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The black lace of Brooke’s garter belt bit into the soft skin of her thigh as she fastened the final clasp. Perfect pressure. Trevor watched from the bedroom doorway, a slow, appreciative smile gracing his lips as he knotted his tie. The air between them was warm, familiar, smelling of her jasmine perfume and the starch from his dress shirt.

“You’re staring,” she said, a playful smirk tugging at her mouth as she smoothed the sheer stocking up her calf.

“Can’t help it. You’re a fucking vision, Brooke.” His voice was a low rumble that slid over her skin. He crossed the room, his fingers finding the bare small of her back above the cinched waist of the corset. He leaned in, his lips grazing the shell of her ear. “The thought of every man in that club watching you tonight... watching what’s mine... it’s making me hard already.”

She pressed back against the evident ridge in his trousers, a soft sound of agreement purring in her throat. “Just one man tonight, remember? Like last time.” Her eyes met his in the mirror’s reflection, sparkling with a shared, wicked secret. Their visits to The Velvet Loop were their ritual, a way to stoke the embers of their marriage into a bonfire. He would watch, a silent, proud king, as she took a carefully selected partner. They’d return home and fuck for hours, the energy of the night overflowing between them.

Trevor’s hands stilled on her hips. He took a slow, deep breath. The words had been circling his mind for months, a persistent, thrilling hum beneath the surface of his thoughts. Tonight felt different. The charge in the air felt potent enough to finally give them voice.

“Brooke...” he started, his tone shifting, losing its playful edge and gaining a new, raw gravity.

She turned within his loose embrace, her brow furrowed slightly at the new texture in his voice. “What is it, Trev?”

His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs. He looked down at her, at the trust and love etched into every feature he adored. “I’ve been thinking... about the club. About you.” He swallowed, his mouth suddenly dry. “Watching you with one guy... it’s fucking incredible. It lights me up. But... my mind... it keeps going further.”

He paused, and the silence stretched, thick with his unspoken desire. Brooke waited, her expression now one of open curiosity, a slight line of concern appearing between her eyebrows.

“I have this... this fantasy,” he finally pushed the words out, a confession exhaled into the space between them. “It’s not just one guy. It’s... more. A few. A handful.” His gaze was intense, locking onto hers, willing her to understand the depth of his need. “I fantasize about seeing you surrounded, Brooke. On your knees, or on your back, completely lost in it. I want to watch you take multiple cocks. I want to see you get fucked by a room full of men who can’t get enough of you. I want to watch my beautiful wife get gangbanged.”

The word hung in the air, vulgar and immense. It wasn’t just a statement; it was an entire world of depraved, intoxicating possibility. Trevor’s pulse hammered in his neck, laid bare before her.

Brooke’s playful smirk had utterly vanished. Her lips parted, not in desire, but in pure, unadulterated shock. She took a small, stumbling step back, her hand coming up to her chest as if to steady a heartbeat that was suddenly scrambling. The warmth in the room seemed to leach away, replaced by a chill of disbelief.

“Trevor... what?” Her voice was a whisper, thin and reedy. “A... a gangbang? Multiple men? At once?” She shook her head, a quick, jerky motion. “Jesus. I... I don’t... Is this a joke?”

“It’s not a joke,” he said, his voice firm but gentle, his hands reaching for her again, though he stopped short of touching her. “It’s the most serious, real fucking desire I’ve ever had. It’s all I can think about when I watch you.”

“But why?” The word was laced with a tremor of something like fear. “Is one not enough for you? Am I not enough? Do you... do you want to be with other women? Is that what this is about?” The questions tumbled out, her insecurities flashing in her wide eyes. The fantasy, in her mind, morphed into a threat to their foundation.

“No! God, no, Brooke. Look at me.” He waited until her panicked gaze focused on his. “This has nothing to do with me wanting anyone else. This is all about you. It’s about my insane, fucking overwhelming love for you. It’s about seeing the most precious thing in my world be worshipped. It’s about seeing you drown in pleasure, being the center of everyone’s universe for a night. It’s the ultimate... sharing. The ultimate turn-on. For me, it would be the hottest fucking thing I could ever witness.”

He saw the rigid line of her shoulders soften a fraction. The panic in her eyes receded, replaced by a deep, contemplative confusion. She wasn’t saying no. She was processing.

“I just... I can’t even picture it,” she murmured, her gaze drifting away from him, looking inward. “All those strangers... all those hands... all at once.” A faint shiver went through her, one that wasn’t entirely unpleasant. Her mind, against her will, began to paint a blurry picture. The weight. The heat. The overwhelming sensation of being utterly consumed.

