination of our arrangement.*

Bishop had messaged him directly. A diagram showed exactly how to position the phone on a tripod, what angles to capture. James's hands shook as he set up the equipment.

When Lydia emerged fifty minutes later, her skin glowed from exfoliation and moisturizer. Her hair fell in soft waves past her waist. And true to instruction, she wore only the black silk thigh-highs, the tops squeezing her flesh just enough to create a slight indentation.
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