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I still remember the exact moment when I realized I might not be enough. It was our third date and my fingers were tracing the intricate tattoos that adorned her skin like a personal history written in ink.

"And this one?" I asked as I pointed to the Q nestled within a black spade on her hip, partially visible where her shirt had ridden up.

She hesitated, took a long sip of wine, then fixed those honey-brown eyes on mine. "That's from my wild days."

"Wild days?" I echoed while trying to sound casual as my heart accelerated.

"Me and my girls had this thing," she continued, lowering her voice though we were alone in my apartment. "We called ourselves the Size Queens. We only fucked guys with... well, exceptional equipment."

The way she said it made me shift uncomfortably on the couch. I'm average at best and we both knew it from our first night together.

"How exceptional are we talking?" I asked but immediately regretted the question.

She shrugged. "Around eight inches as a minimum. The bigger, the better, but the thickness also plays a part." Then she laughed at my expression. "Don't look so shocked. It was just a phase. I'm done with all that now."

I told myself I could live with that answer. That her past was just that, her past. And I believed her when she said she was done with that lifestyle.

Fast forward, and somehow we've made it a decade. Our anniversary dinner tonight was perfect. Candlelit restaurant, her favorite wine, the works. But now, as she sleeps beside me I'm wide awake with thoughts I can't shake.

Ten years of marriage, and most days I don't think about it. We've built a life together. The house in the suburbs, weekend barbecues with friends, her promotion last spring, my photography business finally taking off. On paper, we're solid.

But I notice things. The way her eyes linger a second too long on certain men. How she goes quiet during scenes in movies that feature well-endowed actors.

I roll over and nudge her gently.

"Hey," she whispers. "Everything okay?"

I swallow hard as my throat suddenly goes dry. "Can we talk?"

She props herself up on one elbow. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing's wrong, exactly. I just..." The words feel stuck. I've rehearsed this conversation in my head a hundred times, but now that the moment's here, I'm terrified. "After ten years, I need to ask you something."

"Okay?" Concern edges into her voice.

"Are you... are you really satisfied with me? With us? Physically, I mean."

Her brow furrows. "Where is this coming from?"

"Your past. I know it was a long time ago, but sometimes I wonder if you miss... that."

She sits up fully now, pulling the sheet around her. "Are you serious right now?"

"I'm not accusing you of anything," I say quickly. "I just... I see how you look sometimes. At other men. And I know I'm not what you used to... prefer."

She's quiet for so long I think I've ruined everything. Then she takes my hand.

"Listen to me. That was another lifetime ago. Another person."

"But I want you to be completely fulfilled," I say with the words tumbling out before I can stop them. "What if... what if for our anniversary, I gave you something you've been missing?"

Her hand freezes in mine. "What exactly are you suggesting?"

I take a deep breath. "What if I found someone for you? Someone who's... built the way you used to like." My heart pounds so hard I'm sure she can hear it. "Someone well-endowed. As a gift."

She pulls back slightly and studies my face in the dim light. "Are you serious right now?"

"I am," I say, surprised by the steadiness in my voice. "I've thought about it a lot. More than I probably should admit."

"You want to watch me with another man?" She sounds incredulous, but not disgusted, which gives me courage.

"I want you to have everything. Even the things I physically can't give you."

She's quiet for a moment, then asks, "And you wouldn't resent me for it? For wanting that?"

"No," I say and I mean it. "I think... I think I'd like seeing you completely satisfied."

She bites her lip, and I can see her considering it.

"I have missed it," she finally admits with a barely audible voice. "The fullness. The stretch. But I've never wanted to hurt you."

"You wouldn't be hurting me. This would be something we do together."

"Together?" she asks.

"We could pick someone. Together. Someone we both feel comfortable with."

Her eyes meet mine, and I see a flicker of excitement there that sends a strange thrill through me.

"We'd need rules," she says. "Boundaries."

"Of course."

"And you'd really be okay with this? Not just saying it, but actually watching me with someone else?"

I nod. "I think it might be the hottest thing I've ever seen."

She laughs softly, then leans forward to kiss me. "You continue to surprise me, even after ten years."

The next morning over coffee we begin making our list of requirements. Physical attributes, obviously, but also personality traits. Someone respectful, clean, discrete. Someone who understands this is a one-time gift.

"So, I've been thinking about how we actually find this person," she says as she reaches for the phone.

"Craigslist?" I joke as I take a sip of my coffee.

She rolls her eyes. "God no. There are actual apps for this." Her fingers move quickly across the screen. "Here, look."

She slides her phone toward me, and I'm staring at what looks like a dating app, but with a very specific purpose. The interface is sleek, with profiles featuring men posing shirtless and their faces often cropped out.

"This is a bull searching app," she explains while watching my reaction carefully.

"A what?"

She sets her coffee down. "There's a whole community for this. It's called cuckolding." Her eyes meet mine, gauging whether I'm uncomfortable.

I feel my cheeks flush. "Those are some loaded terms."

"They're just labels," she shrugs. "Symbols, really. Like my tattoos." She traces the faded spade on her hip through her thin pajama pants. "Each one represents something specific to the people who understand the code."

"And you understand this code."

"I used to." She scrolls through the app. "Look, this guy's profile says he's experienced with couples. Eight inches, quite thick and says he's respectful of boundaries."

I peer at the screen, feeling a strange mix of anxiety and excitement. The man's abs are impressively defined with his skin in a rich mahogany tone. There's something surreal about looking at potential sexual partners for my wife with her beside me.

"Do we just... message him?" I ask.

"We can, but I think we should browse more and create our own profile first." She nudges my arm. "Are you sure you're okay with this? You look pale."

"I'm okay," I say, and surprisingly, I am. "It's just a lot to process. This morning I'm learning I'm something of a 'cuck,' which doesn't have the most flattering connotations in popular culture."

She takes my hand. "In this context, it's not an insult. It's just a role. Your role is to derive pleasure from my pleasure. That's actually pretty generous when you think about it."

I consider this. "And the bull? What's his role beyond the obvious?"

"To provide what you physically can't, but with complete respect for our relationship. He's a tool, not a threat." She squeezes my hand. "The best bulls understand that."

We spend the next hour creating our profile. She takes charge, knowing the right terminology, what photos to use (none showing our faces) and what our boundaries are. I watch her fingers fly across the keyboard, describing what we're looking for with honesty that makes my stomach flutter.

"How do you know so much about this?" I ask.

She pauses. "I may have browsed these apps before. Just out of curiosity."

"When?"

She looks slightly guilty. "Last year. When you were away on that photography assignment in Seattle." She quickly adds, "I never messaged anyone. I was just... reminiscing, I guess."

I should feel betrayed but instead, I'm relieved by her honesty. "I'm glad you told me."

"No secrets," she says. "That's rule number one for this to work."

By noon, our profile is live, and we've already received three messages. She reads them aloud, critiquing each potential bull with the discerning eye of a curator.

"This one's too aggressive," she says and swipes left. "This one can't spell 'discreet,' which doesn't inspire confidence." Another left swipe.

She stops at the third message. "Oh, this one has potential."

I lean in to read over her shoulder. The message is articulate, respectful. The man describes himself as experienced with couples, emphasizes consent and boundaries. His profile shows a muscular torso, dark skin, and according to his stats, he's exactly what she used to prefer.

"Should we respond?" I ask.

She looks at me, her eyes bright with excitement but also caution. "Only if you're absolutely sure."

I take a deep breath. "I'm sure."

She begins typing a reply, and I watch the words appear on screen. This is making this fantasy suddenly and startlingly real. We're really doing this. My wife is going to fuck another man, and I've not only given permission, I've encouraged it.

"Sent," she says and puts down the phone. "Now we wait."

The waiting, it turns out, is the hardest part. Every time her phone pings, we both jump. Sometimes it's just a work email or a text from her sister, but occasionally it's a new message from the app. We review each potential candidate together and discuss them like we're hiring for a position, which, in a way, we are.

After a week of screening candidates, we narrow it down to three possibilities. My wife's excitement grows with each passing day, while my emotions swing wildly between arousal and anxiety.

"What about him?" she asks one evening while showing me a profile picture of a man who calls himself DarkHorse9. His stats are impressive and his communication has been respectful but confident.

"He seems promising," I admit as I study the partial face photo that reveals a strong jawline and full lips.

We arrange to meet DarkHorse9, whose real name is Marcus, at a hotel bar downtown. The plan is simple: drinks first, conversation to establish comfort, then upstairs if everyone feels right about it.

The night of our meeting, I watch my wife get ready with painstaking care. She chooses black lingerie I've never seen before, covering it with a tight red dress that hugs every curve.

"Is that new?" I ask as I gesture to the lacy bra visible as she applies her makeup.

She meets my eyes in the mirror. "Yes. I ordered it specially." She turns to face me. "Is that okay?"

I swallow hard. "It's more than okay."

I can't help myself. I move toward her. I'm drawn to her like a magnet. My hands find her waist, and I press myself against her back with my growing cock evident against her.

"You look incredible," I whisper and brush my lips against her neck. She tilts her head to give me better access and I trail kisses down to her shoulder.

"I can feel how excited you are," she says.

My hands slide up to cup her breasts through the new lingerie. The lace is rough against my palms as I knead them gently and watch her expression change in the mirror. Her lips part.

"Touch me," I murmur and guide one of her hands behind her to feel my erection straining against my pants.

She turns in my arms with her red dress half-on and runs her palm over the outline of my cock. "Someone's eager."

I guide her down to her knees. "I want your mouth on me. Please."

She looks up at me with something new in her expression. It looks like a mixture of desire and calculation I've never seen before. Slowly, she shakes her head.

"Not tonight," she says firmly while rising back to her feet. "Tonight, I need to save myself for Marcus."

My breath catches. "What do you mean?"

"I mean," she says as she straightens her dress, "if you want to be inside me tonight, it's only going to be after he's had me first." She touches my face gently. "That's the fantasy, isn't it? You getting what's left after the bull is finished?"

I hadn't thought of it that way, but hearing her say it sends a jolt of both jealousy and arousal through me. "Is that what you want?"

"It's what makes sense for what we're doing." Her eyes search mine. "Are you okay with that?"

I nod. "Yes."

She smiles and kisses me lightly. "Good. Now help me zip up this dress. We're meeting Marcus in an hour."

The drive to the hotel is charged with tension. She keeps checking her phone, looking at Marcus's pictures and rereading his last message confirming our meeting. I grip the steering wheel tightly, trying to focus on the road while my mind races with images of what's to come.

"What if I don't like him in person?" I ask suddenly.

"Then we have a drink and leave," she says simply. "This only happens if we both agree."

She squeezes my thigh reassuringly, but it does nothing to calm the throbbing erection between my legs. I shift uncomfortably in the driver's seat with my erection painfully constricted in my pants. The anticipation of what's about to happen has me more aroused than I've been in years.

"Baby," I say with a strained voice, "I can barely focus on driving right now."

She glances down at my lap with a small smile playing on her lips. "You really are excited about this, aren't you?"

"I'm dying here," I admit. "Could you... help me out a little? Just to take the edge off?"

Her hand slides higher on my thigh, teasing. "What exactly are you asking for?"

"Touch me," I whisper. "Please. Just a little."

She considers for a moment, then slowly unzips my pants. "I'll help you, but you can't finish. That's saved for later."

"I understand," I gasp as her cool fingers wrap around my cock and pull it free.

She begins stroking me slowly. Her grip is firm but gentle. I grip the steering wheel tighter, trying to focus on the road as waves of pleasure wash over me. Her thumb circles the head and spreading a bit of precum that's already gathered there.

"Keep your eyes on the road," she warns as she increases her pace slightly. "And remember, you're not allowed to cum. This is just to keep you... interested."

I nod and bite my lip as she continues her expert handjob. Each stroke brings me dangerously close to the edge, and I have to concentrate to pull back.

"How does it feel," she asks, "knowing another man is going to fuck me tonight?"

Her words send another jolt of arousal through me. "It's... intense."

"Are you going to watch the whole time?" Her hand slows to tease me.

"Yes," I breathe. "I want to see everything."

"What if he's bigger than you imagined? What if I love it?"

I moan softly. "That's... that's the whole point."

She suddenly withdraws her hand and tucks me back into my pants but leaving the zipper down. "We're almost there. Better cool down."

I take a deep breath, trying to regain my composure. "That was cruel."

"No," she says while applying fresh lipstick in the visor mirror. "Cruel would be letting you finish now and miss out on what's coming later."

We pull into the hotel parking lot, and I take an extra minute before getting out of the car as I wait for my erection to subside enough to walk normally. My wife watches me with amusement.

"Nervous?" she asks.

"Terrified," I admit. "But in a good way."

She takes my hand. "Remember, we can leave anytime. Just say the word."

We enter the hotel lobby together. Her heels click on the marble floor. The bar is dimly lit, with plush seating and discreet corners. My wife scans the room, then nudges me.

"That's him," she whispers.

I follow her gaze to a man seated alone at the bar. Even sitting, I can tell he's tall. Broad shoulders, close-cropped hair, impeccably dressed in a charcoal suit that contrasts beautifully with his dark skin. He looks up, catches our eye, and smiles.

My stomach drops. He's more handsome than his pictures suggested.

"Ready?" she asks as she's squeezing my hand.

I nod, unable to speak. Together, we walk toward the man who, in just a few moments, will be fulfilling a fantasy I never knew I had.

Marcus rises to greet us with his smile revealing perfect white teeth. He's even more imposing standing up with at least six-foot-three and the kind of muscular build that comes from dedicated gym time.

"You must be Brooke," he says, taking my wife's hand. His voice is deep, with a slight accent I can't place. "Even more beautiful in person."

She blushes, actually blushes and I feel that strange mix of jealousy and arousal surge through me again.

"And you're the husband, Mike." he says while turning to me with a firm handshake. His hand engulfs mine completely. "Thank you for reaching out. This takes courage."

We settle into a corner booth with Marcus sitting across from us. A server approaches, and to my surprise, Marcus orders sparkling water rather than alcohol.

"I don't drink before these encounters," he explains as he notices my raised eyebrow. "I prefer to keep all my senses sharp." He smiles at Brooke. "And my stamina at its peak."

Brooke orders cranberry juice, and I follow Marcus's lead with sparkling water. My mouth is too dry to consider alcohol anyway.

"So," Marcus begins with his dark eyes moving between us, "tell me how this arrangement came about. It's always fascinating to hear a couple's journey."

I start to explain about the tattoo, our anniversary and my realization. Marcus listens intently and occasionally nods. When I finish, he turns to Brooke.

"And you? How did you feel when your husband suggested this?"

"Surprised," she admits. "Then excited. I never thought he'd be open to something like this."

"Many men discover unexpected desires when it comes to sharing their partners," Marcus says. "Especially with someone who can offer something... different."

The conversation flows more easily than I expected. Marcus is articulate, thoughtful, asking questions about our relationship, our boundaries, what we hope to experience tonight. He tells us about himself too. He's a financial analyst, divorced and has been in the "lifestyle" for five years.

"I respect relationships," he emphasizes. "What happens in that room stays there and I never contact couples afterward unless they reach out first."

As we talk, I notice how Brooke leans forward when Marcus speaks, how she laughs at his jokes, touches her neck, her hair. Classic signs of attraction. And I'm surprised to find I'm not bothered by it but rather captivated.

After about forty-five minutes, Marcus sets down his glass and looks directly at us.

"So," Marcus says, leaning in slightly, "do we want to move this to the hotel room?"

I feel my heart leap into my throat as Brooke and I exchange glances. Her eyes are bright with excitement and with dilated pupils. She gives me a small nod, and I return it, surprised at how steady I feel in this moment.

"Yes," I say with my voice coming out huskier than intended. "I think we're all on the same page."

Marcus smiles and reaches for his wallet. "I'll take care of this. Why don't you get the room key ready?"

I fumble with my pocket. Room 712. Seventh floor. The number feels significant somehow, like we're crossing a threshold I can never return from.

We rise from the table, and I notice Marcus placing his hand lightly on Brooke's back as we walk toward the elevators. It's a small gesture, but intimate. Claiming her in a way that sends shivers down my spine.

The elevator ride is silent and charged with tension. I stand in one corner, watching as Marcus and Brooke stand close together, not quite touching but clearly aware of each other. When the doors open on the seventh floor, I step out first, leading the way down the carpeted hallway.

I can hear their footsteps behind me, the soft click of Brooke's heels and Marcus's heavier step. My hand trembles slightly as I slide the key card into the lock. The light turns green, and I push the door open.

When I get to the room and open the doors and turn around, I already see Marcus has a hand on Brooke's ass. My breath catches in my throat. He's not wasting any time, his large palm is cupping her perfectly and his fingers are splayed possessively over the curve of her ass through the tight red dress.

Brooke's eyes meet mine to gauge my reaction. I swallow hard and nod, giving her permission to continue. The door clicks shut behind them.

"Nice room," Marcus comments, though his eyes never leave Brooke. His hand remains where it is, occasionally giving a gentle squeeze that makes her inhale sharply.

"Should I... sit somewhere?" I ask, suddenly unsure of my role.

Marcus gestures toward an armchair in the corner. "That would give you a good view."

I move to the chair, lowering myself into it as Marcus turns his full attention to my wife. He takes her face in his hands and tilts it up toward his.

"Last chance to back out," he says softly as he look from her to me and back again. "After this, there's no undoing what happens here."

"We're sure," Brooke says with a voice steadier than mine would be.

Marcus smiles, then lowers his mouth to hers. The kiss is gentle at first, almost respectful, but quickly deepens into something hungry. His hands move down to her waist, pulling her against him. Even from across the room, I can see how small she looks in his embrace and how completely enveloped she is by his larger frame.

I shift in my seat with my erection straining painfully against my pants. This is really happening. Another man is kissing my wife, touching her, and I'm watching it unfold before my eyes.

" Turn around." Marcus commands when they break apart. Brooke obeys immediately. "Let your husband see you."

She turns to face me with smudged lipstick and cheeks flushed. Our eyes lock, and I see a mixture of excitement and uncertainty in hers.

"You okay?" she mouths silently.

I nod.

Marcus moves behind her with his large hands sliding up her sides to cup her breasts through the dress. Brooke's head falls back against his chest, her eyes fluttering closed as he kneads them roughly.

"Your wife has beautiful tits," he says to me, maintaining eye contact as his fingers find her nipples through the fabric. "I bet they're even better unwrapped."

He reaches for the zipper at the back of her dress and slowly pulls it down to reveal the new black lingerie beneath. The dress pools at her feet, leaving her in nothing but the lacy bra, matching thong, and her high heels.

"Christ," Marcus breathes as he takes a step back to admire her. "Turn for me, baby. Let me see all of you."

Brooke turns slowly, giving him a full view of her body. When she completes the circle and faces him again, he reaches out to trace the faded spade tattoo on her hip.

"So this is the famous tatoo," he says with a knowing smile. "Been a while since you've earned this, hasn't it?"

She nods and bites her lip.

"Well," he continues as he unbuttons his suit jacket, "let's see if you remember how to worship properly."

Marcus shrugs off his jacket and tosses it onto the bed with casual confidence. The way he moves, deliberate and unhurried, shows he's completely in his element. He loosens his tie but doesn't remove it, then sits on the edge of the bed with his legs spread wide.

"Come here," he says to Brooke. "On your knees."

My breath catches as my wife immediately complies and moves between his legs with an eagerness I've never seen before. Her hands rest on his thighs, looking small against his muscular frame.

"Now," Marcus says, threading his fingers through her hair, "show your husband what a Queen does best." He guides her hand to his belt. "Unzip me and worship this cock."

I grip the armrests of my chair, knuckles white as Brooke fumbles with his belt, her fingers trembling slightly. She undoes the button of his slacks, then slowly pulls down the zipper. I can already see the outline of something substantial beneath his designer boxer briefs.

She tugs at his pants, and he lifts his hips to help her pull them down. When she reaches for his underwear, he stops her hand.

"Slowly," he commands. "Make it last."

Brooke hooks her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and pulls them down with agonizing slowness. My jaw literally drops as his cock springs free.

I can barely process what I'm seeing. Even half-hard, he's enormous and thick as her wrist, with prominent veins running along its length. It's not just bigger than me, it's in an entirely different category. I've seen porn stars less impressive than what Marcus is casually displaying.

Brooke's reaction is immediate and visceral. Her eyes widen and her mouth forming a perfect O of surprise and delight. There's no hiding her excitement, she looks like someone who's just received the gift they've been waiting for their entire life.

"Oh my god," she whispers as she reaches out tentatively to touch it.

"That's right," Marcus says with a satisfied voice. "Been a while since you've seen a real man's cock, hasn't it?"

She nods, transfixed, as she wraps her hand around his shaft. Her fingers don't even come close to meeting. She strokes him once, twice, and I watch in awe as he grows even larger, hardening fully under her touch.

"Use your mouth," he instructs while his hand still in her hair. "Show your husband what you've been missing."

Brooke leans forward eagerly with her tongue darting out to trace the massive head. Marcus groans a deep sound of pleasure that seems to encourage her. She takes him into her mouth or atleast tries to.

I can't tear my eyes away. The sight of my wife on her knees, worshipping another man's cock with such obvious enthusiasm, sends conflicting waves of jealousy and arousal through me. I've never seen her like this. So hungry and so desperate to please.

"That's it," Marcus praises as she manages to take more of him. "Good girl."

His eyes find mine over her bobbing head. There's something in his gaze, pride, maybe, or dominance, that makes my stomach clench. He's not just having sex with my wife but he's showing me what I lack and what I can never give her.

"She's good at this," he comments, as if we're discussing something mundane. "Natural talent. But she needs practice with something my size."

Brooke moans around him and the vibrations are making him hiss with pleasure. Her hands work what she can't fit in her mouth, which is most of him. Saliva drips down her chin as she struggles to accommodate his size.

"Look at your husband," Marcus commands suddenly.

Brooke turns her head slightly, making eye contact with me while keeping his cock in her mouth. The sight is obscene and beautiful as my wife with her lips stretched wide and eyes watering slightly is looking at me for approval while pleasuring another man.

I nod encouragingly, unable to form words. My own erection throbs painfully and remains untouched.

Marcus suddenly pulls her off him. "Stand up," he orders.

Brooke obeys. Marcus rises as well, towering over her. With one swift motion, he unhooks her bra and lets it fall to the floor. Her breasts spill free.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, bending to take one in his mouth. Brooke gasps and her hand flies to the back of his head to hold him there.