Trevor saw the subtle shift. He saw the spark of something new behind the concern. He pressed his advantage, his voice dropping to a husky, intimate whisper. “Just think about it, Brooke. Really think. No pressure. Just let the idea sit. Imagine the feeling. The stretch. The fill. Being completely taken, used for nothing but pleasure. Being the star of your own filthy fucking movie. My gorgeous, dirty wife.”

He saw her breath catch. Not a hitched breath, but a full, shuddering intake of air. Her pupils dilated, the dark centers swallowing the warm brown of her irises. The fear wasn’t gone, but it was now tangled with a thick, undeniable thread of curiosity. A dark, thrilling intrigue that coiled low in her belly.

She didn’t pull away when he finally closed the distance, when his thumb stroked her cheek. She just stared at him, her mind racing a million miles a hour, the seed he had planted already sinking roots deep into forbidden soil.

“We should go,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady, though a new, unfamiliar heat colored her cheeks. “We’ll be late.”

“Brooke...”

She cut him off with a look, a complex mixture of love, fear, and dawning hunger. “I’m not saying yes. I’m not saying anything yet.” She turned back to the mirror, adjusting a strap on her corset with fingers that only trembled slightly. “But... I’m not saying no, either.”

***
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The humid, bass-thrumming air of the club wrapped around them like a second skin. Candlelight flickered off polished leather and glistening cocktails, casting dancing shadows across the intimate booths that lined the walls. Trevor’s hand rested on the small of Brooke’s back, a possessive anchor in the swirling current of hungry glances and murmured invitations. Everywhere they walked, eyes followed Brooke, drawn to the hypnotic sway of her hips and the confident set of her shoulders. It was a familiar feeling, but tonight it felt different. Heavier.

They slid into their usual U-shaped booth, a semi-private alcove that felt suddenly like a stage. Trevor ordered their drinks, his fingers drumming a nervous rhythm on the table. The fantasy he’d unleashed at home now felt like a live wire between them, sparking in the charged atmosphere.

Brooke sipped her gin and tonic, the cool liquid doing little to douse the fire Trevor had lit. She watched the dance of bodies on the floor, a woman crying out as two men lavished attention on her neck and breasts. A shivery, unfamiliar want coiled deep in her belly.

“They can’t stop looking at you,” Trevor murmured, his voice rough with pride and need. His knee pressed against hers under the table. “Every fucking man in this room is imagining what it would be like to be with you.”

She turned to him, the complex emotions from earlier crystallizing into a single, sharp point of decision. The fear was still there, a faint echo, but it was being drowned out by a roaring curiosity, by the intense desire to see that look of utter abandon on Trevor’s face again. She placed her hand over his drumming fingers, stilling them.

“Your fantasy,” she said, her voice low but clear over the music. “The one with... more than one.”

Trevor went perfectly still, his piercing eyes locking onto hers. “Yeah?”

She took a deep breath, feeling the corset tighten around her ribs. “I want to do it.”

The air left his lungs in a rush. “Tonight?”

A slow, daring smile touched her lips. It was an expression he’d never seen before, part nervousness, part pure, unadulterated temptation. “You didn’t spend all that time painting such a vivid picture for me to just forget about it, did you?” She leaned closer, her scent enveloping him. “I want to feel what that’s like for you. I want to feel it for me.”

Before he could form a coherent thought, Brooke was rising from the booth. Her movement was fluid, deliberate. She scanned the room, her gaze not shy or searching, but selecting. She caught the eye of a broad-shouldered man with a dark beard leaning against the bar. She held up three fingers, a silent, unmistakable question. His eyebrows shot up, then a wide, hungry grin spread across his face. He nodded once, sharply, and gestured to two other men nearby.

Trevor could only watch, his heart hammering against his sternum. This was happening. It was really fucking happening. His beautiful, confident wife was orchestrating his deepest, filthiest dream right before his eyes.

The three men approached the booth. They were all different—the bearded one, a taller man with clever eyes, and a younger, athletic type with a swimmer’s build. They didn’t speak, simply looked to Brooke for instruction. She was in charge here. She was the queen of this tableau.

“Sit,” she commanded softly, gesturing to the curved leather seats on either side of Trevor. They complied, their focus entirely on her. The atmosphere in the booth shifted, becoming denser, intimate, and electric with promise.