I watch, mesmerized, as he devours her breast while his large hands grip her ass and lift her slightly. He switches to the other breast, leaving the first glistening wet and the nipple red and swollen from his attention.

"On the bed," he says as he releases her. "On your back. Spread your legs for me."

Brooke practically scrambles onto the bed, positioning herself in the center. Marcus turns to me with his massive erection jutting proudly.

"Come closer," he says. "You should see this up close."

I rise on shaky legs and move to the side of the bed. From this new vantage point, I can see everything. My wife's flushed face, her parted thighs and the damp spot on her black thong.

Marcus kneels on the bed between her legs, hooking his fingers into her underwear. "Let's see how wet you are for me," he says while slowly pulling the fabric down.

As the thong slides down her legs, my eyes widen in shock. I've never seen Brooke this wet before. Her pussy is literally glistening and that wetness is coating her inner thighs in a slick sheen that catches the hotel room light. The sight makes my mouth go dry. All this from just kissing and a little foreplay with Marcus.

"Damn," Marcus says, glancing over at me with a knowing smirk. "Your wife's pussy is dripping for me."

I nod wordlessly, unable to tear my eyes away from the evidence of my wife's desire.

"I don't even need to get her wet," Marcus tells me as he runs a thick finger through her folds. Brooke moans at his touch and her hips lift involuntarily. "She's more than ready for me."

My heart pounds against my ribcage as I watch him position himself between her legs. His massive cock looks almost intimidating next to her smaller frame.

"Remember what we discussed," Marcus says, looking directly at me. "I've sent you all my test results. So I'll be cumming inside her and marking your wife with my seed."

I nod again, surprised by how badly I want to see that.

"Is that what you want?" he asks Brooke while teasing her entrance with the head of his cock. "You want me to fill you up with my cum?"

"Yes," she gasps, trying to push herself onto him. "Please."

The sight of my wife begging for another man's cock is too much. I can't take it anymore. My hand moves to my pants, unzipping quickly and pulling out my painfully hard erection. I begin stroking myself, not even caring that Marcus can see the significant difference in our sizes.

Marcus notices and grins. "Look at that, Brooke. Your husband's jerking off watching us." He rubs the head of his cock up and down her slit, coating it in her wetness. "He's enjoying the show."

Brooke turns her head to look at me with her eyes half-lidded with lust. "Baby," she whispers, but whatever else she might say is lost as Marcus pushes just the tip inside her.

"Not yet," he says as he pulls back when she tries to take more. "I want to hear you beg for it. I want your husband to hear how badly you need a real cock."

Brooke whimpers and her hands clutch the bedsheets. "Please," she says.

"Please what?" Marcus teases as he circles her pussy entrance with his massive head.

"Please fuck me," she begs with a desperate voice. "I need your cock inside me."

"Tell me how badly you want it," Marcus demands while still only giving her the tip. "Tell me what a slut you are for big cocks."

My hand moves faster on my own shaft as I watch this display of dominance and my wife's submission.

"I'm a slut for big cocks," Brooke moans, all inhibitions gone now. "I've missed it so much. Please, please fill me up. I need it. I need to feel stretched and full."

Marcus looks at me, making sure I'm watching, then slowly begins to push forward. Brooke's mouth falls open in a silent scream as he enters her, inch by agonizing inch.

"That's it," he growls. "Take all of me."

I stroke myself frantically now, unable to look away as this man, this bull, claims my wife in the most primal way possible. The contrast of his dark skin against her pale skin, the way her body stretches to accommodate him and the look of pure ecstasy on her face is one of the most erotic things I've ever witnessed.

"Fuck," Brooke gasps when he's about halfway in. "You're so big. I can't..."

"You can," Marcus insists as he pushes deeper. "Your body remembers what it needs."

And incredibly, she does take more of him with her body adjusting to his size in a way I've never seen before. When he's finally fully seated inside her, they both pause and pant.

"Look at your husband," Marcus commands. "Show him how much you love this cock."

Brooke turns her head toward me and the expression on her face nearly makes me cum right then. It's pure bliss, a look I've never been able to put on her face in all our years together.

"It's so good," she tells me with a breaking voice. "He's so deep, baby.I'm so full."

Marcus begins to move then, starting with slow, deep strokes that have Brooke moaning with each thrust. The bed creaks beneath them with the headboard occasionally tapping against the wall.

"This is what you've been missing, isn't it?" Marcus asks her as his pace increases. "This is what you need."

"Yes," she cries out as she wraps her legs around his waist. "Yes, yes, yes!"

I'm close to the edge now with my hand moving frantically as I watch another man fuck my wife better than I ever could. Part of me wants to look away, to preserve some fragment of my ego, but I can't. The sight is too intoxicating.

"Your wife's a natural size queen," Marcus tells me with his voice barely strained despite the force of his thrusts. "She was made for big cocks."

Brooke's moans grow louder, more frantic. I recognize the signs as she's approaching orgasm, much faster than she ever does with me.

"Are you going to cum on this big cock?" Marcus asks heras he's driving deeper. "Show your husband what a real orgasm looks like."

"I'm close," she gasps. "Oh god, I'm so close."

"I'm close too," I groan as my hand moves frantically up and down my shaft.

Brooke's eyes snap to mine, suddenly focused despite her pleasure. "Don't," she gasps between Marcus's powerful thrusts. "Don't cum yet. You should, oh god, you should fuck me after... after Marcus fucks me."

I immediately release my grip with my cock throbbing painfully in protest. The sudden denial sends a strange mix of frustration and heightened arousal coursing through me. I drop my hands to my sides, clenching them into fists as I continue watching.

It's excruciatingly difficult to stop now, being this aroused while watching them. My cock stands rigid, abandoned and aching for release with a drop of pre-cum glistening at the tip. I take deep breaths while I'm trying to regain control.

Brooke's attention turns fully back to Marcus now. Her fingernails dig into his broad back as her moans grow higher in pitch. I recognize that sound, she's right on the edge.

"Fuck, I'm cumming!" she cries out suddenly with her entire body tensing. "Oh god, oh god, oh GOD!"

I watch in awe as my wife comes apart beneath this stranger. Her orgasm seems to go on forever, waves of pleasure visibly rolling through her body as Marcus continues his relentless pace. Her legs shake uncontrollably, and I hear sounds coming from her that I've never heard before. Primal, desperate noises that make my neglected cock twitch.

When the intensity finally subsides, she goes limp beneath him and gasps for breath. Marcus slows his thrusts as he allows her to recover, but doesn't stop completely. He strokes her hair almost tenderly, murmuring words of praise I can't quite hear.

After a minute or so, Brooke's eyes flutter open. She looks dazed but blissful. She reaches up to touch Marcus's face, then turns her head toward me with a dreamy smile.

"I want to ride him," she announces. "I want to feel him even deeper."

Marcus grins, clearly pleased with the suggestion. Without withdrawing from her, he expertly flips their positions, rolling onto his back while keeping her impaled on his massive cock. The maneuver draws a startled gasp from Brooke, followed by a deep moan as the new angle seats him even deeper inside her.

"Show your husband how you ride a real man," Marcus says with his large hands gripping her hips.

Brooke straightens up on top of him with her back arching as she adjusts to the new depth. Her breasts bounce enticingly as she begins to move, rising up until just the head of his cock remains inside her, then slowly sinking back down.

"Oh my god," she whimpers with closed eyes. "So deep. So fucking deep."

I move closer, unable to help myself. From this angle, I can see everything. The glistening shaft disappearing into my wife's body, the way she stretches around him, the mixture of her juices coating him. The visual is hypnotic and obscene in its raw intimacy.

Brooke sets a steady rhythm now with her confidence growing as she takes control. Her hands rest on Marcus's chest for leverage as she works herself up and down his cock. The sight of my petite wife taking such an enormous cock seems physically impossible, yet she's doing it with increasing enthusiasm.

"That's it," Marcus encourages.

I'm witnessing a transformation before my eyes. My wife becomes something wild, something primal on top of Marcus. She rides him with an abandon I've never seen before, her hips working in a frenzy, grinding down on him with desperate need. Her head is thrown back, throat exposed and a continuous stream of moans and obscenities pouring from her lips.

"Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" she chants as she bounces on him with increasing speed.

I've seen her ride me countless times over our decade together, but never like this. There's something possessed in her movements now, something hungry and desperate. She's chasing her pleasure with single-minded determination, using his body like it's the last chance she'll ever get.

"Look at your wife," Marcus says to me with his voice strained with pleasure but still commanding. "She's found what she's been missing."

I can only nod, mesmerized by the sight. Brooke's skin glistens with sweat with her hair wild around her face and her expression one of pure ecstasy. She grinds herself against him, circling her hips to take him even deeper, making these little gasping sounds every time she bottoms out.

My own neglected erection throbs painfully as I watch. I'm so close to the edge that I have to squeeze the base of my cock to prevent myself from cumming untouched. The visual stimulus alone is almost enough to push me over.

"You're so fucking deep," she moans as she leans forward slightly to change the angle. "Oh god, right there, right there!"

Her pace becomes frantic, almost violent in its intensity. Her nails dig into Marcus's chest, leaving red crescents in his dark skin. She's completely lost in sensation, chasing her pleasure with a ferocity I've never witnessed.

"That's it, ride this big black cock," Marcus growls as he slaps her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. The sound echoes through the room, followed immediately by Brooke's appreciative moan.

I'm transfixed by their connection, by how perfectly they seem to fit together. There's something almost choreographed in their movements, like they've done this a thousand times before instead of just meeting tonight.

"I'm gonna cum again," she announces. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming again!"

Her entire body goes rigid, then begins to tremble violently. Her inner muscles must be clamping down on Marcus because he lets out a deep groan and tightens his hands on her hips.

"Jesus Christ," I whisper, unable to help myself. I've never seen my wife cum this hard, this many times in succession. It's like watching a stranger in my wife's body.

When her orgasm subsides, Marcus suddenly sits up and wraps his arms around her waist. They're face to face now, her legs wrapped around him, still joined intimately.

"I want to change positions," he tells her, his voice a low rumble. "I want to fuck you from behind. Let your husband see how deep I can really get."

Brooke nods eagerly. "Yes, please. However you want me."

Marcus looks over at me. "Where do you want to be for this? Still watching from the side?"

I clear my throat as I try to find my voice. "I want to see her face," I manage to say. "While you take her from behind."

He nods approvingly. "Good choice."

With practiced ease, Marcus lifts Brooke off his cock and while doing so elicits a whimper of loss from her. He positions her on hands and knees facing me. I move in front of her on the bed with my still-hard cock at her eye level.

"Look at your husband while I fuck you," Marcus commands while he positions himself behind her. "Let him see what a real cock does to you."

I meet my wife's eyes as Marcus begins to push inside her again. Her mouth falls open and her eyes widen as he fills her inch by inch. There's something incredibly intimate about watching her face this close, seeing every microexpression as she takes him.

"Oh god," she gasps while reaching out to steady herself by gripping my thighs. "He's so deep like this."

Marcus establishes a rhythm and his powerful thrusts rock her forward with each movement. The bed creaks beneath us and the headboard knocks against the wall with increasing force.

"How does it feel?" I ask her, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Full," she manages between gasps. "So full. I've never, ah! Never felt anything like this."

Marcus increases his pace and the sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room. His large hands grip her hips while his fingers dig into her flesh as he pulls her back to meet each thrust.

"Your wife has an amazing pussy," he tells me while never breaking stride. "So tight, but taking me so well."

I reach out to stroke Brooke's hair, needing some connection with her as another man claims her body. She leans into my touch and her eyes never leave mine despite the pleasure overwhelming her.

"Is this what you wanted?" she asks me while her words are punctuated by Marcus's thrusts. "Seeing me like this?"

"Yes," I admit, surprised by the truth of it. "You're beautiful like this."

She smiles at me, then gasps as Marcus drives particularly deep. Her hands tighten on my thighs, nails digging in painfully, but I welcome the sensation.

"Tell him," Marcus demands as he spanks her ass. "Tell your husband how much better this cock feels."

Brooke moans with her eyes fluttering but still locked with mine. "It's so much bigger," she confesses. "So much deeper. I can feel him everywhere."

Her words should hurt, should wound my pride, but instead they send another jolt of arousal through me. There's something freeing in this confession, in acknowledging what I lack and seeing how much pleasure she gets from having that need fulfilled.

"I'm getting close," Marcus announces as his rhythm becoms more forceful.

"I'm going to fill your wife's pussy with my cum," Marcus announces as his eyes find mine over Brooke's arched back. "Going to pump her full until it's dripping out of her. That's what you want to see, isn't it?"

I nod wordlessly because my throat is dry with anticipation. This is the moment I've been waiting for. The ultimate symbol of another man's claim on my wife.

"Tell me you want it," Marcus demands as his thrusts become more erratic. "Both of you."

"Please," Brooke gasps. "Cum inside me. Fill me up."

"Do it," I hear myself say, surprised by the steadiness in my voice. "I want to see you cum inside her."

Marcus grins and his pace becomes punishing now. Brooke's moans turn to screams as he drives into her with force.

"Here it comes," he groans while his massive body starts to tense. "I'm taking your wife's pussy and marking her."

I watch, transfixed, as Marcus slams into Brooke one final time, burying himself to the hilt. His face contorts in pleasurea and his eyes squeeze shut as he begins to empty himself inside her. Brooke whimpers with her body trembling as she feels him pulsing within her.

"So much," she gasps. "Oh god, I can feel it. So warm, so much."

Marcus stays deep inside her, grinding his hips against her ass, ensuring every drop goes as deep as possible. His climax seems to last forever and surely much longer than mine ever do, as he continues to pump his seed into my wife's body.

I'm mesmerized by the connection between them and the primal intensity of this moment. Marcus is claiming my wife in the most basic, biological way possible, and I'm allowing it. No I'm encouraging it.

When he finally stops trembling, Marcus slowly, almost reluctantly, begins to withdraw. I lean closer, unable to help myself, needing to see the evidence of what's just happened. As the massive head of his cock slips free, I gasp at the sight. A small stream of white cum immediately follows, dripping from Brooke's visibly gaped pussy onto the hotel sheets.

But before much can escape, Marcus pushes back in with a satisfied groan, forcing his cum deeper inside her. Brooke moans at the renewed penetration as her body accepts him easily now, lubricated by his massive load.

"Look at that mess," Marcus says proudly as he slowly pulls out again and allows me to see how his cum clings to his shaft, how it bubbles around Brooke's entrance. "Your wife's pussy is overflowing with my seed."

He pushes back in once more to stirr his cum inside her, making obscene sounds that fill the room. When he withdraws completely this time, the visual is even more intense. Brooke's once-tight opening now gapes slightly, unable to close properly after accommodating his size. His cum immediately begins to flow out, running down her thighs in thick rivulets.

"Jesus," I whisper, unable to look away from the erotic display.

Brooke collapses forward onto the bed, her legs no longer able to support her. She rolls onto her back, giving me a full view of the aftermath. Her inner thighs are slick with Marcus's cum, and more continues to leak from her well-used pussy. There's so much of it, far more than I've ever produced, coating her pink flesh and pooling beneath her on the sheets.

"Come here," she says softly while reaching for me. "Your turn now."

I move between her legs with my own erection painfully hard after witnessing everything. The sight of her like this, so flushed, satisfied and marked by another man is so erotic.

Marcus moves away from the bed. "I'm going to use the shower." he says, casual as if he hasn't just thoroughly claimed my wife.

As the bathroom door closes and the shower starts running, I'm left alone with my wife for the first time since this all began. She looks utterly ravished with her hair tangled, makeup smudged and body glistening with sweat. Between her splayed legs, Marcus's seed continues to leak out as a visual testament to what just happened.

"Come here," she whispers again with her arms outstretched toward me.

I crawl between her legs with a cock so hard it's painful. When our lips meet, I'm immediately struck by the unfamiliar taste on her mouth. It's Marcus. I'm tasting another man on my wife's lips, and the realization sends a jolt of arousal through me.

"I can taste him on you," I murmur against her lips.

She smiles languidly. "Does that turn you on?"

"God, yes," I admit and I deepen the kiss.

My hand travels down between her legs, finding her completely soaked. As I position myself at her entrance, I can feel how different she is. Totally stretched open and swollen from Marcus's size and vigor. When I push inside, there's almost no resistance at all, just a wet, sloppy heat that envelops me.

The sounds are obscene. Wet, squelching noises that would be embarrassing under normal circumstances but now only heighten my arousal. Each thrust produces a lewd symphony of displaced fluids. I can feel Marcus's cum coating my shaft and surrounding me with slick warmth.

"You're so loose," I gasp, not as an accusation but in wonder.

"He was so big," she replies. "No one's ever stretched me like that. Atleast not in a really long time."

I should feel inadequate, but instead, her words push me closer to the edge. The visual of Marcus's massive cock splitting her open plays in my mind on repeat.

"Did you like watching?" she asks as her hands roam over my back. "Did you like seeing me take him?"

"Yes," I groan and my hips start moving faster. "You were incredible. So beautiful."

I'm not going to last. The combination of hours of arousal and the obscenely erotic situation is too much. My thrusts become erratic and desperate. I can feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine as a pressure that demands release.

"I'm going to add to his mess," I warn her. "I'm going to mix my cum with his."

"Do it," she encourages and pulls me deeper. "Fill me up even more."

With a strangled cry, I explode inside her and my release joins Marcus's abundant load. The sensation is unlike anything I've experienced as I'm cumming into my wife's body, but I'm also cumming into another man's seed, creating a mixture that represents our shared claim on her.

My orgasm seems to last forever, wave after wave of pleasure washing over me until I collapse on top of Brooke, completely spent. We lie there panting surrounded by the evidence of what we've done.

As I catch my breath, Brooke gently pushes me off her and props herself up on her elbows. Her eyes are still glazed with satisfaction as she looks down at her body.

"I can't believe how open I feel," she whispers as her hand drifts between her legs.

I watch, transfixed, as she touches herself with her fingers exploring her swollen, ravaged pussy. Her eyes widen slightly.

"God, I'm so loose," she says with a mixture of awe and pride. "I can barely feel my fingers inside me."

Her exploration continues, and I see her gather some of the cum that's still leaking from her. She examines it on her fingertips and then does something that makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

She brings her fingers to her mouth and tastes them.

"Mmm," she moans softly and closes her eyes as she savors the flavor. "That's... actually good."

I stare at her in wonder. In all our years together, she's never shown any interest in tasting cum. Mine or anyone else's. She's always been squeamish about it, turning her head during oral sex if I got close to finishing.

"You like that?" I ask.

She nods, looking almost shy. "I never thought I would, but... yeah. It's different than I expected."

The bathroom door opens, and Marcus emerges wrapped in a hotel towel with his muscular body still glistening with water droplets.

"Well, you two didn't waste any time," he observes with an easy smile while eyeing our position on the bed.

Brooke quickly withdraws her hand and looks momentarily embarrassed at being caught in such an intimate act.

"Just enjoying the aftermath," I say, sitting up beside Brooke.

Marcus nods approvingly as he begins gathering his clothes. "As you should."

I watch as he drops his towel without a hint of self-consciousness with his impressive manhood still semi-erect even after his powerful orgasm. He dresses efficiently, boxer briefs, then pants, followed by his shirt, which he buttons with ease.

"That was quite an experience," he says as he's tucking in his shirt. "You two have a good dynamic."

"Thanks for making this happen," Brooke says, pulling the sheet over her naked body. "It was... incredible."

Marcus smiles as he slips on his shoes. "The pleasure was all mine. Well, not all mine, obviously." He winks at Brooke, who blushes.

"We should do this again sometime," he adds casually. "If you're both interested, of course."

I glance at Brooke, trying to read her expression. There's no hiding the eager spark in her eyes at his suggestion.

"Maybe," I say, not committing but not refusing either. "We'll need some time to process everything first."

"Of course," Marcus nods. "Take all the time you need. My contact info is in the app if you decide you want a repeat performance."

He grabs his jacket, looking every bit the successful professional despite what he's just done to my wife.

"I'll see myself out," he says. "You two enjoy the rest of your evening."

With a final nod and a knowing smile, he heads for the door. Just before leaving, he turns back. "Brooke, you're a natural Queen. Don't forget that."

And then he's gone with the door clicking shut behind him, leaving us alone with the aftermath of what we've just experienced.

The room feels different somehow. Charged with new energy and new possibilities. The air smells of sex and sweat.

"Well," I say to break the silence. "That just happened."

Brooke laughs, a genuine sound that releases some of the tension. "Yes, it definitely did."

I look at her, and I mean really look at her. Her hair is a tangled mess, her makeup smudged beyond repair. Between her legs, our combined fluids still leak onto the hotel sheets. She should look debauched, used. Instead, she's radiant.

"Are you okay?" I ask, suddenly concerned that the reality might not match the fantasy we'd built.

She considers the question seriously. "I'm better than okay," she finally says. "I feel... liberated. Like I've been carrying this secret part of myself for so long, and now it's out in the open."

"The size Queen returns," I say with a small smile.

She touches her hip where the faded tattoo sits. "I guess some things never really leave us."

"Do you regret it?" I have to ask.

"Not a single second," she says firmly. "Do you?"

I shake my head. "No. It was... intense. In the best possible way."

She moves closer to me. "Thank you for this gift. For understanding this part of me."

I squeeze her hand. "Thank you for trusting me with it."

We sit in comfortable silence for a moment, processing everything that's happened. Then Brooke shifts, wincing slightly.

"I'm going to be sore tomorrow," she says with a laugh. "Marcus is... well, you saw."

"Hard to miss," I agree, feeling a strange mixture of jealousy and pride.

Brooke's hand drifts back between her legs, exploring herself again with curious fingers. "It's been a decade since I've felt so open before," she marvels. "It's like my body doesn't remember how to close up now."

I watch, fascinated, as she continues her exploration. She gathers more of the creamy fluid on her fingers and, without hesitation this time, brings them to her lips. She sucks them clean with obvious enjoyment.

"I can't believe I like this," she admits, looking surprised at herself. "All these years avoiding it, and it turns out cum actually tastes good. Or maybe it's just knowing where it came from that makes it exciting."

Her words send a jolt of arousal through me despite my recent orgasm. There's something incredibly erotic about watching my wife discover new aspects of her sexuality, even if it involves another man.

"You're full of surprises tonight," I say.

"I think we should probably wrap this up for tonight," I say as I glance at the clock on the nightstand. "It's getting late, and we both have work tomorrow."

Brooke nods and stretches her limbs like a satisfied cat. "A shower first, though. I'm a complete mess."

I look down at myself, sticky with sweat and other fluids. "Yeah, me too."

We make our way to the bathroom together, stepping carefully over discarded clothing. The shower is spacious enough for both of us, and I turn the water on hot, letting steam fill the room. As we step under the spray, I can't help but notice how Marcus's cum still leaks from between Brooke's legs, washing away down the drain.

"Here, let me help," I say, reaching for the hotel shampoo. I work it into her hair, massaging her scalp gently. She leans back against me, eyes closed, utterly relaxed.

"That feels amazing," she murmurs.

As my hands move down to soap her body, I'm struck by how intimate this feels. Perhaps even more intimate than the sex we just had. This is us again, just the two of us, washing away the physical evidence of our adventure while preserving the memory.

"Do you think we'll do it again?" she asks suddenly, her voice almost lost beneath the rush of water.

I consider this as my hands slide over her slippery skin. "I don't know. Maybe. Would you want to?"

She turns to face me, water streaming down her face. "I think I would. But only if you're completely comfortable with it."

"I think I am," I admit and even surprising myself with how true it feels. "It was... liberating, in a way. Seeing you like that."

We finish our shower in comfortable silence, each lost in our own thoughts. As we dry off and dress, I find myself already mentally replaying the night's events and cataloging moments I want to remember.

The drive home is quiet but not awkward. Brooke dozes in the passenger seat, exhausted from the intensity of the evening. I keep glancing over at her, marveling at how normal she looks now, as if nothing extraordinary happened just hours ago.

When we pull into our driveway, the familiar sight of our suburban home grounds me. This is our reality. Mortgage payments and yard work and the everyday rhythm of married life. What happened in that hotel room feels almost like a dream.

I gently wake Brooke, and we make our way inside. Our cat greets us at the door, winding between our legs and meowing for attention.

"Hey, Pixel," Brooke coos, bending to scratch behind his ears. "Miss us?"

The normalcy of the moment strikes me as almost comical. Here we are, petting our cat as if we haven't just fundamentally altered our relationship.

"I'm going straight to bed," Brooke yawns and heads for the stairs.


Part 2

I wake up to sunlight streaming through our bedroom windows. Brooke's side of the bed is empty but I can hear her moving around downstairs with the familiar sounds of coffee brewing and cupboards opening and closing.

As I roll over, I'm surprised to find I'm not consumed by regret or jealousy. Instead, there's a strange sense of calm or maybe even satisfaction. I check my phone and it's almost nine.

When I make my way downstairs, Brooke is sitting at the kitchen island scrolling through her phone with a steaming mug of coffee in front of her. She looks up when I enter and the smile that spreads across her face is radiant.

"Morning," she says with a light and cheerful voice. "Coffee's fresh."

I pour myself a cup and join her at the island. "How are you feeling?" I ask as I study her face for any signs of regret.

"Sore," she laughs as she shifts slightly on the stool. "But good. Really good, actually."

"No regrets?" I need to hear her say it.

She reaches across the counter to take my hand. "None whatsoever. Last night was fucking incredible."

The bluntness makes me laugh. "Yeah, it really was."

"I can't stop thinking about it," she admits as  her cheeks flush slightly. "The way Marcus filled me up, how huge his cock felt inside me." She bites her lip. "Is it weird that I'm getting wet just talking about it?"

"Not weird at all," I say as I feel my own cock stir in response. "I've been half-hard since I woke up just replaying it in my head."

She takes a sip of coffee, then asks, "What was your favorite part?"

I consider this for a moment. "Watching your face when he first entered you. The way your eyes went wide, like you couldn't believe what was happening." I pause. "And seeing his cum leaking out of you afterward."

"God, there was so much of it," she says. "I've never been so full of cum before. When I woke up this morning, I swear I could still feel it inside me."

My cock is fully hard now. Brooke notices and smiles wickedly.

"Looks like someone's excited about the memory too," she teases.

"Can you blame me? Watching my wife get the fucking of her life from a guy with a massive cock? That's prime jerk-off material for the next decade."

She laughs then grows more serious. "Can I ask you something? And I need complete honesty."

"Of course."

"Did you really enjoy it? Or were you just going along with it for my sake?"

I take her hand and make sure she sees the sincerity in my eyes. "I loved it. Every second. Even the parts that made me jealous or insecure, I still loved them because they were so fucking hot."

"You know what surprised me?" she says. "How much I enjoyed having you both. First watching Marcus absolutely destroy my pussy, then having you reclaim me after. The contrast was incredible."

"Destroy is right," I chuckle. "I've never felt you so loose before."

She blushes deeper. "I know. It was like my pussy was molded to his shape. When you entered me after, it felt so different." She looks up at me through her lashes. "Did you like how it felt? Being inside me after he'd filled me up?"

"God, yes," I admit. "It was so wet and sloppy. I could feel his cum surrounding me. It was the best sex we've ever had."

"For me too," she confesses. "I came so fucking hard with you. Different than with Marcus, but just as intense."

I'm surprised by this. "Really? Even though he was... you know, bigger?"

"Size isn't everything," she says, then laughs at my raised eyebrow. "Okay, size is definitely something. But what made last night so incredible was the whole experience. Marcus's huge cock stretching me open, then you reclaiming me and adding your cum to his. The two of you marking me in the most primal way possible."

I nod in an understanding of what she means. "It felt like we were sharing you, but in a way that made our connection stronger, not weaker."

"Exactly!" Her eyes light up. "You get it."

We sit in silence, sip our coffee and processing.

"So," I finally ask, "do you think you'd want to do it again sometime?"

She doesn't hesitate. "Yes. Absolutely yes." She squeezes my hand. "But only if you do too."

"I do," I admit.

"With Marcus?" I ask and try to sound casual.

"Maybe," she says and tilts her head thoughtfully. "He was amazing, and clearly experienced with couples. But I'd be open to trying someone new too." She quickly pulls out her phone and opens the app we'd used to find Marcus. "There are plenty of bulls on here we could explore."

I lean over to look at her screen as she scrolls through profiles. It's surreal how comfortable this feels now.

"What about him?" she asks as she pauses on a profile showing a muscular white guy with tattoos covering his arms. According to his stats, he's slightly smaller than Marcus but still impressively endowed.

"Maybe," I say, studying the profile. "But I kind of liked the visual contrast with Marcus. The way his dark skin looked against yours."

She nods and continues to scroll. "I liked that too. Very hot."

"Why not both?" I joke. "Both the dark and the light."

I expect her to laugh it off, but Brooke pauses.

"That's not actually a bad idea," she says, surprising me. "I've done that before, you know. Had more than one guy at once."

I nearly choke on my coffee. "You have?"

She nods and sets her mug down. "Back in the slutty days. I've had a few orgies and threesomes. Two guys at once was pretty standard, actually." She gives me a sly smile. "Sometimes more."

My cock, which had started to soften, immediately hardens again at the mental image of my wife being taken by multiple men simultaneously.

"Jesus," I breathe. "You never told me about any of that."

"I didn't think you'd want to hear about it," she shrugs. "Most guys don't exactly love hearing about their wives getting gangbanged."

"I think we've established I'm not most guys," I say.

"No," she agrees. "You definitely aren't."

I take a deep breath with my mind racing with new possibilities. "So... both Marcus and this new guy? At the same time?"

"Maybe." She bites her lip. "It would be intense. Double penetration is... well, there's nothing else like it."

The casual way she mentions double penetration makes my head spin. This is a side of my wife I'm just beginning to discover, and I want to know everything.

"Tell me more," I say and lean forward. "About your past encounters.

Brooke leans back on her stool with her eyes drifting to the ceiling as she recalls memories I've never been privy to before.

"There was this one night, about six months before I met you," she begins. "I was at this exclusive party in a penthouse downtown."

I listen, mesmerized, as my wife of ten years reveals a more of her past.

"There were three guys that night. All well over eight inches and thiiiick, all different builds and styles." She meets my eyes. "One was built like Marcus. Tall, dark, muscular. Another was this slim white guy with tattoos and the most beautiful cock I'd ever seen. The third was Latino, somewhere in between."

"And you... took all three?" I ask with my voice barely audible.

She nods. "At the same time. One in my pussy, one in my mouth, and..." she pauses to gauge my reaction, "one in my ass."

My cock throbs painfully at the mental image. "Jesus Christ."

"It was the most intense experience of my life," she continues. "Being completely filled and used from every angle. They took turns in different positions, different holes. By the end of the night, I'd been filled with cum everywhere."

I stare at her with my mouth suddenly dry as her words echo in my head. "Wait a second," I say with my voice cracking slightly. "You did anal with these random guys, but you never did it with me? In ten years of marriage?"

Brooke's expression shifts with a flash of guilt crossing her features. She sets down her coffee mug and looks at me directly. "I... I know how that sounds."

"How does it sound?" I press as I feel an unexpected surge of emotion. "Because it sounds like you were willing to let strangers fuck your ass but not your husband."

She takes a deep breath. "When I met you, I wanted to be different. I was trying to leave that life behind. I thought if I kept certain things separate, I could be the kind of woman you deserved."

"The kind of woman I deserved?" I repeat. "What does that even mean?"

"Someone who wasn't just a slut," she says bluntly. "I wanted to be your wife, not your personal porn star. I thought you wanted a normal relationship."

I run my hand through my hair, trying to process this. "So you've been holding back all these years?”

"Are you mad?" Brooke asks.

I take a deep breath and consider my answer carefully. "No, I'm not mad. But you've known for years that I wanted to fuck your ass. Every time I tried, you'd change the subject or say you weren't into it."

She looks down with guilt flashing across her face. "I know. I was afraid."

"Afraid of what? That I'd think less of you if I knew how much you actually enjoyed it?"

"Partly," she admits. "But also afraid I'd like it too much with you. That it would bring back that part of me I was trying to leave behind."

I shake my head as I'm still processing this revelation. The thought of her taking multiple cocks in all her holes is making my dick throb despite my conflicted emotions.

Brooke watches me intently, then a thoughtful expression crosses her face. "What if... what if you could claim my asshole once another bull has had it first?"

"What do you mean?" I ask.

"I mean, we could invite someone like Marcus to open me up first. Stretch my ass with his big cock. Then you could reclaim me afterward." Her eyes go wide. "I know how much you loved fucking my pussy after it was filled with cum. Imagine how it would feel to slide into my asshole after it's been properly prepared."

I try to think rationally about her suggestion, weighing the emotional implications against the undeniable arousal I feel. But my body has already made up its mind. My cock is rock hard and tenting my pajama pants.

Brooke notices immediately. A slow smile spreads across her face as she slides off her stool and moves toward me. "Looks like someone likes that idea," she purrs.

Before I can respond, her hand slips beneath the waistband of my pants and wraps around my throbbing dick. She begins to stroke me slowly.

"Fuck," I groan and my hips push forward involuntarily.

"I can see it now," she whispers and brings her lips closer to my ear as she continues jerking me off. "Anoter man's huge cock stretching my tight asshole and filling me completely. Then you sliding into that same hole after he's done, feeling how loose and sloppy he's left me."

Her words send jolts of electricity through my entire body. The mental image she's painting is so vivid I can almost see it happening.

"You'd love that, wouldn't you?" she continues as her hand picks up speed. "Fucking my ass after it's been claimed by another man's cock. Maybe even while he watches."

"God, yes," I admit and my breathing becomes ragged. "I've wanted your ass for so long."

Brooke's hand moves faster on my cock with her eyes locked on mine. "You want me to tell you exactly what would happen, don't you?" she purrs. "You want to hear all the dirty details."

"Yes," I groan.

"I'd invite a man over," she whispers and her voice drops to that husky tone that drives me wild. "Maybe for dinner, but we all know what he's really coming for." She twists her wrist on the upstroke to make me gasp. "My tight little asshole that he's going to stretch wide open."

I moan, unable to form words as she continues painting this filthy scenario.

"I'd wear something easy to remove. Maybe just a dress with nothing underneath." Her thumb circles the head of my cock to spread pre-cum. "During dinner, I'd tease him... and you. Maybe I'd drop my napkin and bend over right in front of him, giving him a perfect view of my ass."

"Fuck," I manage to say as I feel myself getting closer already.

"After dinner, we wouldn't waste any time. I'd get on all fours on our bed," she continues and her hand slows just enough to keep me on edge. "He would kneel behind me with his huge cock already rock hard. He'd spread my ass cheeks apart, exposing my tight little hole to both of you."

I'm panting now, completely lost in her words and touch.

"He'd start with his tongue," she says, her eyes glazing over like she's imagining it too. "Licking my asshole until it's wet and quivering. Then he'd push one thick finger inside me, stretching me open while you watch, helpless and so fucking hard."

Her hand speeds up again, and I grip the counter to steady myself.

"When I'm ready, he'd press that massive cock against my asshole. God, the head alone would be a struggle to take." She leans closer with her hot breath against my ear. "But he'd push forward, stretching me wider than I've ever been before. You'd see my asshole stretching around him, trying to accommodate all that thick meat."

"Jesus Christ," I gasp as my balls tighten.

"He'd go so deep," she whispers. "He woud fill me completely and make me scream. And you'd watch every inch disappear inside me. You'd see him fucking my ass with long, deep strokes and with  his balls slapping against my pussy."

I'm right on the edge now.

"When he's ready to cum, he'd push all the way in," she continues. "He'd flood my asshole with hot, thick cum. So much that it starts leaking out around his cock. And when he finally pulls out, my asshole would be gaping open and dripping with his seed."

"Brooke," I warn as I feel my orgasm approaching fast.

"Then it would be your turn," she says and speeds up her strokes. "You'd finally get to fuck my ass, but now it's loose and sloppy and filled with another man's cum. You'd slide right into that wet, stretched hole to feel his hot cum surrounding your cock as you claim what he just finished using."

That's all it takes.

I don't stand a chance.

It's too intense. My orgasm hits me like a sledge hammer and I lose all control. My cock pulses violently in Brooke's grip, shooting load after load directly into my pajama pants. The fabric grows hot and wet as I empty myself completely with cum flooding everywhere. It soaks through my boxers, coating my balls, running down my thighs. The mess is immediate.

"Oh fuck," I gasp, doubling over slightly as my body continues to spasm. "I'm making such a fucking mess."

Brooke doesn't stop stroking me. If anything, she milks me harder, wringing out every last drop until I'm trembling and oversensitive. When she finally releases me, her hand is completely coated in my cum. It drips from her fingers.

She pulls her hand out of my pajamas and holds it up to examine the sticky mess with fascination. Without warning, she brings her cum covered fingers to her lips and licks them clean all the while looking directly into my eyes.

"Mmm," she moans as she savors the taste. "You taste good."

I watch, stunned, as she licks every finger thoroughly and makes sure to get every drop. My spent cock gives a weak twitch at the sight.

"I can't believe how good your cum tastes," she says with a satisfied smile. "All these years avoiding it, and now I can't get enough."

She heads to the kitchen sink to wash her hands. While scrubbing, she glances back at me over her shoulder.

"So," she says casually, like we're discussing weekend plans instead of arranging for another man to fuck her ass, "are you actually down for that? Having a hung man open up my asshole so you can finally fuck it after?"

The post nut clarity hits me hard. My brain struggles to catch up with what we were just discussing and what I just came so hard imagining. But even through the clarity, even with my dick completely spent and my pajamas ruined, I can't deny how hot the idea still is.

"Yeah," I admit. "I'm down for it. But we should probably use a hotel again or something. Keep it separate from our home."

She nods as she dries her hands on a dish towel. "That makes sense. More discreet too."

I look down at myself and at the massive wet spot spreading across my pajamas. "I need to go change. And probably shower."

"Probably," she agrees with a laugh. "You really did make a mess."

I head upstairs to clean myself up. The hot water feels amazing as I scrub away the evidence of my explosive orgasm. My mind races with the possibilities that have suddenly opened up in our marriage. The thought of finally getting to fuck Brooke's ass after all these years has my dick twitching again despite having just cum.

When I finish showering and get dressed in clean clothes, I head back downstairs to find Brooke curled up on the couch with her phone. She's biting her lower lip in concentration with thumbs moving quickly across the screen.

"What are you up to?" I ask, though I already have a pretty good idea.

She looks up with a mischievous smile. "I'm already messaging Marcus about our little idea. He's very interested."

I move closer and peek over her shoulder. She's got the bull-finding app open and sure enough, there's an active conversation with Marcus. I scan the messages and see she's already explained what we want to try and he's enthusiastically on board.

"Jesus, you work fast," I say as I am impressed and aroused by her initiative.

"I'm also chatting with that white guy," she says and swipes to another conversation. "The one with all the tattoos. His name is Tyler. I think he looks fun to talk to, so I messaged him too."

I look at Tyler's profile again. He's muscular but leaner than Marcus, with intricate tattoo sleeves covering both arms and part of his chest. According to his stats, he's packing a just a tad below eight inches. Not quite as massive as Marcus, but still substantially bigger than me.

"What did you say to him?" I ask as I sit down beside her.

"Just introduced us and said we enjoyed our first experience with a bull and are looking to explore more options." She shows me the screen. "He's been super responsive. Look."

Tyler's messages are polite but confident, with a hint of playfulness that's different from Marcus's more businesslike approach. He's sent a few additional photos of himself while still keeping his face mostly hidden but showing more of his tattooed body and, in one particularly bold shot, his impressive cock next to a measuring tape to verify his stats.

"He seems eager," I comment.

"Very," Brooke agrees as she shows me his latest message: 'I specialize in anal play. Your husband would love watching me open you up. I'm patient and know how to make it feel amazing for first-timers.'

"First-timer," I laugh. "If only he knew."

Brooke nudges me playfully. "As far as he's concerned, I'm an anal virgin. Let's keep it that way for now."

"So what's the plan here? Are we considering both of them? Separately or...?"

She sets down her phone and turns to face me fully. "I've been thinking about that. What if we try Tyler first for the anal experience? See how that goes, and then maybe later explore something more adventurous with both of them?"

I nod slowly to consider this. "That makes sense. Ease into it."

"Plus," she adds with a sly smile, "I'm curious about experiencing different cocks. Marcus was amazing, but variety is the spice of life, right?"

The casual way she discusses these cocks, weighing their merits like she's reviewing restaurants, sends another jolt of arousal through me despite having just cum so hard.

"When are you thinking?" I ask.

She picks up her phone again to check her calendar. "I'm free next weekend. Friday night?"

"That works for me." I'm surprised by how normal this conversation feels now, like we're scheduling a dinner reservation rather than arranging for another man to fuck my wife's ass.

Brooke types a quick message to Tyler and suggests Friday night at the same hotel we met Marcus at. His response is almost immediate: 'Friday works perfectly. Looking forward to it.'

Brooke smiles and sets her phone down on the coffee table. "All set. We've got a date with Tyler on Friday night."

"That was easy," I say as I'm still marveling at how quickly this is all happening.

"I should probably mention something," I say. "If this is Tyler's specialty, and he's that... substantial, we might want to think about preparing you."

Brooke tilts her head. "What do you mean?"

"I mean, your ass hasn't been fucked in years, right? And Tyler looks even thicker than Marcus." I gesture vaguely toward her phone. "Maybe we should, you know, work up to it this week."

Her eyes light up with understanding. "Oh! You're talking about using toys first."

"Exactly. Start small and gradually stretch you out before Friday. Otherwise, it might be too much all at once."

Brooke bites her lip while considering this. "That's actually a really good idea. I was a bit worried about taking Tyler cold, to be honest." She shifts on the couch. "Even back in my wild days, I needed some warm-up before taking something that big in my ass."

"So you're on board with the idea?" I ask, surprised by how eager I feel about this new development.

"Fuck yes," she says enthusiastically. "Let's order some toys," Brooke says and quickly grabs her laptop from the side table. "I'll need proper preparation if I'm going to take Tyler's thick cock in my ass on Friday."

She opens her browser and navigates to an adult toy website. I scoot closer on the couch as we browse through the anal play section. The casual way she scrolls through buttplugs and dildos has my cock hardening all over again.

"What about this starter kit?" I suggest and point to a set of three silicone plugs in graduated sizes. "Small, medium, and large."

"Perfect," Brooke nods and adds it to our cart. "And we'll need good lube. Lots of it." She clicks on a bottle of premium anal lubricant and reads the inscription. "Water-based, long-lasting, extra slippery."

"Add two bottles," I say. "Better safe than sorry, who know how much traffic that ass will get now."

As she adds the lube to our cart, I notice her nipples have hardened beneath her thin t-shirt. This shopping expedition is turning her on just as much as it's affecting me.

"We should probably get an anal douche too," she says as a matter of fact. "For cleanliness."

I watch as she selects a sleek black anal douche kit and adds it to our growing cart. My pants are getting uncomfortably tight as I imagine using these items on her as I prepare her tight asshole for Tyler's massive cock.

She glances down at my lap and smirks. "Someone's excited about our shopping spree."

"Can you blame me?" I ask while not bothering to hide my arousal. "Watching my wife shop for toys to prepare her ass for another man's cock is pretty fucking hot."

Brooke laughs and continues scrolling. "Oh, look at this." She points to a harness with a dildo attachment. "For pegging."

I raise an eyebrow. "Are you suggesting what I think you're suggesting?"

"Maybe," she says with a mischievous smile. "Fair's fair, right? If I'm getting my ass fucked, maybe you should experience it too."

The suggestion sends an unexpected thrill through me. It's not something I've ever considered before, but in this new sexual landscape we're exploring, nothing seems off-limits.

"I'd have to consider it," I tell her. "It's an interesting idea. And you're right, fair is fair."

Brooke grins triumphantly and adds the pegging harness to our cart. "No pressure. Just something to think about while I'm getting my ass stretched by Tyler's massive cock."

The image her words conjure makes my dick twitch again. "Go ahead and get it," I say. "Options are good, right?"

"Right," she agrees and clicks to complete our purchase. "Express shipping. We should have everything by Tuesday."

After we finish our shopping spree, we spend the rest of Sunday in a strange state of domestic normalcy tinged with sexual anticipation. We do laundry, prep meals for the week, and watch a movie on the couch all while occasionally checking our phones for messages from Tyler or browsing through more profiles on the app.

By Monday morning, our weekend adventures feel almost dreamlike as we return to our regular routines. Brooke heads to her office downtown while I focus on editing photos for an upcoming gallery exhibition. We text throughout the day, mostly about mundane things, though occasionally she'll send something suggestive that makes me hard at my desk.