Brooke, still standing, turned to face Trevor. She held his gaze as she slowly, so slowly, hooked her thumbs into the sides of her lace panties. The sound of the material sliding down her smooth thighs was obscenely loud. She stepped out of them, never breaking eye contact with her husband, and dropped the scrap of black lace onto his lap. A trophy. A promise.

Then she turned her back to him, and with a grace that stole the breath from his lungs, she lowered herself onto his lap, her bare ass pressing against the stiff fabric of his trousers. She leaned back, her head resting on his shoulder, her perfume and the scent of her arousal filling his senses. She presented herself to the three men, an offering laid out for their worship.

“You can touch me,” she whispered, and it was all the permission they needed.

The bearded man was the first to move. He knelt on the floor in front of the booth, his hands settling on her spread knees. He pushed them wider apart, opening her completely. “Fuck, you are a vision,” he growled, before lowering his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a bolt of lightning. A hot, wet stripe from her entrance all the way up to her clit. Brooke jolted against Trevor, a sharp gasp catching in her throat. Her head rolled back further onto Trevor’s shoulder, her eyes fluttering shut.

The second man, the tall one, moved to her side. His fingers, long and skilled, traced the hem of her short dress before sliding underneath to find her breast. He cupped the full weight of it, his thumb circling her nipple through the silk of her bra before dipping inside the cup to pluck and roll the stiffening peak between his fingers.

The third man, the athlete, mirrored the action on her other side, his hand finding her other breast, his mouth going to her neck, sucking a mark into the smooth skin there.

Trevor could only watch, immobilized by the most intense arousal of his life. He watched a stranger’s mouth devour his wife’s pussy, his tongue working her with a devoted intensity. He heard the wet, filthy sounds of it mixing with the low music. He saw two other sets of hands on her body, claiming what was his, and the sight made his blood sing. Brooke was moaning openly now, soft, continuous sounds of pleasure that were meant for him, for them, for this moment.

The man between her legs intensified his efforts, his tongue fucking into her in shallow, rapid thrusts before zeroing in on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth.

“Oh God,” Brooke choked out, her back arching. Her hand flew down, tangling in the bearded man’s hair, not pushing him away, but holding him right there. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

One of the men at her breasts, the tall one with the clever eyes, slid his hand down her trembling stomach. His fingers traced a deliberate path over her bare skin, pausing briefly to tease the edge of her corset before dipping lower. Brooke’s breath hitched as his hand brushed past the waistband of Trevor’s pants, the fabric damp from her grinding. His touch was warm, confident, and unyielding, a promise of what was to come.

The bearded man between her legs never let up, his tongue working her clit with a relentless rhythm that had her thighs quivering. But now, the tall man’s fingers joined the fray, pressing against her slick entrance. Brooke gasped as two thick fingers slipped inside her, curling and searching with a precision that made her toes curl. “Oh God,” she moaned, her head falling back onto Trevor’s shoulder, her body arching into the dual sensations. The bearded man’s mouth was so hot, so insistent, while the fingers inside her stroked that perfect spot deep within, sending electric shocks of pleasure rippling through her.

The third man, still at her neck and other breast, took advantage of her vulnerability. His teeth grazed the sensitive skin of her collarbone as his hand kneaded her breast, thumb circling her nipple until it was taut and aching. The combination of sensations—mouth on her clit, fingers filling her, teeth and hands claiming her skin—was overwhelming. Brooke’s body writhed in Trevor’s lap, every nerve alight with pleasure. “Yes, yes, don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking on the words. Her hands clutched at the men surrounding her, pulling them closer, urging them to take more of her.

Trevor watched it all, his breath coming in shallow pants. He could feel her grinding against him, her arousal soaking through his pants, and it took every ounce of willpower not to claim her for himself. But this wasn’t about him tonight. This was about Brooke, about his fantasy turned into her reality. She was glowing, radiant in her surrender, and the sight of her being worshipped by these men made his chest tighten with pride and lust.

The tall man added a third finger, stretching her even more, and Brooke’s cry was a mix of pleasure and need. “I can’t—oh God, I can’t,” she whimpered, but her body told a different story, bucking against the hands and mouth that were driving her wild. The bearded man growled against her clit, his fingers digging into her thighs as he doubled down on his efforts. The third man whispered filthy promises in her ear, his voice low and gravelly, sealing the final piece of this intense, all-consuming moment.

Brooke was spiraling, teetering on the edge of something immense. Every thrust of those fingers, every suck and lick and bite, brought her closer to the brink. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, filling the booth with the sound of her ecstasy. And Trevor? He could only hold her tighter, anchoring her as she was swept away by the storm they’d created together.