Tuesday arrives with a package notification. The toys have been delivered, but we're both swamped with work. Brooke has back-to-back meetings and I'm struggling with a deadline for a commercial client.

"I can't wait to try everything out tonight," Brooke texts me during her lunch break.

"Me too," I reply as I glance at my calendar full of conference calls. "But I might be working late. This client is being a pain in the ass."

"Speaking of pain in the ass," she responds with a laughing emoji. "Rain check on the anal training?"

"Unfortunately. Tomorrow for sure."

But Wednesday brings its own challenges. Brooke comes home exhausted from a presentation that went poorly. She collapses on the couch, barely touching the dinner I've prepared.

"I just need to sleep," she murmurs when I suggest opening our package of toys.

So it's Thursday when we finally manage to get some time to play. I've spent all afternoon getting things ready while Brooke is at work. I want tonight to be special and romantic, but with a clear purpose.

I scatter rose petals from the front door to our bedroom, light candles throughout the house, and chill a bottle of her favorite wine. The package of toys sits on our nightstand, still unopened but ready for use. I've placed fresh towels in the bathroom and filled the tub with her favorite bath salts. Everything is prepared for when she gets home.

When I hear her key in the lock, my heart speeds up. This is it, the night I finally get to explore her tight asshole and the night I get to prepare her for Tyler tomorrow.

"Hello?" Brooke calls as she steps inside. I hear her gasp as she notices the rose petals. "What's all this?"

I emerge from the kitchen with two wine glasses. "I thought we could use a special night," I say and hand her a glass and kiss her deeply. "No work stress, no distractions. Just us and our new toys."

Her eyes widen. "You planned all this for me?"

"For us," I correct her as I run my hand down her back to cup her ass. "I've been thinking about your tight little asshole all day."

She moans softly as I squeeze her booty through her work skirt. "Have you now?"

"Mmhmm," I murmur against her neck. "I've been imagining sliding my fingers inside you, stretching you open and getting you ready for bigger things."

Her breath hitches. "Like Tyler's cock tomorrow?"

"Exactly like that." I take her wine glass and set it aside, then lead her toward the bathroom. "I've drawn you a bath. Why don't you get cleaned up while I open our package?"

She bites her lip, looking excited but slightly nervous. "You want me to...?"

"Yes," I say. "Get yourself completely clean for me. I want full access to that perfect ass tonight."

Her cheeks flush, but she nods eagerly. "Okay. Give me about twenty minutes?"

I slap her ass playfully. "Take your time. Do it right. I want you spotless and relaxed."

While Brooke prepares herself in the bathroom, I open our package of toys and lay them out on the bed in order of size. The small plug looks manageable, it's barely wider than my thumb. The medium one is more substantial, and the large one is intimidating even to me. I open one of the bottles of lube and place it prominently beside the toys.

I can hear water running in the bathroom, occasionally punctuated by Brooke's movements. The thought of her cleaning her asshole for me makes my cock stiffen in my pants. I strip down to my boxers and light more candles around the bedroom, creating a warm, flickering glow.

When Brooke finally emerges from the bathroom, she takes my breath away. She's wearing nothing but a short silk robe, her hair damp and tousled and her skin flushed from the hot bath.

"Hi," she says softly, almost shyly. "I'm all clean."

"Everywhere?" I ask with a low voice.

She nods and a blush spreads across her cheeks. "Everywhere. Inside and out."

"Good girl," I praise her. "Come here."

When she's within reach, I untie her robe and push it off her shoulders, letting it pool around her feet. She stands naked before me.

My cock is rock hard already just watching her stand there naked, her body looking like a masterpiece of curves and soft skin in the candlelight. The thought of what we're about to do makes my pulse quicken. I can't believe we've waited ten years for this.

"I can't wait to eat your ass," I tell her. "I've been thinking about it for so long."

She smiles and I can see a mixture of nervousness and excitement in her eyes. "I can't believe we're finally doing this."

I move toward her and my hands immediately find her ass cheeks. I squeeze and knead the soft flesh. She moans as I pull her against me, letting her feel how hard my cock is through my boxers. My fingers trace the curve of her ass, gradually working their way between her cheeks until I'm brushing against her tight asshole.

"It's so smooth," I murmur, circling the puckered entrance with my fingertip. The skin there feels different, softer and more delicate.

I lean down to kiss her and my finger continues its gentle exploration. Her lips part eagerly, her tongue seeks mine as she presses her tits against my chest. I can feel her nipples hardening against my skin.

"Turn around," I whisper against her lips. "I want to see that beautiful ass."

She complies and turns slowly to face away from me. The sight of her perfect ass makes my cock throb painfully in my boxers. I drop to my knees behind her and my hands spread her cheeks apart to reveal her tight, pink asshole.

"Fuck, you're beautiful here," I say. "So clean and perfect."

I lean forward and place a gentle kiss directly on her asshole, feeling it twitch against my lips. She gasps and her whole body tenses for a moment before relaxing into the sensation.

"Lie on the bed," I tell her full of lust. "On your back."

She moves to the bed to lie down as instructed. I grab a pillow and guide her to lift her hips. "Up," I say and slide the pillow underneath her lower back so that I elevate her ass to the perfect height.

"Like this?" she asks as her legs fall open naturally and thus giving me a view of both her wet pussy and the tight asshole I'm about to explore.

"Perfect," I reply as I position myself between her thighs. "Now just relax and let me worship this gorgeous ass."

I lean down and start with gentle kisses on her inner thighs, gradually working my way toward her center. I can smell her arousal and  the wetness starts to glisten on her pussy lips. But tonight, my focus is lower.

I spread her ass cheeks with my thumbs to expose her tight hole completely. The first touch of my tongue against her asshole makes her whole body jerk. I circle the puckered entrance slowly, applying gentle pressure to get her used to the sensation.

"Oh my god," she moans as her hands clutch the sheets. "That feels amazing."

Encouraged, I become more aggressive with my tongue so I start pushing slightly inside her. I alternate between broad strokes and pointed pressure, gradually feeling her relax under my attention. Her asshole begins to soften and starts accepting the tip of my tongue more easily.

"You taste so good," I murmur against her sensitive asshole. "I could eat your ass for hours."

I reach for the lube beside us and keep my tongue working as I flip open the cap. The sound makes her tense slightly in anticipation. I squeeze a generous amount onto my finger, warming it between my fingers before bringing it to her asshole.

"I'm going to put a finger inside you now," I warn her. "Just relax."

She nods and takes a deep breath. I press my lubed finger against her tight entrance, applying gentle but firm pressure. There's resistance at first, but then suddenly her muscle gives way and my finger slides inside to the first knuckle.

"Oh," Brooke gasps as my finger sinks deeper into her ass. Her eyes go wide, then half-lidded with pleasure. "More. Please."

I slide my finger in further and watch her face transform. Something changes in her expression. A flash of recognition, like she's reconnecting with a long-lost friend.

"That's it," I encourage her as I slowly work my finger deeper. "Let me in."

"God, I'd forgotten how good this feels," she moans. "Keep going."

I add more lube and begin gently thrusting my finger in and out. What surprises me is how quickly her body remembers. Her ass is literally opening up for me, the tight ring of muscle relaxing and gripping my finger in a rhythm that seems practiced and natural.

"You're taking this so well," I say, genuinely impressed. "Like your ass is hungry for it."

"It is," she admits with a husky voice. "Fuck, I can't believe I denied myself this for so long. It feels so fucking good."

I reach for the smallest butt plug and coat it generously with lube. "Ready to try something bigger?"

"Yes," she says immediately with her eyes locked on the toy. "I want to feel stretched."

When I press the plug against her asshole, it slides in with surprising ease. Brooke moans deeply and her back arches as her body accepts the intrusion.

"Jesus," I whisper and watch her ass swallow the plug. "You really are a natural at this."

"I told you," she pants and grinds against the plug. "I used to love getting my ass fucked. My body's remembering everything now."

I twist the plug gently, amazed at how her ass grips it. "Does it hurt?"

"No," she shakes her head. "It's like... coming home. My ass was made for this."

Without being asked, she reaches down and begins playing with her pussy, her fingers circling her clit as I work the plug in her ass. The dual stimulation has her moaning loudly and her hips buckle against both our hands.

"I think we can try the medium one," I suggest after I carefully remove the small plug.

Her asshole gapes slightly before starting to close, looking pink and hungry. I coat the medium plug with lube and position it at her entrance.

"Yes," she hisses as I push it inside. "Stretch me open. Get me ready for that big cock tomorrow."

The medium plug meets more resistance, but Brooke bears down, actively working to take it. Her face shows concentration mixed with intense pleasure.

"That's it," she encourages herself. "Take it all. God, I used to be such a slut for anal. I can't believe I forgot how much I love this."

I watch in awe as her ass stretches around the widest part of the plug, then suddenly sucks it in. Brooke lets out a cry of triumph and pleasure.

"Fuck yes," she moans as her fingers work faster on her clit. "My ass feels so full. It's making my pussy drip."

"You really do love this," I marvel as I slowly rotate the plug inside her.

"I fucking love it," she confirms as her breath comes in short gasps. "It's like my body's been craving this for years without me realizing it. Every nerve is on fire."

Her words make my cock throb painfully in my boxers. I free it with one hand and give myself a few strokes as I continue working the plug with my other hand.

"I want to try the big one," Brooke says suddenly. "I need to know if I can take something that size before tomorrow."

"Are you sure? It's a big jump from this one."

"I'm sure," she nods firmly. "My ass wants it. I can feel it."

I carefully remove the medium plug and watch with fascination as her asshole stays slightly open this time, like it's anticipating more. I grab the large plug which is nearly as thick as my wrist at its widest point and coat it thoroughly with lube.

"Go slow," Brooke instructs and spreads her legs wider. "But don't stop unless I tell you to."

I position the tip of the plug against her stretched hole and begin applying gentle pressure. There's resistance, of course, but Brooke's breathing changes, becomes deeper and more controlled. She's working with me as her body remembers techniques from long ago.

"That's it," she encourages as her fingers still circle her clit. "Push it in. My ass wants it so bad."

I watch as the large plug begins to stretch her open, her pink rim expanding impossibly wide to accommodate the thick silicone toy. The sight of her asshole yielding, accepting such girth, makes my cock throb painfully. I can't take it anymore. As I set in totally, I start jerking off my cock a bit. My cock is rock hard and I'm extremely aroused as I watch my wife's ass swallow this massive plug in preparation for another man's dick tomorrow.

"That's it, honey," Brooke moans as she notices my hand working my shaft. "Stroke that cock while you stretch my ass. Does it turn you on seeing how much I love this?"

"Fuck yes," I groan while my hand starts moving faster. "Your ass is fucking incredible."

The plug slides deeper, and Brooke lets out a guttural moan that goes straight to my balls. Her fingers move frantically over her clit as her body accepts more of the toy.

"Talk dirty to me," I beg her as my hand pumps my cock faster. "Tell me how it feels."

"My asshole is so fucking stretched," she gasps with her eyes locked on my throbbing dick. "It burns so good. I can't wait for Tyler's huge cock to split me open tomorrow. I bet he'll fuck my ass so hard I'll feel it for days."

It does not take a lot of jerking off and dirty talk from Brooke to get me over the edge. Her words push me right to the brink.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum all over your ass."

"Do it," she demands. "Cover my asshole with your hot cum while it's stretched around this plug."

With a strangled groan, I explode and thick ropes of cum start shooting from my cock onto her ass.

Some of it lands on the plug, some on her ass cheeks, and some on her lower back. The sight of my cum decorating her stretched asshole nearly makes me cum a second time. I keep stroking and milking every last drop onto her.

"That was so hot," Brooke says as her fingers still work her clit as she watches me empty myself onto her. "I'm close too."

I lean down and replace her fingers with my tongue, licking her swollen clit while gently twisting the plug in her ass. The combination sends her over the edge almost immediately.

"Oh god, I'm cumming!" she cries out, her thighs clamping around my head as her body convulses. "My ass, oh fuck, my ass!"

Her orgasm is intense and prolonged and her ass clenches rhythmically around the plug as waves of pleasure wash over her.

When her trembling finally subsides, she collapses back onto the pillow. She looks thoroughly fucked, even though we haven't had actual intercourse yet.

I start laughing as the absurdity of the situation suddenly hits me. "We just spent an hour stretching your ass with toys so another man can fuck it tomorrow."

She stares at me for a second, then bursts into laughter too with her whole body shaking with it. "And you came all over my ass while I had the biggest plug stuffed inside me!"

Jesus, we are both laughing at what just happened. The cum on her ass is starting to cool and drip down her crack, which only makes us laugh harder.

"You know what?" she says as she wipes tears from her eyes. "I think I'd love to wear this plug around the house this evening to tease you a bit more. Keep my ass nice and stretched for tomorrow."

My cock twitches at her suggestion despite having just cum. "You want to walk around with that monster inside you all night?"

"Maybe not this monster," she giggles and reaches back to touch the base of the large plug. "But definitely the medium one. I want to feel that delicious fullness while we eat dinner and watch TV."

I carefully remove the large plug, watching with fascination as her asshole gapes open before slowly beginning to close.

"Look at that hungry little asshole," I murmur as I am unable to resist running my finger around the sensitive rim. "So pink and stretched."

"It feels amazing," she sighs, pushing her ass up toward my touch. "Like it's finally getting what it's been craving all these years."

I grab the medium plug and apply fresh lube before gently working it back into her now-relaxed hole. It slides in with surprising ease, her ass accepting it like it belongs there.

"Perfect," she says as she clenches around it experimentally. "This is going to make me think about tomorrow all night long."

She stands up carefully, adjusting to the sensation of the plug lodged in her ass. The sight of her walking around naked with just the base of the plug visible between her perfect ass cheeks makes my spent cock stir again.

"I can't believe how quickly your body remembered," I say while I watch her move. "You really were made for anal, weren't you?"

"Apparently," she laughs and bends over teasingly to pick up her robe, giving me a perfect view of the plug nestled between her cheeks. "My ass is practically begging for Tyler's cock now."

We clean up the bedroom and head to the kitchen to make dinner. The whole time, Brooke keeps making little gasps and moans as she moves with the plug shifting inside her with every step.

"You know," she says as we sit down to eat, shifting slightly to accommodate the fullness in her ass, "Friday is gonna be great to get a huge cock again. I can't wait to feel Tyler stretch my ass even wider than this plug."

I take a sip of wine as I watch her squirm slightly in her chair. "You're really excited about it, aren't you?"

"Fuck yes," she admits. "Just thinking about it makes my pussy wet. I keep imagining him behind me, pushing that thick cock into my tight little asshole while you watch."

"Do you think you'll be able to take him easily after our training tonight?"

"I think I'll definitely be ready," she says confidently. "But I like the idea of being a little tight still. Makes it more intense when he stretches me open."

The rest of the evening passes in a blur of sexual tension. Brooke keeps adjusting her position on the couch and the plug shifts inside her with every movement. Occasionally she'll make a soft moan or gasp that sends blood rushing straight to my cock. By the time we head to bed, I'm painfully hard again.

As we slide under the covers, Brooke presses her ass against my erection with the base of the plug rubbing against my shaft. "Feel that?" she whispers. "That's going to be Tyler's cock tomorrow, stretching me even wider."

"Fuck," I groan and grind against her. "You're driving me crazy."

She reaches back and runs her fingers lightly along my cock. "Good. I want you absolutely desperate by tomorrow night."

I thrust against her hand. "I need to cum again."

She pulls her hand away and turns to face me. "No, you don't. Not yet."

"What do you mean?" I ask while my cock throbbs.

"I want you on edge tomorrow," she explains. "I want your balls full and heavy with cum while you watch Tyler fuck my asshole."

"Brooke," I groan and reach for my cock.

She grabs my wrist. "No more touching. Not tonight."

"You're serious?" I can't believe what I'm hearing.

"Dead serious," she says as her voice drops to a seductive whisper. "I want you to have the biggest load possible saved up for after Tyler creams inside my ass. And besides, you've already came today."

My cock pulses painfully at her words. "That's fucking torture."

"That's the point," she smirks, trailing her fingers along my chest but deliberately avoiding my aching erection. "Think how much better it'll be when you finally get to empty those full balls tomorrow night."

I groan in frustration as she continues to tease me, her fingers dancing around my cock but never quite touching it. She leans in and kisses my neck, my chest, even dips down to kiss my inner thighs, all while my cock stands painfully erect and begging for attention.

"You're evil," I hiss as she blows cool air across my sensitive head.

"Just making sure you'll be ready to reclaim what's yours after Tyler's done with me," she purrs. "I want you leaking pre-cum the entire time you watch his big cock stretch my tight little asshole."

"I won't last two seconds if you keep talking like that," I warn her.

She laughs and rolls over with her ass pressing against me again. "Then I'll stop talking. But no touching yourself. Promise me."

"I promise," I grumble, knowing she's right as the denial will make tomorrow even more intense.

"Good boy," she murmurs, wiggling her ass against my hard cock one last time before settling down. "Just think about tomorrow. About watching Tyler's massive cock disappear into my tight asshole. About how loose and sloppy I'll be afterward."

"Jesus Christ," I groan as my cock twitches against her back.

"Sweet dreams," she teases, and then falls silent.


Part 3

I wake up with an aching erection and a hard-on so hard I haven't had in years, well at least for a morning hard-on. My balls feel heavy and full, almost painful with the need for release after Brooke's enforced abstinence last night.

It's the day. The actual fucking day my wife gets her ass fucked and I get to watch and in the end even finally fuck her myself.

I turn my head to find Brooke already awake beside me, watching me with a knowing smile. She's naked with the sheets pulled down to reveal her perfect tits.

"Someone's excited about today," she purrs as her eyes drop to my tented boxers.

"Can you blame me?" I groan while resisting the urge to grab my throbbing cock. "I've been thinking about it all night."

She reaches over and traces a finger along the outline of my shaft through the thin cotton. "I can tell. Your cock is so fucking hard right now."

I hiss as her touch sends jolts of electricity straight through my dick. "Please," I beg. "I need to cum so bad."

"No," she says firmly, removing her hand. "Not until after Tyler's had his turn with my asshole. I want you desperate when you watch him stretch me open."

I groan in frustration but don't argue. The denial is part of the game now as it is making everything more intense.

"How's your ass feeling?" I ask trying to change the subject before I lose my mind. "Still stretched from last night?"

She rolls onto her stomach and lifts her perfect ass in the air, giving me a view that makes my cock throb even harder. "See for yourself."

"Fuck, your asshole looks delicious," I say, running my thumb over the sensitive opening. It twitches under my touch.

"I took out the plug before falling asleep," she explains. "But I still feel a little bit open. Like my ass is just waiting to be filled again."

The thought of Tyler's massive cock stretching that tight hole makes my dick leak pre-cum into my boxers. I'm so fucking turned on I can barely think straight.

"What time is Tyler coming to the hotel?" I ask.

"Eight o'clock," she says and rolls back over. "I need to get ready for work. I got some important stuff today."

I shower and get dressed while Brooke rushes around getting ready for work. Even in this mundane morning routine, I can't help but notice how she keeps shifting her weight, as if her ass is still sensitive from our play last night.

"I'll make reservations at the hotel," I tell her as she slips into her heels. "Same place as last time."

"Perfect," she nods while grabbing her purse. "And I'll bring something special to wear. Something that gives easy access." She winks at me, then leans in for a kiss. "Remember, no jerking off today. I want you ready to explode when it's your turn."

After she leaves, I spend the day in a haze of anticipation and arousal. Every client meeting, every phone call feels like it's happening to someone else. All I can think about is what's coming tonight, watching Tyler's thick cock disappear into my wife's tight asshole, seeing her stretched open in ways I've only fantasized about.

The clock on my laptop finally shows 5:00 PM, and I breathe a sigh of relief. I've been half-hard all day thinking about tonight with my concentration completely shot. I close my laptop with my mind racing with images of what's to come.

Brooke pulls into the driveway not long after I finish work and she’s carrying a sleek black shopping bag on the beside her.

"Hey," I say with anticipation. "What's that?"

She turns to me with a mischievous smile and reaches into the bag. "A little something special I picked up during my lunch break."

My cock immediately stirs as she pulls out a sheer black lingerie set. The bra is practically see-through, designed to show her nipples rather than cover them. The matching thong has an open slit at the crotch, and there's a garter belt with stockings to complete the ensemble.

"Holy shit," I breathe and move closer to touch the delicate fabric. "This is for tonight? For Tyler?"

"For Tyler to take off me," she corrects with a wink. "And for you to watch him do it."

My balls tighten at her words. I've been on edge all day, and this isn't helping my self-control.

"Do you like it?" she asks as she holds the lingerie against her body.

"Fuck yes," I admit. "You're going to look incredible in that. He won't be able to keep his hands off you."

"That's the idea," she purrs and sets the lingerie carefully on the bed. "Now I need to get ready. We should leave in about an hour."

I watch as Brooke strips off her work clothes, standing gloriously naked in our bedroom. Her body is a fucking masterpiece with her perfect tits, flat stomach, and that ass that's going to be the center of attention tonight.


She heads to the bathroom, and I follow, leaning against the doorframe as she turns on the shower. 

I stand in the doorway, transfixed as she steps under the hot spray. Water cascades down her naked body, running in rivulets between her perfect tits and down her flat stomach before disappearing between her legs. She catches me staring and smiles, running her hands over her curves in a slow, teasing motion.

"Enjoying the show?" she asks.

"Fuck yes," I admit with my cock straining against my pants as I watch her lather her breasts, paying special attention to her nipples.

She turns, giving me a perfect view of her ass as she soaps it thoroughly, making sure to get between her cheeks. My mouth goes dry as her fingers linger around her asshole, the one that will soon be stretched wide by Tyler's massive cock.

"Make sure it's extra clean," I say.

"Oh, I am," she purrs as she slips a soapy finger slightly inside her tight hole. "Tyler's going to love how clean and ready my asshole is for his big dick."

After a few more minutes of this exquisite torture, she glances over her shoulder. "You should get ready too. Go on, I need to finish cleaning myself properly."

She makes a shooing motion with her hand. "Go pick out your clothes while I finish prepping my ass. I need to concentrate."

Reluctantly, I leave the bathroom and head to the closet with my cock uncomfortably hard as I select a casual t-shirt and jeans. By the time we're both dressed and ready, the anticipation has built to an almost unbearable level. Brooke looks stunning in a short black dress that shows off her legs, with the lingerie hidden underneath like a dirty secret.