“Trevor...” she moaned, her name a prayer on her lips as she was filled and licked and touched all at once.

The sound of her own moans filled her ears, a symphony of raw need conducted by the three sets of hands on her body. The tall man’s fingers were still buried deep inside her, a steady, stretching rhythm that made her inner muscles clench and flutter. The bearded man’s mouth was a brand on her clit, his stubble a delicious abrasion against her sensitive skin. The third man’s whispered words poured into her ear, a constant stream of filth that stoked the fire in her belly.

But it was Trevor’s gaze that held her, that kept her from spinning completely into the abyss. His eyes, dark and hungry, were fixed on her, absorbing every twitch, every cry, every shudder that racked her frame. He was her anchor in this storm of sensation, and seeing the pure, unadulterated lust on his face was the final key that unlocked a deeper part of her.

The bearded man shifted, his hands moving from her thighs to her hips, his grip firm and possessive. He pulled his mouth from her with a wet, final suck that made her cry out at the sudden loss of contact. He looked up at her, his own eyes glazed with desire. “My turn for that pretty mouth,” he growled, his voice thick.

Brooke’s eyes, heavy-lidded with pleasure, flicked to Trevor. A question, a silent plea for permission, for confirmation. Trevor gave a single, sharp nod, his jaw tight, his own hand moving to palm himself through his pants. The sight of that, of his obvious strain, sent a fresh wave of wetness between her legs.

The bearded man positioned himself before her, his cock jutting out, thick and veined and glistening at the tip. The musky, masculine scent of him filled her nostrils, a potent aphrodisiac. He didn’t force her; he simply waited, his heavy breathing fanning her face.

Slowly, driven by a compulsion she’d never known she possessed, Brooke leaned forward. She kept her eyes on Trevor, holding his intense stare as she opened her mouth. Her tongue darted out first, a pink tip that traced the broad, smooth head of his cock. She tasted the saltiness of him, a flavor that was uniquely, powerfully male.

A guttural sound ripped from the man’s throat. Encouraged, Brooke took him deeper. She wrapped her lips around the crown, sucking gently, her tongue swirling along the sensitive ridge underneath. The other men didn’t stop; their rhythm only intensified, their touches becoming more urgent, as if her act was a signal to escalate.

The tall man’s fingers crooked inside her, finding a spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids. A choked moan vibrated around the cock in her mouth. The man above her groaned, his hips giving an involuntary jerk. “Fuck, that’s good. So fucking good.”

She took more of him, the thick length stretching her lips, filling her throat. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper until the head nudged the back of her throat. Her eyes began to water, but she didn’t break her gaze with Trevor. She wanted him to see it all—every inch she took, every struggle for breath, every tear that escaped the corner of her eye. This was for him. This filthy, breathtaking act was the embodiment of his fantasy, and she was losing herself in it for his pleasure.

Trevor’s mouth was slightly open, his breathing ragged. He mouthed a single, silent word to her. Beautiful.

That one word shattered her. A ragged sob of pleasure escaped her, muffled by the cock fucking her throat. The man above her buried his hands in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, setting a slow, deep rhythm. Each time he pushed forward, her nose brushed the coarse hair at his base. Each time he pulled back, she gasped for air, her saliva slicking his entire length.

The sensations were overwhelming, contradictory. The fullness in her mouth, the piercing pleasure from the fingers pistoning inside her, the relentless, sucking pressure on her clit from the second man’s mouth. She was a being of pure sensation, every nerve ending screaming with ecstasy. Her body was no longer her own; it was a vessel for pleasure, a gift for her husband, a toy for these men.

The man in her mouth began to thrust with more insistence, his control fraying. “Gonna fuck that throat,” he grunted, his voice ragged. “You gonna take it all?”

Brooke couldn’t speak, couldn’t nod. She just let her eyes fall shut for a second, surrendering completely. She felt the third man’s lips on her neck, his teeth grazing her earlobe. “You hear that, gorgeous?” he whispered. “He’s gonna use that pretty throat. And when he’s done, it’s my turn to feel how tight that hot little cunt is. We’re all gonna have a turn fucking you.”

The crude promise, spoken directly into her ear while she was being so thoroughly used, sent a violent shudder through her. Her hips bucked wildly against the mouth and fingers working her, a silent, desperate plea for more, for everything.

The bearded man’s pace became frantic, his thrusts losing their rhythm. A series of rough, animalistic grunts punched out of him. “Fuck. Fuck. Here it comes. Take it, take my fucking load.”

His grip on her hair tightened, holding her still as he drove himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself down her throat. Brooke swallowed reflexively, the warm, bitter taste flooding her senses as he finally pulled out with a wet pop, collapsing back onto the seat, spent.

She gasped, dragging air into her lungs, her body trembling violently. The other men didn’t give her a second to recover. The tall man slowly withdrew his soaked fingers from her core, bringing them to his mouth with a filthy, satisfied smirk. The one who had been at her clit moved up her body, his cock, hard and eager, pressing against her thigh.

But Brooke’s eyes found Trevor again. Her lips were swollen, her chin slick. She was a complete mess, utterly debauched, and she had never felt more powerful, more desired, more his.

The taste of the first man was still a sharp, metallic tang on her tongue, a filthy reminder of what she’d just done. Her body hummed, a live wire of sensation, every nerve ending screaming for more. The man who had been working her clit with such skilled persistence now pressed the solid, insistent weight of his cock against her thigh, a promise of what was next. But Brooke’s world had narrowed to two points: the hard heat of Trevor beneath her and the three men orbiting her, waiting for her command.

She tilted her head back, her hair brushing against Trevor’s cheek. Her voice, when it came, was hoarse from being throat-fucked but held a thread of steel. “Get that cock out of my face and get it inside me. I want to feel you fucking my pussy. Now.”

It was the tall man, the one with the knowing smirk, who moved. A dark laugh rumbled in his chest as he positioned himself on the plush booth seat in front of her. His hands slid under her thighs, his long fingers digging into the soft flesh, lifting her hips slightly, opening her up for him. The cool air of the club kissed her wetness, and she shuddered.

From behind her, Trevor’s arms wrapped around her waist, holding her steady, anchoring her to him. His lips found the shell of her ear. “Watch him, Brooke. Watch him push his big fucking cock into my wife’s perfect, wet pussy.”

Her eyes, heavy-lidded with lust, locked onto the tall man’s. He was taking his time, rubbing the broad, flared head of his cock through her slick folds, coating himself in her arousal. The sensation was maddening. A low, guttural sound of impatience escaped her. “Don’t tease me. I said fuck me.”

He obliged.

There was no slow, gentle penetration. He drove into her with a single, powerful thrust that stole the air from her lungs. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream as he filled her, stretching her in a way one man never could, especially with Trevor’s thick hardness pressed against her back. The dual sensation was overwhelming, a convergence of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

“Fuuuuck, Brooke,” Trevor groaned into her neck, his own hips giving an involuntary jerk beneath her. “You feel that? You feel how fucking full you are?”

She could only nod, her breath catching in ragged bursts. The tall man began to move, setting a deep, punishing rhythm. Each thrust was a claim, a possession, and Brooke surrendered to it completely. Her head lolled back onto Trevor’s shoulder, her eyes fluttering shut, but his grip on her chin tightened.

“Eyes open, baby. Look at him. Look at the man fucking my wife’s tight little cunt.”

Her gaze focused just as the man leaning over her captured one of her nipples in his hot mouth, his tongue swirling around the taut peak. The sharp suckling sensation, combined with the relentless pistonning inside her, sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating out from her core. She was being played like an instrument, every touch a note in a symphony of debauchery.

The sounds were obscene. The wet, rhythmic slap of skin against skin. Trevor’s ragged whispers, filthy and loving all at once. The grunts of the man buried inside her. Her own sounds, high-pitched whimpers and gasps that broke into full-throated moans.

“Yes... right there... god, don’t stop fucking me,” she begged, her fingers clutching at Trevor’s thighs.

The man at her breast lifted his head, his lips glistening. “You like that, you filthy girl? You like having three men use you while your husband watches?”

Her answer was a broken cry as he moved lower, his mouth replacing where his fingers had been earlier, his tongue finding her clit again. The addition of that direct, exquisite pressure was the final key. Sensation detonated. The world dissolved into a white-hot inferno of feeling. The thick cock plunging into her, the talented tongue circling her clit, Trevor’s possessive hands on her body, his voice in her ear—it was all too much.

Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a violent, convulsing wave that clenched around the cock fucking her. A raw, shattered scream was torn from her throat as her body seized, shaking uncontrollably in Trevor’s arms. The man inside her cursed, his thrusts becoming erratic, spurred on by the violent contractions milking his cock.