The drive to the hotel is charged with sexual tension. Brooke keeps adjusting in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs as she checks her phone.

"Tyler just texted," she says slightly breathless. "He's running about fifteen minutes late but says to go ahead and get settled in the room."

When we arrive at the hotel, we bypass the bar where we'd met Marcus last time and head straight for the elevators. Online checking helps with this so I just collect the key.

The room is spacious, with a king-sized bed dominating the center and several plush chairs positioned strategically around it. My stomach flutters with nervous energy as I close the door behind us.

"So this is happening," I say.

Brooke nods with her eyes gleaming with excitement. "It really is." She glances at her phone again. "We have about ten minutes before Tyler gets here."

Without hesitation, she slips off her coat, revealing the outfit she'd carefully selected for tonight's adventure. My breath catches in my throat as I take in the sight of her with those killer high heels making her legs look endless, a tiny skirt that barely covers her ass, and a top that clings to her tits like a second skin.

"Jesus Christ," I mutter. "You look fucking incredible."

She does a slow turn to give me the full view. The skirt rides up just enough to show the bottom curve of her perfect ass.

"You like?" she asks with a coy smile.

"I fucking love it," I tell her honestly. "Tyler's going to lose his mind when he sees you."

Brooke gestures toward a large armchair positioned in the corner of the room, angled perfectly to provide a view of the entire bed.

It doesn't take long before Tyler knocks on the door and Brooke goes to open it. I hold my breath, my heart pounding as she swings the door wide. Tyler stands there looking exactly like his photos. Tall, lean but muscular, with intricate tattoo sleeves covering both arms. He's dressed casually in jeans and a tight black t-shirt that shows off his physique.

"Hey there," he says with a deep and confident voice. "You must be Brooke."

"That's me," she replies as her voice takes on a flirtatious tone.

"Fuck, you look even better than your pictures," Tyler says as his eyes travel slowly up and down her body. His hand reaches out and fingers lightly brush against her waist. "This outfit is killing me."

"Come in," Brooke purrs and steps back to let him enter the room. His hand doesn't leave her body as he slides around to her lower back as he steps inside.

"And you must be the husband," Tyler says as he notices me in my chair. He gives me a respectful nod while his fingers continue exploring my wife's curves, drifting down to lightly cup her ass. "Thanks for sharing this gorgeous woman with me."

"My pleasure," I reply, surprised by how steady my voice sounds despite the raging hard-on in my pants.

Tyler turns his attention fully back to Brooke with both hands now on her hips. "I've been thinking about that tight ass of yours all day," he tells her while pulling her closer. "Can't wait to stretch it wide open."

"I've been preparing for you," Brooke says as she leans into his touch. "My ass is so ready for your big cock."

Tyler grins with one hand sliding down to squeeze her ass firmly through her skirt. "I bet it is. But I like to take my time. Make sure you're properly warmed up."

I shift in my chair, already uncomfortably hard watching this stranger touch my wife so casually, so possessively. Tyler looks over at me again.

"Hope you don't mind if I get started right away," he says with a confident smirk. "Your wife's ass is too perfect to waste time with small talk."

Before I can respond, Tyler spins Brooke around so she's facing me, her back to his front.

"Mmm, I can feel how hard you are already," Brooke moans as she grinds against him.

Tyler chuckles as his tattooed arms wrap around her from behind. One hand slides up to cup her breast while the other moves down to the hem of her skirt.

"Tell your husband what's about to happen," Tyler commands. "Tell him who this ass belongs to tonight."

Brooke's eyes lock with mine. "Baby, my ass belongs to Tyler tonight," she says with a breathy voice. "He's going to stretch my tight little asshole wider than it's ever been before."

I grip the arms of my chair with my cock straining painfully against my zipper as I watch this display.

"And what am I going to do to this perfect ass?" Tyler prompts as his hand is now fully under her skirt and squeezing her ass cheek roughly.

"You're going to fuck my tight asshole," Brooke moans as she pushes back against his touch. "You're going to split me open with that huge cock while my husband watches."

Tyler smirks at me over her shoulder. "That's right. And your husband's going to sit there with his dick throbbing, watching every inch disappear inside you."

His hands are all over her now, one squeezing her tits through her top while the other continues exploring under her skirt. Brooke is already moaning as her head falls back against his shoulder.

"Oh god," she gasps as Tyler's fingers find her asshole. "Please..."

"Please what?" Tyler teases as he circles her tight entrance. "Tell your husband what you want me to do."

"I want you to finger my asshole," Brooke begs while her eyes are still locked with mine. "Get me ready for your big cock."

Tyler's arm moves rhythmically now, and I can tell he's working a finger into my wife's ass. Her mouth falls open in a silent scream of pleasure.

"Fuck, you're tight," Tyler growls. "But you're opening up for me already. Such a good little slut."

Brooke moans louder and her hands reach back to grip Tyler's thighs. "More," she pleads. "Give me another finger."

I can't believe how quickly this is happening, how eagerly my wife is responding to this stranger's touch. My cock is leaking pre-cum in my pants as I watch Tyler add what must be a second finger to my wife's ass.

"Look at your husband," Tyler commands her. "Look at how hard his pathetic dick is getting watching me finger your tight asshole."

Brooke's eyes meet mine again, glazed with pleasure. "Do you like watching him stretch my ass, baby? Are you excited to see his massive cock disappear inside me?"

I nod wordlessly, unable to form coherent sentences as Tyler continues fingering my wife's ass right in front of me.

"Let's get these clothes off," Tyler says. Brooke whimpers at the loss. "I want to see that perfect body."

He spins her around to face him and pulls her top over her head, revealing her perfect tits barely contained in the sheer black bra. His tattooed hands immediately cover them, squeezing roughly as his mouth crashes down on hers.

I watch, mesmerized, as they kiss passionately. Tyler's hands are everywhere. Gripping her ass, squeezing her tits, tangling in her hair. Brooke is responding with equal enthusiasm as her hands explore his muscular chest under his shirt.

"Take it off," she demands while tugging at his shirt. "I want to feel your skin."

Tyler pulls back long enough to yank his shirt over his head, revealing a torso covered in intricate tattoos and rippling with muscle. Brooke runs her hands over his chest, her fingers tracing the designs that disappear into his jeans.

"Fuck, you're hot," she whispers as her hands move lower to palm the impressive bulge in his pants.

"On your knees," Tyler commands. "Show your husband what a cock-hungry slut you are."

Brooke immediately drops to her knees in front of him, her fingers working quickly to unbuckle his belt. I shift in my chair with my own cock painfully hard as I watch my wife eagerly reach for another man's dick.

When she finally frees his cock from his jeans, we both gasp. Tyler is massive and easily as thick as the large plug we used last night, with prominent veins running along the shaft. Brooke wraps her hand around it, her fingers not even close to meeting.

"Oh my god," she whispers while looking up at Tyler with awe. "It's even bigger than I expected."

"And it's all going in that tight ass of yours," Tyler promises as his hand tangles in her hair. "But first, let's see how much you can fit in that pretty mouth."

I can't take it anymore. Watching Brooke on her knees, her delicate hands wrapped around Tyler's enormous cock, makes my own dick throb painfully against my zipper. Without thinking, I unzip my pants and free my aching erection.

"Look at your husband," Tyler says with a smirk as he nods in my direction. "He's so fucking turned on he can't help himself."

Brooke turns her head, her eyes widening at the sight of me stroking myself. Her lips curl into a satisfied smile.

"You like watching me worship a real man's cock, don't you baby?" she purrs before turning back to the task at hand.

I nod wordlessly as my hand moves slowly up and down my shaft as Brooke leans forward and runs her tongue along the underside of Tyler's massive dick.

"That's it, slut," Tyler groans as his tattooed hand grips the back of Brooke's head. "Get it nice and wet before I destroy that tight little asshole."

Brooke moans around his cock as she tries to fit the bulbous head into her mouth. Her lips stretch obscenely wide, barely accommodating his girth. I stroke myself faster, unable to tear my eyes away from the spectacle.

"You love big cocks, don't you?" Tyler asks while pushing more of himself into her eager mouth.

Brooke pulls off but her hand continues to stroke him. "God yes," she gasps. "I fucking love huge cocks. Been craving one like yours in my tight ass for so long."

"Your husband can't fill you up like this, can he?" Tyler taunts while looking directly at me while my wife worships his dick.

"No," Brooke admits. "Nothing like your massive cock. I need a real man to stretch my asshole."

I should feel humiliated, but instead, her words send jolts of pleasure straight to my groin. My hand moves faster on my own cock as I watch her struggle to take more of Tyler into her mouth.

"Look at your pathetic husband jerking his little dick," Tyler says with dominance. "He knows he could never fuck your ass like I'm about to."

"He's gonna watch every inch of your huge cock disappear into my tight asshole," Brooke says while stroking Tyler's shaft with both hands now. "Aren't you, baby?"

"Yes," I manage to croak as my hand slows down to prevent myself from cumming too soon.

Tyler pulls Brooke to her feet and spins her around. "Bend over," he commands and pushes her toward the bed. "Show your husband that perfect ass."

Brooke complies eagerly, bending at the waist and bracing herself on the mattress. Tyler flips up her tiny skirt, revealing the black thong that disappears between her perfect ass cheeks.

"Look at that fucking ass," Tyler growls and slaps one cheek. Brooke yelps, then moans. "Made for taking big cock."

He hooks his fingers into her thong and pulls it roughly to the side, exposing her tight hole. I stroke myself harder at the sight, imagining how it will look stretched around his massive girth.

Tyler drops to his knees behind my wife and his tattooed hands grip her ass cheeks and spreads them wide. Without warning, he buries his face between them.

"Holy fuck," Brooke gasps as her fingers clutch the bedsheets as Tyler's tongue explores her pussy, then slides up to circle her tight asshole.

I can't believe what I'm seeing. This stranger is literally feasting on my wife with his face buried completely in her ass as he alternates between her dripping pussy and her tight asshole. His technique is masterful with long, slow licks from her clit all the way up to her asshole, then focusing on each hole separately, making Brooke squirm and moan.

"Oh god, yes," she cries out as she pushes back against his face. "Lick my asshole. Get it nice and wet for your big cock."

"Please," she begs while looking back over her shoulder at him. "I need your cock now. I can't wait anymore. I need that massive dick stretching my asshole."

Tyler pulls back with his chin glistening with her juices and a wicked grin on his face. "Patience, baby. I'm gonna make sure this tight little hole is ready for me."

I continue stroking myself as I watch. The sight of my wife's asshole, wet and twitching from Tyler's tongue, has me on the edge already. I have to slow my strokes to prevent cumming too soon.

"Look at your husband," Tyler says to Brooke as he notices my position. "Jerking his dick while another man eats your ass. You like that, don't you?"

"God yes," Brooke moans. "I love watching him stroke his cock while you lick my holes."

Tyler dives back in, this time focusing entirely on her asshole, his tongue circling the tight ring of muscle before pushing inside again. His hands spread her cheeks wider, giving me a perfect view of his oral assault on my wife's most private entrance.

"Mmm, I can feel you opening up for me," he murmurs between licks. "Your tight little asshole is getting ready for my fat cock."

Brooke whimpers. "Please, Tyler. I need your cock in my ass now. I've been thinking about it all day."

Tyler pulls back from her dripping asshole. But instead of reaching for his cock like I expect, he stands up and positions himself differently behind her.

"Actually," he says as he grips his massive shaft, "I think I need to explore this tight pussy first. Get you really warmed up."

Before Brooke can respond, Tyler lines up his enormous cockhead with her dripping entrance. I watch in fascination as he rubs the swollen tip up and down her slit.

"Oh fuck," Brooke gasps as she looks back at him with desperate eyes. "Yes, please. I need that huge cock inside me."

Tyler grins wickedly and begins pushing forward with the thick head of his dick slowly spreading her pussy lips apart. I stroke myself harder as I watch my wife's tight entrance stretch to accommodate his girth.

"FUCK!" Brooke screams as Tyler's cockhead pops inside her. "Oh my god, you're so fucking big!"

Her voice echoes through the hotel room, loud and primal. I've never heard her make sounds like this before. Tyler pushes deeper, and she lets out another ear-piercing moan that probably has the neighboring rooms wondering what's happening.

"Jesus Christ, you're tight," Tyler groans, gripping her hips as he works more of his massive cock into her pussy. "Tighter than I expected."

"OH GOD, OH GOD, OH GOD!" Brooke screams as her knuckles go white as she grips the bedsheets. "You're splitting me open! So fucking deep!"

I can't believe how loud she is. Every thrust from Tyler produces another shriek of pleasure from my wife. The hotel walls are definitely not thick enough to contain the sounds she's making.

"That's it, baby," Tyler encourages while sliding another inch deeper. "Take this big cock. Let everyone hear what a slut you are for huge dicks."

"FUCK YES!" she wails and pushes back against him. "Stretch my tight pussy! Make me scream!"

Tyler establishes a slow, deep rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in. Each thrust produces a fresh scream from Brooke that goes straight to my balls.

"Look at your husband," Tyler commands between thrusts. "Look at how hard his pathetic dick is watching me fuck his wife."

Brooke turns her head toward me, her face flushed and contorted with pleasure. "Baby," she gasps between Tyler's powerful strokes, "his cock is so much bigger than yours. I can feel him in my stomach."

"You like watching another man stretch your wife's tight pussy?" Tyler asks me directly.

"Fuck yes," I admit while my hand moves faster on my own cock. "She's never been fucked like this before."

Tyler pulls out of her pussy, leaving Brooke whimpering at the sudden emptiness. His massive cock glistens with her juices.

"Alright, time for the main event," Tyler announces as his eyes find mine. "Throw me that lube so I can finally start spreading that asshole open."

I scramble to grab the bottle from our bag because my hands are trembling with anticipation as I toss it to him. Tyler catches it easily, popping the cap open with his thumb.

"This is it, baby," he says to Brooke, squirting a generous amount of lube onto his fingers. "Time to stretch this tight little asshole."

I watch, mesmerized, as he works the slick liquid around her entrance and how his thick fingers prob and stretch. Brooke moans at his touch and her ass pushes back against his hand.

"Such a hungry little hole," Tyler murmurs and adds more lube. "Ready for a real cock."

He squirts more lube directly onto his massive shaft, coating every inch until it's gleaming. The sight of that enormous cock, slick and ready to penetrate my wife's ass, makes my own dick throb painfully.

Tyler positions the swollen head of his cock against Brooke's tight asshole and the contrast in size is almost comical. There's no way something that massive is going to fit inside her.

"Now beg for it," Tyler commands her, holding himself just at her entrance. "Tell me how badly you want this big cock in your ass."

"Please," Brooke whimpers immediately, looking back at him with desperate eyes. "Please fuck my asshole with that huge cock. I need it so bad. I've been waiting all day for you to stretch me open."

"Keep begging," Tyler demands while applying just enough pressure to dimple her tight ring but not penetrate. "Really convince me."

"Oh god, please Tyler," she cries out. "My asshole is so tight and ready for you. I need your massive cock splitting me open. Please fuck my tight ass. Destroy my tight little hole with that beautiful dick."

Tyler grins wickedly, clearly enjoying her desperation. But then his eyes shift to me, and I feel my stomach drop.

"Now you," he says to me. "I want to hear the husband beg me to fuck his wife's asshole."

It takes me a few seconds to realize what he wants from me. My brain struggles to process his demand while my hand continues stroking my throbbing cock.

"I... what?" I stammer.

"You heard me," Tyler says firmly while the head of his cock is still pressed against Brooke's quivering asshole. "Beg me to fuck your wife's tight ass. I want to hear you ask for it."

The humiliation of it sends a jolt straight to my balls. Here I am, about to beg another man to penetrate my wife in the most intimate way possible.

"Please," I start, my voice barely above a whisper. "Please fuck my wife's asshole."

"Louder," Tyler demands. "Like you mean it."

"Please Tyler," I say louder. "Please fuck my wife's asshole with your massive cock. She needs it. She needs you to stretch her tight hole."

"That's better," Tyler grins. "Tell me more."

"Please destroy her ass," I continue, the words tumbling out now. "Split her open with that huge dick. Give her what I never could. Fuck her asshole until she screams."

Tyler nods approvingly, then slowly begins applying pressure. I watch in awe as my wife's tight ring of muscle begins to yield, stretching impossibly wide around his enormous cockhead.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, OH FUCK!" Brooke screams as the head of his cock finally pops inside her asshole. "It's so big! You're splitting me in half!"

Her screams fill the hotel room as Tyler holds still, letting her adjust to his girth. Her asshole looks obscenely stretched around just the head of his cock.

"Breathe, baby," Tyler coaches her with one hand rubbing her back soothingly. "Let that tight ass relax around my cock."

I stroke myself frantically as I watch this incredible scene unfold. My wife's asshole is actually accommodating Tyler's massive girth.

"More," Brooke gasps after a moment. "Give me more of that huge cock. Stretch my asshole wider."

Tyler grins and pushes forward another inch, eliciting fresh screams from my wife. Her ass looks like it's being split apart, yet she's begging for more.

"Look at that tight asshole swallowing my cock," Tyler says to me. "Your wife was made for anal. This ass was meant to be stretched by big dicks."

"Yes," I groan as my hand moves desperately on my shaft. "Fuck her ass. Give her what she needs."

Tyler continues his slow penetration, feeding inch after thick inch into Brooke's stretched asshole. Her screams gradually turn to moans of pleasure as her body adapts to his size.

"Half way there," Tyler announces as he looks down at where his cock disappears into my wife's ass. "How does it feel, baby? How does it feel to have a real man's cock stretching your tight asshole?"

"Amazing," Brooke pants with her face flushed with exertion and pleasure. "I feel so full. So stretched. Don't stop, please don't stop."

Tyler pushes forward relentlessly as his massive cock disappears inch by inch into Brooke's stretched asshole. Her body trembles with the effort of accommodating his enormous girth, her breathing becoming more labored with each thrust.

"Almost there," Tyler grunts with his hands gripping her hips tightly. "Just a few more inches, baby. You can take it all."

Brooke's moans turn desperate as her arms shake as she tries to maintain her position on all fours. I watch in fascination as the final inches of Tyler's cock slide into her ass and his balls finally press against her dripping pussy.

"There we go," Tyler groans triumphantly. "Every fucking inch buried in that tight asshole."

The moment he fully bottoms out, Brooke's strength gives out completely. Her arms collapse beneath her and she falls forward onto the bed, her face pressing into the sheets as her body goes limp. Tyler's cock remains buried deep in her ass as she pants heavily into the mattress.

"Look at that," Tyler says with obvious pride, looking down at where his shaft disappears into my wife's stretched hole. "My cock just destroyed her. She can't even hold herself up anymore."

He slowly begins to withdraw, and I watch mesmerized as inch after inch of his massive cock emerges from Brooke's asshole, glistening with lube. When he finally pulls out completely, her hole remains a little bit open.

"Come here," Tyler commands me, using both hands to spread Brooke's ass cheeks even wider. "Come look at what I did to your wife's asshole."

I stand on shaky legs and move closer to the bed, my cock throbbing painfully as I get a close-up view of Brooke's stretched hole.

"Holy fuck," I breathe, stroking myself faster at the incredible sight. "Look how open she is."

"That's what happens when a real cock fucks an ass properly," Tyler says smugly while still holding her cheeks apart. "Look how her hole is just begging to be filled again."

The visual of my wife's destroyed asshole, stretched wide and twitching, sends me right to the edge. My hand moves frantically on my shaft as I stare at the obscene display.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," I warn as I feel my balls tighten dangerously.

I grab my cock right at the head and squeeze tight as I stumble back to my chair. The pressure builds intensely as I try desperately to maintain control, hoping I can hold back the inevitable explosion. But the moment I release my fingers from the sensitive head, it's over.

Thick streams of cum immediately start leaking from my cock, spilling onto my pants and shirt in hot spurts. I can't stop it now, the orgasm taking over completely as cum shoots from my throbbing dick.

"Look at him," Tyler laughs when he sees me make a mess of myself. "Can't even control his pathetic little dick."

My cum soaks through my shirt and pools in my lap. The sight of Brooke's gaping asshole was too much for my overloaded system to handle.

"Did watching me stretch your wife's ass make you cum that hard?" Tyler taunts as he still holds Brooke's cheeks spread wide.

"Fuck yes," I gasp as my cock still twitches and leaks the last drops onto my ruined clothes. "Her asshole looks so fucking destroyed."

Brooke finally lifts her head from the mattress, looking back at us with glazed eyes.

When she sees the mess I've made, her expression immediately shifts from pleasure to frustration.

"What did you just do?" Brooke snaps, pushing herself up on her elbows despite Tyler's cock still buried in her stretched asshole. "You were supposed to save that load for my ass!"

My stomach drops as I realize my mistake. "I'm sorry, I couldn't help it. Seeing your asshole stretched like that was just too much."

"Too much?" she says incredulously. "We talked about this! You were supposed to reclaim my ass after Tyler filled it with his cum. Now what are you going to give me? A few pathetic drops?"

Tyler chuckles behind her, slowly grinding his massive cock deeper into her gaping hole. "Sounds like someone has a premature ejaculation problem," he says with obvious amusement. "Can't control himself when he watches a real man fuck his wife."

"It's not funny," Brooke says, though Tyler's movement makes her moan despite her anger. "He was supposed to fill my asshole with his cum after you stretched it open."

"Maybe he needs a cock cage," Tyler suggests casually, starting to thrust slowly in and out of her ass. "Keep that pathetic little dick locked up so he can't jerk off without permission."

I feel my face burn with humiliation at the suggestion, but to my horror, I notice my spent cock giving a weak twitch of interest at the idea.

Brooke's eyes light up with sudden excitement. "That's actually a brilliant idea," she says, her frustration transforming into enthusiasm. "A cock cage would solve this problem completely."

"No, wait," I protest desperately. "I can control myself. I'll be better next time, I promise."

"You said you'd save your load for my ass and look what happened," Brooke points out, gasping as Tyler picks up his pace behind her. "You came all over yourself like a horny 20 year old."

"I can still cum in your ass today," I beg while gesturing at my softening dick. "Just give me some time to recover. I'll get hard again."

"With what? The two drops you might have left?" she scoffs. "Tyler's about to pump my asshole full of hot cum and you've got nothing to add to it."

Tyler laughs again as his thrusts become more forceful. "She's got a point. A cock cage would teach you some discipline. Keep you desperate and ready when she actually needs your dick."