“That’s it, come all over his dick, Brooke,” Trevor urged, his own voice thick with an almost painful arousal. “Show him how good my wife comes.”

The tall man drove into her one last time, his body stiffening as he held himself deep, his own release pulsing into her in hot, endless streams. Brooke felt the warm spill inside her, a final, claiming act that sent aftershocks quivering through her spent body.

He pulled out slowly, and she felt the sudden, empty ache, the cool air a stark contrast to the heat he left behind. She was boneless, utterly wrecked, dripping with the evidence of two men. The third man, the one who had just given her the most intense orgasm of her life, looked up from between her legs, his face gleaming with her wetness.

He smiled, a dark, hungry thing. “My turn.” 

The words sent a shiver down Brooke’s spine, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her previous orgasm. His gaze was predatory, his eyes roving over her slick, used body as if she were a feast laid out just for him. She could feel the weight of his stare, the unspoken command in it, and it stirred something deep within her—a raw, primal hunger. Her thighs twitched involuntarily, her pussy clenching around nothing, already craving to be filled again.

Trevor’s arms tightened around her, his lips brushing against her ear. “You hear that, baby? He wants his turn with my slutty little wife.” His voice was low, possessive, and it made her pulse race. “You gonna let him fuck you? You gonna let him use that tight cunt of yours while I watch?” The words were filthy, dripping with arousal, and they sent a fresh wave of wetness pooling between her legs.

The man didn’t wait for her answer. He rose from between her legs, his cock thick and rigid, glistening with her juices. He stepped closer, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. Brooke’s breath hitched as he positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock pressing insistently against her entrance. “Look at me,” he demanded, his voice a low growl. 

Her eyes snapped to his, wide and dark with need. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet enorously turned on by the intensity of his gaze. He thrust into her in one fluid motion, burying himself to the hilt. Brooke cried out, her back arching as he stretched her, filling her completely. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that bordered on addictive. 

“That’s it,” Trevor murmured, his hands roaming possessively over her body. “Take it, baby. Let him fuck you just like I know you want to.” 

The man began to move, setting a relentless pace that left Brooke gasping for air. Each thrust was deliberate, deep, and punishingly intense. She could feel every inch of him, his cock sliding in and out of her slick passage, the friction igniting a fire that threatened to consume her. Her nails dug into Trevor’s thighs as she struggled to hold on, her body writhing between the two men.

“God, yes,” she moaned, her voice breaking as another wave of pleasure crashed over her. “Fuck me... don’t stop...” 

The man chuckled darkly, his hips snapping forward with even more force. “You’re such a good little slut,” he growled, his hands tightening on her hips. “Taking my cock like you were made for it.” 

Brooke’s world narrowed to the feel of him inside her, the sound of skin slapping against skin, and Trevor’s voice in her ear, urging her on. She was lost in the moment, consumed by the sheer, unrelenting pleasure of being used so completely. And as her body began to tighten around him once more, she knew she was on the edge of another shattering orgasm—one that would leave her utterly wrecked. 

“Come for me, Brooke,” Trevor whispered, his lips grazing her neck. “Come all over his cock.” 

And just like that, she did.

Brooke’s body hummed, a live wire of aftershocks from the last orgasm that had torn through her. The scent of sex—musky, sweet, and utterly pervasive—filled the small booth. She took a ragged breath, her gaze finding Trevor’s. His eyes were dark, his expression one of pure, unadulterated worship. He was stroking himself slowly, his own need a palpable force in the charged space between them.

The third man, the one who’d been waiting his turn, ran a hand over her lower back. "My turn, sweetheart?" he asked, his voice a low rasp of anticipation.

Brooke didn’t look at him. Her eyes stayed locked on her husband. Her Trevor. The architect of this beautiful, filthy chaos. A new kind of power surged through her, hot and decisive. She pushed herself off the man beneath her, her movements fluid despite the trembling in her limbs. She rose onto her knees, then turned, placing her hands on Trevor’s chest. She felt the frantic beat of his heart against her palm.

“No,” she said, her voice not a whisper but a clear, commanding statement. She shifted, swinging a leg over his waist, positioning herself above his hard, waiting cock. “You’ve been watching long enough.”

Trevor’s sharp intake of breath was all the encouragement she needed. She sank down onto him in one smooth, claiming motion, a low, guttural groan tearing from both their throats as he filled her completely. Oh fuck, he felt so good. Stretching her, owning her, familiar and perfect. Her head fell back as she began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips that made him curse softly, his hands flying to her waist to guide her.