"Please, Brooke," I continue pleading. "I promise I'll do better. No cage necessary."

But she's already lost in Tyler's renewed assault on her asshole, her protests forgotten as he fucks her with increasing intensity. "Oh god, yes," she moans. "Fuck my stretched ass. Fill me with your hot cum."

I watch helplessly as Tyler pounds into my wife's gaping asshole, knowing that any chance I had of reclaiming her ass tonight is ruined. My premature orgasm has cost me the very thing I've been craving for years.

"Look at this beautiful gaping asshole," Tyler grunts as he spreads her cheeks wider as he drives deep. "So fucking loose now. Perfect for taking my load."

I sit there slumped in my chair with my ruined orgasm leaving me feeling deflated and pathetic. My cum is cooling on my shirt and pants, sticky and uncomfortable against my skin. My cock hangs half-hard between my legs, spent but still twitching weakly as I watch Tyler continue to pound Brooke's stretched asshole.

"Alright, I want to switch positions," Tyler announces and pulls his massive cock out of my wife's gaping hole. "I want to really put on a show for your husband here."

He moves to sit on the edge of the bed with his enormous erection standing straight up like a tower. His tattooed chest glistens with sweat as he grins at me.

"Come here, baby," he says to Brooke and pats his thighs. "I want you to ride my cock. Face your husband while you bounce on my dick."

Brooke pushes herself up from the mattress with her legs shaky from the intense fucking she just received. She crawls over to Tyler, positioning herself with her back to him, facing directly toward me.

"This way he gets the perfect view," Tyler explains and grips his shaft as Brooke hovers over him. "He can watch my cock disappear into his wife's stretched asshole while she looks right at him."

I watch helplessly as Brooke lowers herself onto Tyler's massive cock, her face contorting with pleasure as she takes him deep into her ass once again. The visual is incredible and humiliating all at once.

"Oh fuck," she moans as she settles fully onto his lap. "So deep like this."

She starts to move, rising up until just the head remains inside her, then sinking back down with a satisfied gasp. Her eyes lock onto mine as she establishes a rhythm, bouncing on Tyler's cock while staring directly at me.

"Look at you," she says with a teasing smile. "Sitting there all covered in your own cum."

I feel my face burn with embarrassment as she continues riding Tyler. My half-hard cock gives a weak twitch at her words.

"I can't believe you jerked yourself off watching another man fuck me," she continues while grinding down on Tyler's shaft. "You literally can't control yourself when you see me getting properly fucked."

Tyler chuckles behind her as his hands grips her waist as she works his massive cock with her ass. "Your husband's got no self-control," he agrees. "Probably been stroking that pathetic little dick all day thinking about this."

"Haven't you, baby?" Brooke asks me directly while never breaking her rhythm. "You've been touching yourself thinking about watching Tyler stretch my tight asshole, haven't you?"

"Yes," I admit quietly.

"I can't hear you," she taunts as she bounces harder on Tyler's lap. "Tell me how turned on you get watching another man fuck your wife."

"I get so fucking turned on," I say louder as my spent cock starts to harden again despite my recent orgasm. "Watching you take his huge cock makes me lose control."

"That's why you need that cock cage we talked about," she says with a wicked grin. "You clearly can't be trusted to save your cum when I actually need it."

Tyler reaches around to cup her bouncing tits. "A locked up husband is a well-behaved husband," he says with authority. "Keep him desperate and he'll appreciate what he gets."

"Mmm, I like the sound of that," Brooke moans while leaning back against Tyler's chest as she continues to ride him. "My horny husband locked up tight, only getting release when I decide he's earned it."

I can't believe how aroused I'm getting again so soon after cumming. The combination of humiliation and visual stimulation has my cock hardening rapidly despite being completely spent just minutes ago.

"Look, he's getting hard again already," Brooke observes as her eyes drop to my lap where my dick is indeed rising. "Even covered in his own mess, he can't help himself."

"Pathetic," Tyler growls while his hips thrust up to meet Brooke's downward movements. "No wonder his wife needs a real man to satisfy her properly."

"That's exactly right," Brooke agrees while her breathing becomes more labored as Tyler's thrusts become more forceful. "I need big cocks to stretch my holes properly. My husband's little dick could never make me feel this full."

The degradation should hurt, but instead it sends jolts of pleasure straight to my recovering erection. I'm getting off on being humiliated by my own wife while she rides another man's massive cock.

"You love this, don't you?" she asks me directly. "You love watching me get the fucking I deserve from a real man with a real cock."

"Yes," I groan. "I love watching you get properly fucked."

"Don't you dare touch yourself again," Brooke warns. "You've already wasted your load like a selfish man."

I force my hands to grip the arms of my chair, fighting the overwhelming urge to stroke myself as I watch this incredible display. My cock throbs painfully, demanding attention I'm not allowed to give it.

"Good boy," she purrs mockingly. "Maybe you are trainable after all. Though that cock cage is still definitely happening."

Tyler grips Brooke's hips tighter as he takes complete control. "That's enough of you setting the pace," he growls. "Time for me to really fuck this tight ass."

He starts driving up into her with brutal force with his massive cock slamming deep into her stretched asshole with each powerful thrust. The change from her gentle riding to his aggressive pounding is immediate and intense.

"OH FUCK!" Brooke screams as Tyler's cock hammers into her ass. "OH GOD, YES! FUCK MY ASS!"

Her screams echo through the hotel room as Tyler pounds into her relentlessly. His tattooed arms flex as he grips her hips, using them as leverage to drive his massive shaft deeper into her gaping hole. The wet slapping sounds of his balls hitting her pussy mix with her desperate cries.

"HARDER!" she begs as her voice cracks with pleasure. "DESTROY MY FUCKING ASSHOLE!"

I watch in awe as Tyler complies, his hips pistoning up into her with machine-like precision. Each thrust lifts her entire body off his lap before gravity slams her back down onto his cock. Her tits bounce wildly with the violent motion, and her face contorts with a mixture of pleasure and overwhelm.

"Take it, slut," Tyler grunts. "Take every fucking inch in that tight ass."

Brooke's screams become almost inhuman as Tyler's assault continues, her voice reaching pitches I've never heard before. She's completely lost in the sensation as her hands claw at the air as she's impaled repeatedly on his enormous cock.

"I CAN'T... OH FUCK... SO DEEP!" she wails while her entire body trembles from the intensity.

Tyler shows no mercy as his powerful thrusts never slow down. His cock disappears completely into her stretched asshole with each downward slam, only to emerge glistening before driving back in. The visual is absolutely obscene.

After several minutes of this brutal pounding, I can see Brooke starting to reach her limit. Her screams become more desperate and her body shakes uncontrollably as Tyler's massive cock continues its relentless fucking.

"SLOWER!" she suddenly cries out as her hands push against his thighs. "I need... I need to breathe!"

Tyler immediately stops his thrusts, though his cock remains buried deep in her ass. Brooke struggles to catch her breath as her chest heaves as she tries to recover from the intense fucking.

"Too much?" Tyler asks with obvious satisfaction while his hands still gripping her hips.

"Just... give me a second," she pants and slowly lifts herself off his cock. Her asshole gapes obscenely as his massive shaft emerges as the stretched ring of muscle is unable to close properly after such a thorough pounding.

She stands on shaky legs beside the bed with her hand pressed to her chest as she tries to steady her breathing. Sweat glistens on her skin, and her hair is completely disheveled from the rough fucking.

Tyler takes advantage of her momentary break to reposition himself. "Lie down on your back," he commands and moves to the center of the bed. "I want to see your face while I finish destroying that ass."

Brooke complies eagerly despite her exhaustion, crawling onto the bed and lying flat on her back with her legs spread wide. Tyler positions himself between her thighs with his enormous cock still rock hard and glistening with lube and her juices.

"First, let me remind you how thick this cock is," he says with a wicked grin as he presses his swollen head against her dripping pussy lips.

He pushes forward slowly and his massive girth stretches her pussy wide as he slides inside. Even after everything that's happened tonight, Brooke still gasps at the sensation of being filled so completely.

"Fuck, you're so thick," she moans as he works deeper into her pussy. "I can feel you stretching me so wide."

Tyler gives her several deep thrusts in her pussy, reminding both of us just how enormous his cock really is. Her wet hole grips him tightly as he moves in and out.

"Now back to the main event," he announces, pulling out of her pussy. He positions his cock head against her gaping asshole, which is still stretched wide from their previous session.

Without any hesitation, he plunges back into her ass.

"YESSS!" she hisses and her eyes roll back in pleasure. "Right back where it belongs!"

From this new angle, I have a good view of everything. I can see Tyler's massive cock sliding in and out of my wife's stretched asshole. Her face shows pure ecstasy as she's penetrated so deeply.

"Look at your husband," Tyler commands as he establishes a steady rhythm. "Let him see how much you love getting your ass fucked by a real cock."

Brooke turns her head toward me. "Baby, this feels so fucking incredible," she moans between Tyler's thrusts. "His huge cock fits so perfectly in my stretched asshole."

I grip the arms of my chair as I watch this incredible display. My wife's ass is being thoroughly claimed by another man's superior cock, and she's loving every second of it.

Tyler's rhythm starts becoming erratic now, his powerful thrusts losing their steady pace as his breathing becomes more labored. I can see the telltale signs as his jaw clenches, his grip on Brooke's thighs tightens, and his movements become more desperate and uncontrolled.

"Fuck, I'm getting close," he grunts as he approaches orgasm. "Your tight asshole is gonna make me blow my load."

Brooke moans in response, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper. "Yes, cum in my ass," she begs breathlessly. "Fill my asshole with your hot load."

Tyler's thrusts become wild and frantic now as his massive cock pounds into her stretched hole with abandon. His face contorts with pleasure as he approaches the edge.

"Here it comes," he growls through gritted teeth. "Gonna flood your tight asshole with my cum."

With a deep roar Tyler slams his cock deep into Brooke's ass one final time and holds himself there. His entire body tenses as his orgasm hits and his massive shaft starts pulsing inside her stretched hole as he empties himself completely.

"FUCK YES!" Brooke screams as she feels his hot seed flooding her asshole. "I can feel you cumming so deep inside me!"

Tyler's cock continues twitching and jerking inside her as cum fills her ass. His orgasm seems to go on forever as he pumps what feels like gallons of hot seed into my wife's stretched hole.

When his climax finally subsides, Tyler collapses forward onto Brooke, his muscular body covering hers completely. Both of them are breathing heavily, their skin glistening with sweat from the intense fucking. His softening cock remains buried in her cum-filled asshole as they recover.

"Holy shit," Brooke whispers as her arms wrap around Tyler's broad shoulders. "I can feel so much warm cum inside my ass. It feels incredible."

Tyler lifts his head to look down at her with a satisfied grin on his face. "You took every drop like a good little slut," he says.

"I don't want to push it out," Brooke says suddenly, clenching her ass muscles around his softening shaft. "I want to keep your cum inside me. It feels so warm and full."

I watch from my chair as Tyler slowly lifts himself up and gently pulls his spent cock from my wife's thoroughly fucked asshole. Even soft, he's still impressively thick, and a small trickle of white cum follows his withdrawal before Brooke quickly clenches her hole shut.

"Good girl," Tyler praises and leans down to place soft kisses on her lips, then her neck. "Keep that load nice and deep where it belongs."

He continues kissing her gently, her collarbone, her tits, back up to her mouth. A tender contrast to the brutal fucking he just gave her. Brooke melts under his affectionate attention as her hands stroke his tattooed arms.

After some more of this intimate aftercare, Tyler sits up on the edge of the bed. "I'm gonna grab a shower," he announces. "Clean myself up before I head out."

"Of course," Brooke says softly as she still lies flat on her back with her legs only slightly spread to keep his cum from leaking out. "Take your time."

Tyler stands and stretches his muscular frame, completely comfortable with his nudity. He leans down to give Brooke one more deep kiss before heading toward the bathroom.

"Thanks for an incredible evening," he says to both of us. "Your wife's ass is absolutely perfect."

I nod wordlessly as he disappears into the bathroom and the sound of running water soon fills the silence. For the first time since he arrived, Brooke and I are alone together.

She turns her head to look at me. Her makeup is smeared, her lips swollen, and there's a satisfied glow on her flushed face.

"Hi baby," she says softly with her voice slighty hoarse from all the screaming. "How are you feeling?"

I look down at myself and my shirt and pants are still sticky with my own premature cum, my cock is hanging half-hard. Then I look back at my beautiful wife with her asshole clenched tight to keep another man's seed inside her.

"I feel like shit," I admit honestly. "I fucked up. I was supposed to reclaim your ass and instead I came all over myself like a pathetic loser."

"You did fuck up," she agrees, though her tone isn't cruel. "But we'll fix that with the cock cage we talked about."

"Think it's a good idea?" I ask, though even as I say it, I can feel my dick twitching with interest at the idea.

"Yes, I absolutely do," she says firmly.

She shifts slightly on the bed, wincing as the movement threatens to release Tyler's cum from her stretched asshole. "God, I can still feel so much of his load inside me. It's so warm and thick."

My spent cock gives another weak twitch at her words. Even in my shame and exhaustion, hearing about another man's cum filling my wife's ass still turns me on.

"Are you going to keep it in there all night?" I ask.

"As long as I can," she says with a dreamy smile. "I love feeling marked by him."

I move to the bed and lie down beside Brooke, careful not to jostle her too much. She immediately turns toward me and with her warm body pressing against mine as we embrace.

"I missed this," she whispers as her lips find mine in a tender kiss that tastes faintly of Tyler's cock. Our mouths move together slowly, intimately, so different from the raw fucking I just witnessed.

My hands roam over her sweat-slicked skin, tracing the curves I know so well. When I reach around to cup her ass, she moans softly into my mouth. I can feel how stretched and tender her asshole is, the skin still slightly swollen from Tyler's massive cock.

"Can I..." I start as my half-hard dick presses against her thigh and I gesture toward her cum-filled asshole.

"No baby," she says gently but firmly, pressing a kiss to my jaw. "You know what you did before. And I want to keep Tyler's load inside me as long as possible."

I nod, understanding even though disappointment courses through me. Instead, I content myself with gently stroking around her stretched rim, feeling how loose and tender Tyler has left her.

"Jesus, you're so open back here," I murmur as my finger traces the edge of her asshole. "I can feel how much he stretched you."

"Mmm," she sighs. "He really opened me up. I can still feel every inch of that huge cock."

I continue my soft exploration, marveling at how different her asshole feels now. The tight ring of muscle is relaxed and yielding, bearing the unmistakable evidence of being thoroughly fucked by Tyler's massive shaft.

We lie there kissing and touching, my hands worshipping her well-used body while she melts against me. The intense fucking has left her completely drained and her breathing gradually becomes deeper and more regular as exhaustion takes over.

The shower turns off in the bathroom, and a few minutes later Tyler emerges, looking refreshed and put-together as he begins gathering his scattered clothes. His hair is damp and slicked back, his tattooed body still impressive even in the soft hotel lighting.

Brooke barely lifts her head as he gets dressed, her energy completely spent from the brutal ass-fucking. She watches through heavy-lidded eyes as he pulls on his jeans and slips his shirt over his head.

"That was incredible," Tyler says quietly, clearly noticing how wiped out Brooke is. "You're amazing."

"Thank you," she whispers. "That was exactly what I needed."

Tyler leans down and places a gentle kiss on her forehead, then nods at me. "Take care of her. She's been thoroughly used tonight."

"I will," I promise, pulling Brooke closer against my chest.

"I'll let myself out," Tyler says and grabs his jacket. "No need to get up."

With that, he heads for the door, giving us one last smile before disappearing into the hallway. The room falls silent except for the soft hum of the air conditioning and Brooke's gradually slowing breathing.

"I'll take a nap," she tells me after a few minutes. "I'm so fucking exhausted I can barely keep my eyes open."

"We'll stay here tonight," I decide immediately. "You need to rest."

"Good," she sighs, already half asleep. "I just want to lie here with you and feel Tyler's cum inside my ass."

I spoon up behind her with my still half-hard cock pressing against the curve of her well-fucked asshole. Even through my sticky pants, I can feel the heat of her stretched hole, so recently claimed by another man's superior cock.

"Is this okay?" I ask, not wanting to push too hard against her tender opening.

"Perfect," she murmurs, pushing back slightly so my shaft nestles more firmly against her ass. "I love feeling your cock against my fucked asshole. It reminds me of what just happened."

I hold her close, my arm draped over her waist as she drifts toward sleep. My dick throbs against her ass, still aroused despite my earlier premature orgasm. The heat of her stretched hole seeps through my ruined pants as a constant reminder of Tyler's thorough claiming of my wife.

"Tomorrow we're ordering that cock cage," she whispers sleepily, her ass pressing back against my hardening shaft. "No more losing control and wasting your loads."

"Whatever you want," I agree, too content holding her to argue. My cock pulses against her asshole at the thought of being locked up, of having my orgasms controlled by my wife.

"Good," she sighs, finally surrendering to exhaustion. "My good, obedient husband with his pathetic little dick pressed against my cum-filled asshole."

Within minutes, her breathing evens out as she falls into a deep sleep, Tyler's seed still locked inside her thoroughly used ass. I lie there holding her with my half-hard cock throbbing against her stretched hole, processing everything that just happened.


Part 4

Despite the exhaustion from tonight's intense experience, I find myself wide awake with my mind racing with everything that just happened. Brooke's warm body pressed against mine should be comforting, but instead it's keeping me in a constant state of arousal.

Every few minutes, I feel a warm trickle as Tyler's cum slowly leaks from her stretched asshole. The thick fluid coats my crotch and balls with another man's seed. The sensation is incredible and humiliating all at once and it's making my cock throb against her ass with renewed hardness.

I try to shift away slightly to give myself some relief, but Brooke unconsciously presses back against me in her sleep, trapping my hardening dick against her cum-slicked hole.

My breathing becomes shallow as I feel the warm, sticky fluid covering my balls and running down my thighs. The knowledge that I'm literally bathed in Tyler's cum while my wife sleeps peacefully in my arms sends jolts of forbidden pleasure through my entire body. My cock grows painfully hard, pressing desperately against her tender asshole.

Hours pass like this, with me lying there in tortured arousal as Tyler's seemingly endless load continues to leak from Brooke's well-fucked hole. Every drop that touches my skin makes my dick pulse harder, until I'm so fucking turned on I can barely think straight.

I try everything to distract myself. I count sheep, think about work, even try to recall boring conversations from earlier in the week. Nothing works. The constant sensation of warm cum coating my genitals and the sight of my wife's thoroughly used body keeps my cock rock hard and throbbing.

By the morning, I'm absolutely desperate. My balls ache from being hard for so long and Tyler's cum completely soaked my cock and thighs in a sticky mess. The smell of sex and another man's seed fills my nostrils with every breath.

I can't take it anymore. The arousal is so intense it's actually painful now. My cock throbs against Brooke's ass with each heartbeat, begging for relief. Very carefully, I slide my hand down between our bodies, trying not to wake her as I reach for my aching dick.

My fingers find my shaft slick with Tyler's seed. The moment I wrap my hand around my throbbing cock, I have to bite back a moan of relief. The cum acts as perfect lubrication as I begin stroking myself slowly, trying to be as quiet as possible.

The sensation is incredible. My hand glides effortlessly along my shaft, coated in the thick fluid that leaked from my wife's asshole. I'm literally jerking off with another man's cum while spooning my sleeping wife with her ass still stretched and tender from his massive cock.

I stroke myself carefully with slow and controlled movements to avoid waking Brooke. But the combination of physical sensation and mental imagery has me closer to orgasm than I've ever been. The knowledge that I'm covered in Tyler's load, that my wife's ass is still full of his seed, makes every stroke feel electric.

My breathing becomes ragged despite my efforts to stay quiet. I can feel my orgasm building rapidly as I work my cum-slicked shaft. The forbidden nature of what I'm doing only makes it more intense.

Just as I feel my orgasm approaching the point of no return and my grip tightens around my slick shaft, Brooke suddenly stirs beside me. My heart pounds as I realize she's waking up, but it's too late to stop what's happening.

"Honey?" she murmurs as she turns her head slightly. "What are you..."

My cock erupts in my hand before I can even attempt to stop it and thick ropes of cum shoot through my fingers to add to the already soaked mess. I can't help the strangled groan that escapes my throat as my orgasm tears through me.

Brooke's eyes widen as she realizes what's happening, as she watches me cum all over myself while pressed against her ass. My hand continues working my pulsing shaft to milk every last drop as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over me.

"Oh my god," she says with a completely calm voice despite catching me in such a compromising position. "Are you seriously jerking off right now?"

I can't speak as my orgasm is still wracking my body as more cum spurts from my cock. The combination of Tyler's seed and my own release creates an absolutely obscene mess between us.

When my climax finally subsides, I collapse back against the pillow and start to breathe heavily. My hand is covered in a mixture of both our fluids.

"I'm sorry," I gasp while still trying to catch my breath. "I couldn't help it. I've been lying here for hours covered in Tyler's cum and I just..."

"Clearly this new dynamic we're trying is getting you way too excited," Brooke says as a matter of fact as she pushes herself up on one elbow to look down at me. "You're jerking off too much now. We definitely need to do something about it."

She doesn't sound angry or upset, just observant, like she's analyzing a problem that needs solving. Her clinical tone somehow makes me feel even more pathetic lying there covered in cum.

"This is exactly what I was talking about earlier," she continues while reaching over to grab some tissues from the nightstand. "You came too early last night when you were supposed to save your load for my ass. And now here you are, jerking off because you can't control yourself."

"I know, I'm sorry," I repeat as I take the tissues she offers and try to clean the worst of the mess from my hands. "I tried to resist but feeling Tyler's cum leaking onto me all night was just too much."

"That cock cage isn't just a good idea anymore," Brooke says firmly, sitting up fully now. "It's absolutely necessary. You clearly have no self control when it comes to your dick."

I feel my spent cock give a weak twitch at her words, even though I just came. The thought of being locked up, of having my orgasms completely controlled by her, sends an unexpected thrill through me.

"You're probably right," I admit. "I can't seem to stop myself."

"I'm disappointed in you again," she says.

"Twice tonight you've wasted loads that could have filled my ass. First you came all over yourself watching Tyler stretch my asshole, and now you're jerking off with his cum like some pervert."

I look down at the sticky mess covering my pants and crotch and start to feel the shame wash over me. She's absolutely right. My behavior tonight has been completely out of control.

"Maybe the idea of a cock cage just might be the right one," I tell her with a quiet but sincere voice. "I clearly can't be trusted with my own dick anymore."

Brooke's expression shifts from disappointment to satisfaction. "Finally, some sense from you. Yes, honey, you definitely need to be locked up. Your cock belongs to me now, and I'll decide when you get to use it."

She slides out of bed carefully with her hand pressed to her ass to keep Tyler's remaining cum from leaking out. "Come on, let's get cleaned up and go home. I'm exhausted and this hotel bed isn't as comfortable as ours."

The mixture of Tyler's cum and my own has created an absolutely revolting mess that clings to my body. Brooke watches me with a mixture of disgust and amusement as I stand up.

"Jesus, look at the state of you," she says as she shakes her head. "Covered head to toe in cum like some kind of perverted mess."

I grab a towel from the bathroom and do my best to clean myself off, though the sticky residue seems determined to cling to my skin. Meanwhile, Brooke carefully gets dressed, moving slowly to keep Tyler's load from escaping her well-fucked asshole.

"I need to use the bathroom before we leave," she says and disappears behind the closed door. I can hear water running as she cleans up, though I suspect she's being very careful to keep as much of Tyler's cum inside her as possible.

When she emerges, she's fully dressed and looks remarkably put-together considering what she's been through. I've managed to get somewhat clean and put on fresh clothes from our overnight bag.

The drive home starts quietly, both of us processing the intense evening we've experienced yesterday. But within minutes, I notice Brooke has pulled out her phone and is scrolling through what looks like an online shopping site.

"What are you looking at?" I ask while glancing over at her screen while keeping my eyes on the road.

"Cock cages," she says, not even looking up from her phone.

My dick immediately starts hardening at her words, even though I just came not long ago. The thought of being locked up, controlled, has my cock stirring in my pants.

"There are so many options," she continues as she scrolls through page after page of chastity devices. "Different materials, sizes, styles. Some of these look pretty intense."

I try to focus on driving, but I can't help stealing glances at her screen. The images of various cock cages make my balls tighten with a mixture of fear and arousal.

"This one looks good," she says, showing me a sleek metal device with a curved cage and secure lock. "Stainless steel, comfortable for long-term wear, completely escape-proof."

"Long-term?" I ask and my voice cracks slightly.

"Oh yes, honey. Once this goes on, it stays on until I decide you've earned an orgasm," she says with a wicked smile. "Could be hours, could be days. Depends on your behavior."

My cock throbs painfully against my zipper as she continues browsing. The reality of what she's planning is starting to sink in and it's both terrifying and incredibly arousing.

"Oh look," Brooke says suddenly. "There's an adult store just ten minutes from here and they have this exact model in stock." She holds up her phone to show me the location on the map. "Perfect timing."

My stomach flips as I realize what she's suggesting. "You want to stop there? Right now?"

"Why not? We're already out, and I want to get you locked up as soon as possible. Your behavior yesterday proved you can't be trusted with that dick for another day."

I feel my face burning as I imagine walking into a sex shop to buy my own chastity device. "I don't know if I can do that. It's too embarrassing."

"What's embarrassing about it?" she asks, though her tone suggests she knows exactly why I'm hesitant. "It's just a store."

"Going in there to buy a cock cage? With you? What if someone recognizes us?"

Brooke considers this for a moment, then shrugs. "Fine. I'll go in myself and get it. You can wait in the car like a good boy."

The idea of my wife shopping for my chastity device while I sit outside like a scolded child is somehow even more humiliating, but also incredibly arousing. My cock throbs harder against my pants.

"Take the next exit," she instructs while pointing at the GPS. "It's right off the highway."

I follow her directions with my heart pounding as we pull into the parking lot of a discrete adult store. The building is plain and windowless with only a small neon sign indicating what's inside. At this early hour on a Saturday morning, the parking lot is nearly empty.

"This is perfect," Brooke says and unbuckles her seatbelt. "Hardly anyone here. I'll be in and out in five minutes."

"Are you sure about this?" I ask, though my dick is practically begging for the cage at this point.

"Absolutely. You need to be locked up before you jerk off again." She leans over and gives me a quick kiss. "Sit tight and try not to touch yourself while I'm gone."

I watch nervously as she walks toward the store entrance with her ass swaying hypnotically. Even after everything that happened yesterday night, she still looks incredible. The knowledge that Tyler's cum is still inside her asshole makes my dick throb.

The minutes tick by slowly as I wait in the car with my imagination running wild thinking about what she's doing inside. Is she asking the clerk for advice? Comparing different sizes? The mental image of my wife casually shopping for my chastity device has me squirming in my seat.

Finally, after what feels like an eternity, I see her emerging from the store carrying a small black bag. Her expression is satisfied, almost smug, as she approaches the car.

"Mission accomplished," she announces while sliding back into the passenger seat. "Got everything we need."

"Everything?" I ask, eyeing the bag nervously.

"The cage, obviously. Plus some special lube designed for long term wear, and a few other surprises." She sets the bag between us like it contains precious cargo. "The clerk was very helpful. Apparently lots of couples are into this."

My face burns with embarrassment knowing she discussed our situation with a stranger, but my cock pulses with arousal at the same time. "What did you tell them?"

"Just that my husband needs some discipline and can't control himself." She grins wickedly. "They totally understood and recommended their most secure model."

I start the car with shaking hands, desperate to get home so we can see what she bought. The bag sits between us like a ticking time bomb, promising to change everything about our sex life.

"I can't wait to get this on you," Brooke says while reaching into the bag to feel around. "Once you're properly locked up, we can focus on training you to be a better husband."

"Training?" I ask with my voice cracking.

"Mmm hmm. Teaching you patience, self control, how to properly worship my body without thinking about your own selfish needs." Her hand emerges from the bag holding what looks like a small key. "This little key is going to give me complete control over your orgasms."

The sight of that tiny key makes my balls ache with need and fear. Once that cage goes on, my dick belongs entirely to her. No more jerking off, no more quick releases and no more control over my own pleasure.

"How long do you think you'll keep me locked up?" I ask while trying to keep my voice steady.

"Depends on how well you behave. Could be a few days if you're good, could be weeks if you're not." She dangles the key in front of my face before tucking it safely back in the bag. "I guess we'll find out together."

The rest of the drive passes in tense silence with both of us lost in thoughts about what's coming next. My cock strains painfully against my pants, as if it knows its freedom is about to end. Meanwhile, Brooke sits contentedly beside me, occasionally shifting in her seat as Tyler's cum continues to leak from her well fucked asshole.

When we finally pull into our driveway, I feel like a condemned man approaching his execution. Everything is about to change, and there's no going back once that cage clicks shut around my dick.

"I need a shower," I tell Brooke as we walk through the front door. "I smell like sex and cum and I feel disgusting."

"Good idea," she agrees while setting the shopping bag on the kitchen counter. "Get yourself cleaned up while I prepare everything."

I head upstairs to our bathroom, stip off my ruined clothes and toss them directly into the hamper. The hot water feels amazing against my skin as I scrub away the dried cum and sweat. I take my time, knowing that once I step out of this shower, my life is going to change dramatically.

When I finally turn off the water and step out I grab a towel to dry myself and I freeze. Brooke is sitting on our bed, completely naked, with the contents of the shopping bag spread out beside her. The metal chastity cage gleams under the bedroom lights, looking both beautiful and terrifying.

My cock immediately starts hardening at the sight of her gorgeous tits and the knowledge of what's about to happen. She notices my reaction and smiles wickedly.

"There's my naughty husband," she purrs and picks up the cage to examine it. "Look how excited you get just thinking about being locked up. Your little cock is already getting hard."

I stand there dripping wet with my dick growing semi-erect despite my nervousness. The sight of her holding my future prison while Tyler's cum still fills her asshole sends conflicting waves of arousal and fear through me.

"Come here, honey," she commands and pats the bed beside her. "Let's get you properly caged."

I walk toward her on shaky legs with my semi-hard cock bobbing with each step. The metal device looks even more intimidating up close, with its curved bars and secure locking mechanism.

"This is really happening," I say.

"It absolutely is," Brooke confirms and reaches for the special lube she bought. "Your dick belongs to me now, and I'm going to make sure you remember that every single day."

She squirts some of the clear liquid onto her fingers, then reaches for my growing erection. The moment her lubed hand wraps around my shaft, I gasp at the sensation.

"We need to get you soft to fit in this cage," she explains. "Think about something boring while I work."

But thinking about anything else is impossible when my naked wife is handling my cock while preparing to lock it away. Her tits bounce slightly as she works, and I can see the satisfied gleam in her eyes as she anticipates having complete control over my orgasms.

"Perfect," she says as my dick finally softens enough. "Now let's see how this fits."

She picks up the metal ring that goes around my balls and cock base, sliding it carefully into position. The cold steel against my warm skin makes me shiver, and the reality of what's happening hits me like a truck.

"How does that feel?" she asks while adjusting the ring until it sits snugly behind my balls.

"Weird," I admit as I look down at the metal circle encasing the base of my genitals. "Kind of tight."

"It's supposed to be tight. That's what keeps you from pulling out." She reaches for the cage portion next, a curved metal tube with small holes for airflow. "Now for the fun part."

I watch in fascination and terror as she carefully guides my soft cock into the metal tube. The cage is shorter than my erect length, designed to prevent me from getting fully hard. Once my dick is nestled inside, she aligns the cage with the ring.

"Last chance to back out," she says teasingly while holding the small padlock that will seal my fate. "Once this clicks shut, your cock is mine until I decide otherwise."

I stare at the lock in her hand, knowing this is the point of no return. My heart pounds as I consider what I'm about to agree to. Complete sexual submission to my wife, no control over my own orgasms, no relief except when she allows it.

"Do it," I whisper, surprising myself with how certain I sound.

The click of the lock closing around the cage mechanism is the loudest sound I've ever heard. Suddenly, my cock is completely encased in metal, trapped and helpless. I look down at myself in amazement and horror.

"There," Brooke says with obvious satisfaction while holding up the small key. "Now you're properly secured. How does it feel to have your little dick locked away?"

I test the cage experimentally, trying to move or adjust it, but it's completely secure. My cock is trapped inside the metal tube, unable to get fully erect and unable to be touched or stimulated. The psychological impact is immediate and overwhelming.

"It feels..." I struggle to find words. "Permanent. Like my dick doesn't belong to me anymore."

"Because it doesn't," she confirms, standing up and walking to her jewelry box. I watch in fascination as she places the tiny key on a delicate chain and fastens it around her neck. "This cock is mine now, and this key stays with me always."

The sight of that key nestled between her perfect tits makes my caged dick try to harden, but the metal prevents any real swelling. The pressure builds uncomfortably, reminding me constantly of my new situation.

"We should establish some rules," Brooke says as she turns back to face me. "Starting now, you don't touch your cock anymore. You don't even think about it sexually. Your pleasure comes from serving me and watching me get fucked by real men."

I nod wordlessly as the cage already becomes warm from my body heat.

"When you're good, when you serve me properly and don't complain about your situation, I might unlock you for cleaning or special occasions. But orgasms?" She shakes her head with a wicked smile. "Those happen when I decide you've earned them."

"How often?" I ask, my voice sounding strangely calm despite the monumental shift that's just occurred.

"That depends entirely on you," she says while running her finger along the metal cage. The touch sends shivers through my trapped cock. "Good boys might get release once every few days. Naughty boys might wait much longer."

I take a deep breath as I feel the weight of the cage between my legs. Something unexpected happens as I stand there, completely locked away. Instead of panic or regret, a wave of relief washes over me. The constant urge to jerk off, the compulsive need to touch myself and the way my dick controlled so many of my thoughts and decisions, it's all gone now. I can't access it even if I wanted to.

"You know what?" I say as I look down at the metal device encasing my cock. "This actually feels... freeing."

Brooke raises an eyebrow, clearly not expecting that response. "Freeing?"

"Yeah. I don't have to think about my dick anymore. I don't have to fight the urge to jerk off or worry about cumming too early." I flex my hips slightly, feeling how the cage moves with my body. "It's like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders."

A slow smile spreads across her face as she processes my words. "That's exactly what I was hoping you'd realize. Your cock has been controlling you for too long. Now you can focus on more important things."

"Like serving you," I say as the words come out naturally. "Like being a better husband instead of just thinking about my next orgasm."

"Exactly." She moves closer with her naked body and presses against mine. I can feel her warmth but my caged cock can barely respond. "This new dynamic really suits me, honey. Having complete control over your pleasure, knowing you're locked up and desperate for me. It makes me feel so powerful."

She traces her finger along my chest, down to where the cage sits snug against my body. "Does this suit you too? Really? You're not just saying what you think I want to hear?"

I consider her question seriously, taking stock of how I actually feel. The cage is noticeable but not uncomfortable. The psychological impact is intense but not unpleasant. And the relief from my own compulsions is genuinely liberating.

"It suits me perfectly," I tell her honestly. "I like not being at the mercy of my own urges anymore. You'll take care of those from now on, and I trust you completely."

"Good boy," she purrs and leans up to kiss me deeply. "Because this is permanent now. Your orgasms belong to me, your cock belongs to me, your sexual pleasure belongs to me."

I kiss her back eagerly with my hands roaming over her curves. For the first time in my adult life, I'm touching my wife's incredible body without my dick demanding attention. I can focus entirely on her pleasure and her satisfaction.

"I love how you're touching me," she moans against my lips. "So focused, so attentive. Not distracted by your own selfish cock."

She's right. Without the ability to get hard or touch myself, all my sexual energy is redirected toward her. My hands worship her tits and my entire focus narrows to making her feel good.

"This is how it should have always been," I murmur as I kiss down her throat. "Me focused entirely on your pleasure."

"Mmm, yes," she sighs as I take her nipple into my mouth. "My locked up husband, desperate to please me, knowing his cock is trapped until I decide otherwise."

I suck harder on her nipple. Her hands tangle in my hair and hold me against her chest as I worship her perfect tits.

"Get on your knees," she commands. "I want that mouth on my pussy."

I drop to my knees immediately. She spreads her thighs wide, revealing her gorgeous pussy already glistening.

"Lick me," she orders as her hand grip my hair. "Show me how grateful you are for your cage."

I dive between her legs eagerly and my tongue finds her swollen clit. She tastes incredible, her arousal coats my lips as I lap at her dripping hole. Without my own cock demanding attention, I can focus entirely on her response and I read every moan and gasp to find exactly what she needs.

"Oh fuck yes," she cries out while grinding against my face. "That's so much better. You're not distracted by your little dick anymore."

I work my tongue deeper, alternating between her clit and her entrance. She's absolutely soaking wet and her juices are running down my chin as I feast on her pussy. The cage between my legs reminds me constantly that this is about her pleasure, not mine.

"That's it honey, right there," she gasps with her thighs trembling around my head as I work my tongue in circles around her swollen clit. I can feel her getting closer as her grip on my hair tightens.

I focus all my attention on that perfect little bud and I suck it gently while flicking my tongue across the sensitive tip. Her hips buck against my face as I find the rhythm that drives her wild and as my caged cock presses painfully against the metal as her moans fill the room.

"Oh god, oh fuck, I'm gonna cum," she cries out as her whole body tenses as the orgasm builds. "Don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop."

I keep my tongue working exactly as she needs, feeling her pussy contract against my lips as she reaches the edge. When her climax finally hits, she screams so loud I'm sure the neighbors can hear.

"FUCK YES," she wails and grinds her dripping pussy against my face as her orgasm tears through her. "That's it, that's fucking it."

Her whole body shakes as I continue licking her through the intense climax. My tongue is now gentle as she rides out the aftershocks. When she finally pushes my head away, she's breathing hard and covered in a sheen of sweat.

"Jesus Christ," she pants as she collapses back on the bed. "That was incredible. The cage is already making you so much better at this."

I wipe her juices from my face, feeling proud that I could give her such intense pleasure. The cage throbs between my legs, reminding me that this is my new role, my new purpose.

"I need a long shower," she says after a few minutes and pushes herself up on shaky legs. "I need to get cleaned up properly. Tyler's cum has been leaking out of my ass and I want to wash everything clean."

She heads toward our bathroom with her ass swaying hypnotically as she walks.

"Don't go anywhere," she calls over her shoulder. "I want to see how that cage looks on you when I get out."

I sit on the edge of the bed, looking down at the metal device that now controls my cock. The psychological weight of it is incredible, knowing that my sexual pleasure is completely in her hands now. Every time I shift or move, the cage reminds me of my new status.

The shower runs for what feels like an hour. I can hear her moving around in there, no doubt taking her time to clean Tyler's cum from her well fucked asshole. The thought makes my trapped cock try to swell, but the metal keeps it contained, building pressure that has nowhere to go.

When she finally emerges, she looks refreshed and glowing with her hair damp and her skin flushed from the hot water. She's completely clean now, no trace of the previous night's activities except for the satisfied smile on her face.

"How's my caged husband doing?" she asks as she is toweling off her hair.

"Good," I tell her honestly. "Getting used to the feeling."

"Excellent. Now let's get some breakfast. It's been a very long night and I’m starving."

"I'll start breakfast," she says, but instead of getting dressed, she walks to her dresser and pulls out a black lace bra and matching thong. My caged cock immediately strains against the metal as I watch her slip into the barely-there lingerie.

"What are you doing?" I ask.

"Making breakfast," she says innocently, though the wicked gleam in her eyes tells me this is anything but innocent. "Is there a problem with what I'm wearing?"

I shake my head, unable to form words as she saunters toward the kitchen in nothing but that sinful black lace. The thong disappears between her perfect ass cheeks, and the bra barely contains her gorgeous tits. This is completely unlike her. She's never cooked in her underwear before, never been this brazenly sexual during mundane activities.

I follow her downstairs with my cage growing uncomfortably tight as I watch her hips sway with each step. She knows exactly what she's doing to me and I'm completely powerless to do anything about it.

In the kitchen, she bends over to retrieve a pan from the lower cabinet, her ass practically in my face as the thin fabric of her thong stretches across her holes.

"Eggs and bacon sound good?" she asks while straightening up and turning to face me. Her nipples are clearly visible through the sheer lace with hard peaks that make my mouth water.

"Yeah," I croak as I grip the counter to steady myself.

She moves around the kitchen like a goddess, every motion calculated to drive me insane. When she reaches up to grab plates from the high shelf, her tits thrust forward and the lace barely contains them. When she bends to get ingredients from the fridge, her ass jiggles perfectly in that tiny thong.

The sizzle of bacon hitting the hot pan fills the air, but all I can focus on is the way her body moves. She's swaying her hips more than necessary, arching her back as she stirs the eggs, making sure I get the full view of what I can no longer have.

"This cage really changes things, doesn't it?" she purrs as she glances over her shoulder at me while she cooks. "Knowing you can look but never touch. That you can't just bend me over this counter and fuck me like you used to."

My trapped cock throbs desperately while pressing against the unyielding metal. She's absolutely right. Before the cage, seeing her like this would have led to me grabbing her hips and sliding into her pussy from behind. Now I can only stand here and suffer with my dick aching with need I can't satisfy.

"You're torturing me," I whisper.

"I'm just making breakfast," she says with fake innocence, but the way she's grinding her ass against nothing as she scrambles the eggs tells me otherwise. "It's not my fault you find everything sexual now that your cock is locked up."

Every movement is designed to tease, to remind me of what I can't have. The cage feels tighter with each passing second.

"Please," I beg, though I'm not even sure what I'm asking for.

"Please what?" she asks and turns to face me fully. The front view is even worse. Her pussy lips are clearly outlined through the thin lace, and I can see a small wet spot forming where her arousal is soaking through.

"I need..." I start, but trail off. What can I possibly ask for? I can't touch her, can't fuck her, can't even jerk off. I'm completely at her mercy.

"You need to learn patience," she says and turns back to the stove. "This is your life now, honey. Watching me, wanting me, but only getting what I choose to give you."

When she sets my plate in front of me, she leans over just enough that her tits hang inches from my face with the lace barely containing her nipples.

"Eat up," she commands while sitting across from me at the table. "You're going to need your strength for serving me properly."

I try to focus on the food, but watching her eat while wearing practically nothing is its own special torture. She licks her lips after each bite, sucks on her fork suggestively, and keeps adjusting her position so the thong rides up even further.

"This new dynamic is going to be so much fun," she says between bites. "Having you desperate and caged while I parade around however I want. Knowing your cock is trapped and aching for me."

The next morning sets the tone for what becomes a relentless pattern of torture. Brooke wakes up wearing nothing but a red lace thong with her perfect tits on full display as she stretches beside me. My caged cock immediately strains against the metal and the pressure builds as I watch her naked body move.

"Good morning, my locked up husband," she purrs as her hand slides down to cup the cage between my legs. "How's your caged cock feeling this morning?"

I gasp as her fingers to explore the metal device and to test it how securely it holds me. "Tight," I manage to say.

"Good," she says and proceeds to give the cage a firm squeeze that makes me moan. "Tell me, honey, do you want to fuck me right now? Do you want to slide this trapped little dick into my wet pussy?"

The question hits me like a punch to the gut. Of course I want to fuck her. She's lying there practically naked with her body warm and soft against mine and I can't do anything about it.

"Yes," I admit. "I want to fuck you so bad it hurts."

"Too bad," she says with a wicked smile while releasing my cage and climbing out of bed. "Maybe next time you'll think before cumming all over yourself like a horny teenager."

She saunters to the bathroom with her ass swaying hypnotically in that tiny thong. I lie there trapped in bed with my cock aching uselessly in its metal prison, watching the woman I desperately want to fuck disappear from view.

The day only gets worse from there. Brooke spends the morning cleaning the house wearing nothing but that thong and a tiny tank top that barely covers her nipples. Every time she bends over to dust something or vacuum under furniture, I get a perfect view of her ass and pussy lips outlined through the thin lace.

"Could you help me reach this?" she calls from the living room while pointing to a high shelf. When I approach, she's standing on her tiptoes with her back arched, her tits thrust forward and her ass perfectly positioned.

As I reach up to grab whatever she's pointing at, she steps back just to press her ass directly against my caged cock. The contact makes me groan involuntarily as my trapped dick desperately tries to harden.

"Oops," she says innocently while grinding against me slightly. "Did I bump into something?"

"Brooke," I plead as my hands grip her hips instinctively.

She spins around in my arms now with her tits pressing against my chest as she looks up at me with mock concern. "What's wrong, honey? You look frustrated."