“Brooke,” he gasped, his composure shattered.

She leaned forward, her lips brushing his ear. “You wanted to see me get fucked,” she murmured, her voice thick with lust. “Now you get to be part of it. You get to feel what they felt. Fuck me, Trevor. Fuck your wife.”

She didn’t give him a chance to respond. She began to ride him in earnest, her body taking what it needed from his, setting a fierce, demanding rhythm. The slick, wet sounds of their joining mixed with their harsh breathing. Every thrust sent a fresh jolt of pleasure radiating through her, a constant, throbbing reminder of the orgasms that had come before and the ones she knew were still to come.

The third man moved closer, his hand stroking her spine, his touch possessive. She could feel his hard length pressing against her hip. She turned her head, meeting his hungry stare. His eyes were fixed on where she and Trevor were connected, on the way her body swallowed Trevor’s cock with every downward plunge.

“You still want your turn?” she asked him, her voice cracking slightly as Trevor hit a spot deep inside her that made her vision blur.

“More than anything,” the man growled.

“Then stop watching and start fucking,” she commanded, the words leaving her lips before her brain could fully process them. “I want you in my ass. I want to feel both of you. I want to be completely fucking full.”

A stunned silence followed, broken only by the sound of skin on skin. She felt Trevor stiffen beneath her, his grip on her hips tightening almost painfully. She looked down at him, watching the conflict and raw, blinding lust war in his eyes. This was it. The deepest, darkest corner of his fantasy. And she was not just accepting it; she was demanding it.

“Brooke... are you—?”

“Yes,” she cut him off, her tone leaving no room for argument. “I’m sure. I want it. Fuck, Trevor, I need it. I need to feel you both.”

She reached behind herself, her fingers finding the other man’s cock. She guided him to her, to that tight, untouched place. She was wet, dripping actually, the slickness from her pussy easing the way. She pressed the head of his cock against her ass, a sharp, shocking pressure that made her gasp.

“Go slow,” Trevor instructed the man, his voice a strained, ragged thing. His hands on her hips held her steady, an anchor in the rising storm. “Be good to her.”

The man’s answer was a low grunt of acknowledgement. Brooke braced herself, focusing on the feel of Trevor buried inside her pussy, using that familiar pleasure as a baseline. Then she felt it—a slow, inexorable press against her other entrance. It was an intense, burning stretch so different from anything she’d ever known. Her nails dug into Trevor’s shoulders as she forced herself to relax, to open up.

“That’s it, baby,” Trevor whispered, his eyes glued to the place where the other man was slowly, so slowly, pushing into her. “You’re taking it. You’re so fucking beautiful like this.”

The man pushed forward another inch, and a choked cry escaped her. It wasn't pain, not exactly. It was an overwhelming fullness, a sense of being breached and claimed in a way that was terrifying and electrifying. She was stretched to her absolute limit, every nerve ending screaming to life. She could feel every ridge of Trevor’s cock in her pussy and every millimeter of the other man’s cock as it sank deeper into her ass.

And then he was fully inside. They both were. The feeling was utterly indescribable. A perfect, impossible fullness. She was the center of their universe, pinned between her husband and a stranger, completely and utterly owned.

For a moment, nobody moved. The three of them were frozen in a breathtaking tableau of absolute depravity. Brooke panted, trying to adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being double-filled.

The third man shifted experimentally, and the movement sent a shockwave through her entire body. “Fuck, she’s tight,” he groaned, his hands settling on her waist next to Trevor’s.

“Now,” Brooke begged, her voice a broken whisper. “Please. Move.”

Trevor moved first, a slow, withdrawing thrust that made her whimper at the loss. The other man followed his lead, pulling back almost all the way. The dual sensation of near-empty emptiness was almost as intense as the fullness. Then they both pushed back in, not in unison, but in a staggered, overlapping rhythm that destroyed her completely.

One cock would slide out as the other slid in, creating a relentless, rolling wave of penetration that left her no time to think, only to feel. The friction was incredible, the pressure constant and overwhelming. Each thrust from Trevor brushed against a spot so deep and sensitive it made her see stars, and each thrust from the other man sent a sharp, searing pleasure-pain radiating through her core.

Her moans became continuous, a high, keening sound she didn’t even recognize as her own. She was a vessel for their pleasure, for her own pleasure, a creature of pure sensation. She could hear the filthy, wet sounds their bodies made, a symphony of fucking. She could smell the sweat beading on Trevor’s skin, feel the other man’s rough hands gripping her.

“Is this what you wanted, Trevor?” she cried out, her body starting to shake uncontrollably as the pressure built again, coiling tighter and tighter deep within her. “Is this your good wife? Getting her ass fucked while you’re in her pussy?”

“Yes,” Trevor hissed, his own control clearly fraying, his thrusts becoming more frantic, more possessive. “God, yes, Brooke. You’re everything. You’re so fucking perfect.”

The man behind her picked up his pace, his motions becoming harder, shallower, hitting a spot inside her that made her clench around both of them. “I’m not gonna last,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Don’t stop,” she begged. “Don’t you fucking stop. I’m so close.”

The dual rhythm became a frantic, pounding assault on her senses. She was losing all sense of herself, her boundaries dissolving under the force of their combined possession. She was just a body being used, claimed and cherished in equal measure, every inch of her skin alive with an electric current that made her tremble uncontrollably. Each thrust from Trevor sent a shockwave through her core, while the man behind her filled her ass with a relentless, searing pressure that left no room for thought, only raw, unadulterated sensation. 

Her moans echoed in the small booth, mingling with the guttural grunts of the men who were buried deep inside her. She could feel herself unraveling, her mind blank except for the overwhelming need to take more, to feel more. This is what he wanted, she thought deliriously, her nails digging into Trevor’s shoulders as he drove into her with a fierce intensity. This was his fantasy, his deepest desire—to see her utterly consumed by pleasure. And she was giving it to him. She was giving everything.

The other man’s hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, his thrusts growing erratic as he neared his own climax. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” he growled, his voice rough with desperation. “I can’t—I’m gonna—” His words cut off as he slammed into her one last time, his cock pulsing inside her as he came. Brooke cried out at the feeling of him filling her, her body clamping down around both of them in a reflexive spasm of pleasure.

Trevor didn’t slow down. If anything, he seemed spurred on by the other man’s release. He pounded into her with a wild, unchecked ferocity, his eyes locked on hers as he chased his own climax. “You’re mine,” he growled, his voice a ragged whisper. “Do you feel that? You’re mine_.” 

Brooke could only nod, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. The combination of his words and the relentless rhythm of his thrusts tipped her over the edge. Her orgasm hit like a freight train, a tidal wave of pleasure that ripped through her with an intensity she’d never known. She screamed, her body convulsing as she came hard around both of them, her vision going white as the world dissolved into nothing but pure, unrelenting ecstasy.

Trevor followed her moments later, his hips stuttering as he spilled himself inside her with a low, guttural groan. He held her tightly, their bodies pressed together as they rode out the waves of their shared climax. Brooke collapsed against him, utterly spent, her head resting on his shoulder as she tried to catch her breath. 

The other man pulled out slowly, his hands lingering on her skin for a moment before he stepped back, leaving her and Trevor alone in the aftermath of their shared depravity. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex. Brooke felt hollowed out, completely and utterly destroyed in the best possible way. She lifted her head to look at Trevor, her heart swelling with love and lust in equal measure. 

“Was it everything you dreamed of?” she asked softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

Trevor looked at her with eyes full of adoration and awe. “It was more,” he said simply, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “So much more.”

As the club's music pulsed gently around them, Brooke felt the last remnants of her high slowly fade. The heat of their shared experience lingered in the air, a thick, intoxicating fog that wrapped around her like a warm embrace. She glanced around the dimly lit booth, the evidence of their wild night scattered like confetti—whispers of pleasure, sweat, and the sweet taste of freedom. 

Trevor's fingers traced lazy patterns on her skin, grounding her in the moment as she nestled closer to him, their bodies still entwined. The thrill of their escapade hung in the air, a tantalizing promise of future adventures that lay ahead. 

“I never imagined it would be like this,” she murmured, her voice barely above the thrum of the bass. 

Trevor tilted her chin, his gaze steady and full of warmth. “You’ve opened a door, Brooke. A door to endless possibilities. And we’ll explore them together, however far you want to go.” 

The weight of his words settled in her chest, a mix of excitement and reassurance. She smiled, feeling the spark of adventure reignite deep within her. “Together,” she echoed, the word tasting sweet on her lips.

As they prepared to leave the booth, the world outside awaited them—new experiences, fresh desires, and the uncharted territory of their relationship. Hand in hand, they stepped out into the vibrant chaos of The Velvet Loop, ready to embrace whatever came next. Tonight had been just the beginning, a thrilling chapter in a story that was still being written—one of love, exploration, and the exhilarating dance of surrender. 
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