Her hand drops to my cage again with her fingers tracing the metal bars. "Do you wish you could bend me over right here? Slide your cock into my tight pussy and fuck me against this wall?"

"God yes," I breathe as my entire body trembles with need.

"Or maybe," she continues while her voice drops to a whisper, "you'd rather watch someone else do it? Watch a real man with a huge cock split me open while you sit there with your dick locked away?"

My caged cock pulses desperately at her words. The image of Tyler's massive shaft stretching her pussy while I watch helplessly makes my balls ache.

"Both," I admit and surprise myself with my honesty. "I want to fuck you and I want to watch you get fucked by a huge cock."

"Such a perfect little cuck," she purrs and gives my cage one final squeeze before walking away. "Too bad you can't have either one."

The second day is even worse. Brooke decides to do yoga in the living room wearing nothing but a sports bra and the tiniest shorts I've ever seen. They're so short that the bottom curve of her ass cheeks hangs out, and when she bends forward into downward dog, I can see the outline of her pussy lips through the thin fabric.

I try to focus on work at my computer, but every few minutes she calls out for me to "check her form" or "see if she's doing this pose correctly." Each time I look over, she's in some new position designed to drive me insane.

When she does the pose where she lies on her back with her legs spread wide in the air, I nearly lose my mind. Her shorts ride up so high that I can see everything as the fabric disappears between her pussy lips as she holds the position.

"How does this look?" she asks with a breathy voice from the exertion. "Do you think I'm flexible enough?"

"You're perfect," I say through gritted teeth as my caged cock throbbs painfully.

"I bet Tyler would appreciate my flexibility," she says casually as she switches to a new pose that has her on her hands and knees with her ass in the air. "I wonder how deep he could get in this position."

The mention of Tyler makes my cage feel even tighter. I can picture his massive cock sliding into her from behind while she's positioned exactly like this, and the image makes my balls ache with need.

Later that afternoon, she corners me in the kitchen while I'm making lunch. Without warning, her hand shoots out and grabs my cage and her fingers wrap around the metal device.

"Tell me the truth," she demands. "What do you want more? To fuck me with this trapped cock, or to watch me get absolutely destroyed by a huge dick?"

The directness of her question catches me off guard, but my body responds immediately. My caged cock strains against the metal as both scenarios play out in my mind.

"I can't choose," I gasp as my hips involuntarily push forward into her grip. "I want both so fucking bad."

"But if you had to pick one," she insists while rubbing over the cage's lock with her thumb. "If you could only have one thing for the rest of your life, which would it be?"

The pressure of her grip and the intensity of her stare forces the truth out of me. "I want to watch you get fucked by a huge cock," I admit. "I want to see you getting absolutely destroyed and pleasured by a cock I don't have. But then..." I pause as my face is burning with shame and arousal. "After you're split open and used, I want to cum inside you. I want to reclaim what's mine."

Her eyes light up with excitement at my confession and a wicked smile spreads across her face. "Now that's the honesty I've been waiting for," she purrs. "You want to watch me get the fucking I deserve, then fill me with your cum afterward."

"Yes," I breathe, surprised by how good it feels to finally say it out loud. "I want both. I want to see you take what I can't give you, then mark you as mine when it's over."

"Such a perfect answer," she says, releases my cage and trails her fingers up my chest. "You know what? I think that honesty deserves a little reward."

My heart pounds as she walks over to our bedroom closet, disappearing inside for a moment before emerging with a box I recognize. It's the strap-on we bought some time ago but never used, still in its original packaging.

"Remember this?" she asks as she holds up the box with a triumphant smile. "We got it just in case, and I think now is the perfect time to break it out."

I stare at the box, my mind racing. "You want me to..."

"I want you to fuck me with this," she says firmly while pulling the harness and dildo from the packaging. "Your cock stays locked up tight, but you still get to give me what I need. At least until we can arrange another playdate with Marcus or Tyler. Maybe even both of them."

The dildo is impressive, not as massive as Tyler but definitely bigger than my caged cock. The harness looks complex, with multiple straps and buckles designed to hold everything securely in place.

"This way you get to fuck me without actually using that little trapped dick," she continues while examining the realistic-looking shaft. "And I get to feel something bigger than your small cock stretching my pussy."

My caged cock throbs desperately at the thought. It's not exactly what I want, but it's more than I've had since the cage went on. The idea of being able to thrust into her and to feel her pussy gripping something attached to my body, makes me happy.

"Yes," I say immediately and reach for the harness. "Fuck yes, I want to use that on you."

"Good boy," she purrs and helps me step into the straps. "Let's see how this fits over your cage."

The harness is designed to accommodate various body types, and after some adjustment, we manage to get it positioned correctly over my chastity device. The dildo juts out from my crotch, a thick silicone cock that puts my trapped dick to shame.

"Perfect," Brooke says as she runs her hand along the fake shaft. "Now you can fuck me properly while your real cock stays locked away."

She strips out of her tiny shorts and sports bra and her naked body is making the dildo feel heavy between my legs. My caged cock strains uselessly as she lies back on the bed and spreads her legs wide to show me her glistening pussy.

"Come here," she commands as her fingers already work between her legs. "Show me how grateful you are for this opportunity."

I climb onto the bed between her spread legs with the fake cock bobbing heavily as I position myself. Without thinking, I lean down and spit on the silicone shaft, watching my saliva drip down the realistic veins. I wrap my hand around it and start stroking, getting used to the weight and feel of this foreign appendage attached to my body.

"Jesus Christ," Brooke laughs while watching me work the dildo with my fist. "You literally can't stop jerking off, can you? Even when it's a fake cock, you're still stroking it like a horny teenager."

My face burns with embarrassment as I realize what I'm doing. She's absolutely right. Here I am, my real dick locked away in metal, and I'm still compulsively jerking something off. I spit on it again, coating the head with more saliva as I continue pumping my hand up and down the shaft.

"I just want to get it ready for you," I mumble but we both know that's not entirely true. Something about having any kind of cock to stroke, even a fake one, feels necessary.

"Sure you do, honey," she teases while spreading her pussy lips with her fingers. "Now bring that spit covered cock over here and fuck me with it."

I position the slick head against her dripping entrance. Slowly, I push forward, watching the thick shaft disappear inch by inch into her tight hole.

"Oh fuck yes," Brooke moans as I slide deeper. "God, this feels so much better than your little dick."

Her words hit me like a slap, but instead of hurt, I feel my caged cock pulse with arousal. The metal digs into my flesh as blood tries to flow to my trapped shaft.

"It's so much thicker than your cock," she continues as her eyes roll back as I bottom out inside her. "I can actually feel myself being stretched. I don't remember the last time your dick made me feel this full."

I start thrusting slowly with the harness pulling against my cage with each movement. The sight of this massive fake cock sliding in and out of her pussy while my real dick stays locked away is both humiliating but also incredibly arousing.

"You like watching me take a bigger cock, don't you?" she pants while her tits bounce as I pick up the pace. "Even if it's fake, it's still better than what you've got trapped in that cage."

"Yes," I admit with a strained voice. "I love seeing you get stretched by a real sized cock."

The dildo glistens with her juices as I pump it in and out of her dripping pussy. Even though it's not my flesh penetrating her, even though I can't feel her tight walls gripping me, there's something deeply satisfying about finally being able to give her pleasure again. The rhythmic motion, the sight of her face contorting with bliss, the way her body responds to being properly filled.

"Harder," she demands and wraps her legs around my waist. "Fuck me harder with that big cock. Show me what you wish you could do with your own pathetic dick."

I drive the dildo deeper as the base of the harness grinds against my cage with each thrust. The pressure sends jolts of frustrated arousal through my trapped cock, making me thrust even more desperately into her welcoming pussy.

"That's it," she cries out and her nails dig into my skin. "Finally fucking me like I deserve to be fucked. God, I forgot what it felt like to have something this thick inside me."

I watch her face transform with pleasure as the thick dildo stretches her pussy wide and how her moans get louder with each thrust. Suddenly, she stop me.

"Wait, stop," she pants. "I want to switch positions."

I pull the dildo out of her dripping pussy and watch her hole gape slightly from being stretched. She immediately flips over onto her hands and knees, lifting her ass high in the air while pressing her face down into the pillow. The position gives me a perfect view of both her holes.

"Fuck me from behind," she demands, her voice slighty muffled by the pillow. "I want to feel that thick cock splitting me open from this angle."

I position myself behind her and grip the fake shaft to guide it back to her soaking wet pussy. The sight of her ass spread wide like this, her tight asshole winking at me just inches above where I'm about to penetrate her, makes my caged cock throb desperately.

"Yes, right there," she moans as I slide the dildo back into her pussy. "Oh fuck, it feels even bigger like this."

I start thrusting again, watching the thick silicone shaft disappear into her tight hole over and over. Her ass jiggles with each impact and her pussy lips grip the fake cock like they never gripped my real one.

"Put your thumb in my asshole," she gasps while looking back at me with desperate eyes. "I need something in my ass too."

My heart pounds as I wet my thumb with her pussy juices, coating it thoroughly before pressing it against her tight back entrance. The moment I push inside, she goes absolutely wild.

"OH YES!" she screams and her whole body shakes as my thumb penetrates her asshole while the dildo continues pounding her pussy. "Both my holes! Fill both my fucking holes!"

Something changes in her immediately. Instead of letting me control the pace, she starts slamming her ass back against me, fucking herself on the dildo with incredible intensity. Her movements become frantic, desperate and completely out of control.

"Holy shit," I breathe and struggling to keep up as she takes over completely. She's fucking the fake cock like a woman possessed with her ass bouncing against my hips while my thumb stays buried in her tight asshole.

"I'M GONNA CUM!" she wails and her voice reaches a pitch I've never heard before. "OH GOD, I'M CUMMING SO FUCKING HARD!"

When her orgasm hits, it's like nothing I've ever witnessed. She screams louder than she ever did when I fucked her with my real cock.

"FUCK FUCK FUCK!" she keeps screaming. Her asshole contracts around my thumb rhythmically, milking it as her climax seems to go on forever.

I watch in amazement as my wife experiences what might be the most intense orgasm I have given her, and it's not even from my cock but from a fake dick strapped to my caged body while my thumb fills her ass.

When she finally collapses forward onto the bed, she's shaking uncontrollably with her breathing ragged and desperate. The dildo slips out of her gaping pussy and I carefully remove my thumb from her stretched asshole.

"Jesus Christ," she pants into the pillow. "That was fucking incredible. You have never made me cum that hard in my entire life."

I stare down at her trembling form with my own caged cock aching desperately from watching such an intense display. The harness feels heavy around my waist and the fake cock is still glistening with her juices.

"Better than with Tyler?" I ask, hardly believing it myself.

"Different," she gasps while rolling over to look at me with glazed eyes. "Having both holes filled while getting fucked that hard... fuck, honey, that was amazing."

She reaches up and traces her finger along the dildo still jutting from my crotch. "This thing might be fake, but you sure know how to use it. And that thumb in my ass..." She shivers at the memory. "Perfect timing."

My face flushes with pride despite the humiliation of needing a fake cock to truly satisfy my wife. At least I can give her pleasure like this, even if my real dick stays trapped and useless.

As we both lie there on the bed, exhausted from the intense fucking, I slowly unbuckle the harness straps around my waist. My fingers shake slightly as I work the buckles loose, the fake cock heavy between my legs as I carefully remove the entire contraption from my body. The sudden absence of weight feels strange, leaving just my caged cock trapped in its metal prison.

I set the harness aside with the dildo glistening with Brooke's juices and collapse back onto the bed beside her. My chest heaves as I try to catch my breath with sweat cooling on my skin. But as I turn to look at her, I can see something shifting in her expression. That satisfied, post-orgasm glow is being replaced by something. Something hungry and predatory.

"You know what?" she says, pushing herself up on her elbows. "I'm not done with you yet."

Before I can ask what she means, she swings her leg over my body to straddle my hips with that wicked smile I'm learning to both love and fear. Her wet pussy hovers just above my caged cock, so close I can feel the heat radiating from her dripping hole.

"Brooke, what are you doing?" I ask, though my trapped dick is already trying desperately to swell against the metal bars.

Instead of answering, she lowers herself until her soaking wet pussy lips make contact with the cold metal of my cage. The sensation is incredible and torturous all at once. I can feel her warmth, her wetness coating the steel, but my cock remains completely trapped and unable to penetrate her.

"This is perfect," she purrs and starts to grind her pussy against the cage. Her juices coat the metal as she rocks back and forth with her clit rubbing against the curved bars. "I can use your caged cock without actually having to feel that tiny thing inside me."

My hips buck involuntarily as she continues grinding with the pressure against my trapped shaft both pleasurable and agonizing. I can feel every movement of her pussy lips as they slide over the cage, but I can't feel her actual flesh against mine.

"Do you know how much I love having you locked up like this?" she moans and picks up the pace of her grinding. "Knowing that your cock is completely mine now. That you can't just jerk off whenever you want, can't fuck me unless I decide to unlock you."

Her words hit me like physical blows, each one making my caged cock pulse desperately against its metal prison. The combination of her dirty talk and the sensation of her wet pussy sliding over the cage has me harder than I've ever been, but the steel keeps me from swelling properly.

"I love that you have to watch me take huge cocks now," she continues breathlessly while her grinding becoming even more intense. "Like Tyler's massive dick stretching my tight little asshole while you sit there unable to do anything but watch."

"Fuck," I groan while my hands grip her thighs as she rides my cage. The metal digs into my swollen flesh, but I can't stop my hips from thrusting up against her.

"And you know what the best part is?" she pants as her pussy gets wetter with each passing second. "I'm going to do it more often now. So much more often. Tyler, Marcus, maybe even both of them together. I'm going to get fucked by every huge cock I can find while you stay locked up like the good cuck you are."

My breath catches in my throat at her confession. The thought of her taking multiple men, of being stretched and filled by cocks I could never compete with, makes my trapped dick leak pre-cum into the cage.

"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" she asks as she notices my reaction. "Your slutty wife getting gangbanged by men with huge cocks while you watch with your dick locked away. God, I can feel how desperate you are right now."

She's right. I can feel my cock trying to swell beyond what the cage allows with the pressure building to an almost unbearable level. Her grinding is relentless now as her pussy lips spread around the metal bars as she chases her own pleasure.

"I'm so grateful that you support this," she gasps and her movements become erratic as her arousal builds. "That you understand I need bigger cocks than your little thing. That you get off on watching me get the fucking I deserve."

Something is building inside me, a pressure that has nothing to do with being able to get fully hard. The combination of her dirty words, the sensation of her wet pussy grinding against my cage and the psychological intensity of my situation is creating something I've never experienced before.

"Oh my god," she breathes suddenly, her eyes widening as she feels something warm and wet hitting her pussy. "Are you actually cumming? Without even being hard?"

I look down in shock to see thin streams of cum leaking from the tip of my caged cock, seeping through the metal bars to coat her grinding pussy. The orgasm is unlike anything I've ever felt completely internal, pulsing through my trapped shaft without the usual swelling or throbbing.

"Holy fuck," I gasp as my body shakes as more cum leaks from my imprisoned cock. "I can't stop it."

The moment Brooke feels my cum hitting her pussy, she goes absolutely wild. Her grinding becomes frantic and desperate as she uses my leaking cock to lubricate her movements.

"Yes, yes, YES!" she screams while her pussy slides even easier over my cum-coated cage. "Cum for me while I grind on your locked cock. Show me how much you love being my caged cuck."

The sensation of her pussy lips sliding through my own cum as she grinds against the metal sends aftershocks through my trapped dick.

I keep cumming inside the cage, each pulse sending more of my seed through the metal bars to coat her grinding pussy. The sensation is incredible and maddening as I can feel myself orgasming but without the usual swelling and throbbing of a normal climax.

"This is so fucking hot," Brooke pants and her movements become more frenzied as she slides through the mixture of my cum and her own juices. "You're cumming without even being able to get properly hard. Your little cock is so desperate it's leaking through the bars."

She's absolutely right. My dick feels like it's trying to explode inside the metal prison, but the cage keeps everything contained except for the thin streams of cum that manage to escape. The pressure is intense, almost painful, but I can't stop the waves of pleasure coursing through my trapped shaft.

"I'm gonna cum too," she gasps as her clit rubs frantically against the slick metal. "Grinding on your caged cock while you leak all over me. This is perfect."

Her pussy contracts against the cage as her orgasm hits and her whole body shakes as she rides out the climax. I can feel her muscles pulsing against the metal and her juices mixing with my cum to create an obscene mess between us.

When she finally collapses forward onto my chest, we're both breathing heavily. My cage is completely coated in our combined fluids.

"That was incredible," she whispers. "I had no idea you could cum like that while locked up."

I'm still reeling from the intensity of it. "I didn't know either. It felt so different from a normal orgasm."

"Better or worse?" she asks as she lifts her head to look at me with curious eyes.

I consider the question seriously. "Different. More intense in some ways because of the pressure, but also frustrating because I couldn't get fully hard."

She grins wickedly and grinds her pussy against my messy cage one more time. "Perfect. That's exactly how I want you to feel. Desperate and frustrated but still able to give me what I need."

Rolling off me, she heads toward the bathroom. "We should get cleaned up. This cage needs to be washed properly."

I look down at the mess between my legs. The cage is going to keep me in a constant state of arousal, I realize. Always wanting more but never able to fully satisfy that need.

"Come on," Brooke calls from the bathroom. "Let me help you clean that cage. We need to make sure it stays properly maintained."

I follow her and wonder what other surprises this new dynamic will bring.

Over the next few days, this becomes our new routine. Every morning I wake up with my cock straining against the metal bars while Brooke parades around in barely anything, teasing me relentlessly. She'll bend over right in front of me, letting me see her pussy lips through thin panties. She'll "accidentally" brush against my cage while we're cooking dinner and make me groan.

The worst is when I use the strap-on harness on her. She has me fuck her with that thick dildo while my real cock stays locked away. I get to watch her scream and cum harder than she ever did with my actual dick, all while my little shaft leaks uselessly inside its metal prison.

"You're getting so good with that fake cock," she purrs after one particularly intense session. "Almost makes me forget you have that tiny thing locked up down there."

I'm lying beside her, still wearing the harness with the cum-coated dildo jutting from my crotch. My balls ache from watching her orgasm so violently while I got no real relief.

"Brooke," I say carefully. "What would it take for you to unlock me? To let me fuck you with my real cock again?"

She turns to look at me and her eyes gleam with that familiar wicked light. "You really want to know?"

"Yes," I beg.

A slow smile spreads across her face. "I'd love to be double penetrated. Marcus and Tyler at the same time. One massive cock in my pussy, another stretching my asshole. Both of them pounding me together until I'm absolutely destroyed."

My cock throbs so hard against the cage that I gasp. The image she's painted floods my mind immediately. Both men I've watched claim her, using her holes simultaneously while their huge dicks stretch her beyond anything she's ever experienced.

"Holy fuck yes," I say without hesitation. "I want to watch that so badly. I want to see you get completely split open by both their huge cocks."

"Really?" she asks, though the excitement in her voice tells me she already knows my answer. "You want to watch your wife get gangbanged by two men with massive dicks?"

"I need to see it," I admit and my hips thrust slightly as my trapped cock pulses. "I want to watch them use every hole while I sit there with my little dick locked up."

She reaches down and grips my cage firmly with her fingers wrapping around the metal bars. "And after they've both filled me with their cum? After I'm gaping and dripping with their loads?"

"Then you unlock me," I finish her sentence and my breathing becomes ragged. "Then I get to reclaim what's mine."

"Exactly," she purrs. "You watch me get the fucking of my life from two real men, then you get to add your load to the mess they've made of my holes."

I'm already reaching for my phone before she finishes speaking. "I'm texting them right now. We need to set this up as soon as possible."

Brooke laughs, a sound filled with anticipation and hunger. "God, I love how eager you are to watch me get destroyed by huge cocks. You're such a perfect little cuck."

My fingers fly over the phone screen as I type messages to both Marcus and Tyler, explaining what we want. The thought of coordinating my wife's double penetration makes my caged cock leak pre-cum.

"They're both free this Saturday," I tell her after a few minutes of back and forth texting. "Same hotel as before."

"Perfect," she says and rolls over to straddle my hips again. Her pussy hovers just above my cage, still wet from the dildo fucking. "Three more days to think about how those massive cocks are going to stretch me open."

She lowers herself onto the metal bars and starts grinding. "Three more days of you being locked up tight while I get wetter and wetter thinking about being double stuffed."

My hips buck up against her as she rides my cage, using the metal bars to stimulate her clit. "Are you going to tease me every day until then?"

"Oh baby," she moans as her grinding becomes more intense. "I'm going to drive you absolutely insane. By Saturday, you're going to be so desperate to watch me get fucked that you'll probably cum the moment they start undressing."

She's probably right. Already I can feel myself getting close to another one of those strange, pressurized orgasms from the combination of her grinding and my overwhelming arousal.

"I can't wait to see their faces when they realize they get to use me together," she pants while her pussy slides wetly over the cage. "Two huge cocks in my tight holes at the same time. I'm going to scream so loud the whole hotel hears me getting destroyed."


Part 5

Three days of waiting feels like an eternity when your cock is locked in a metal cage and your wife is getting more sexually aggressive by the hour. Tuesday morning, she corners me in the bathroom while I'm brushing my teeth.

"I want you to shave me," she announces while completely naked and holding an electric razor. "I want to be completely smooth for Marcus and Tyler."

I nearly choke on my toothpaste. "You want me to shave your pussy?"

"And my ass," she adds. "Every inch needs to be perfectly smooth. I want their tongues and cocks to have nothing but silky skin to slide against."

My caged cock immediately strains against the metal at her words. The thought of running that razor over her most intimate areas while knowing two huge cocks will be claiming those same spots in just days makes my balls ache.

"Right now?" I ask as I rinse my mouth.

"Right now," she confirms while already spreading towels on the bathroom floor. "I want to be baby smooth for them, and I need your help to get the spots I can't reach properly."

She lies down on the towels and spreads her legs wide so I can see everything. Her pussy is already trimmed short, but she wants it completely bare. More importantly, I can see the fine hair around her asshole that she's never been able to remove completely on her own.

"Start with my pussy," she instructs. "Be careful around my lips. I want it perfect."

I kneel between her spread thighs and my hands are shaking slightly as I start shaving.

"That feels so good," she moans as the vibrations reach her sensitive skin. "I'm getting wet just thinking about Marcus and Tyler seeing me like this."

I work methodically, making sure every trace of hair disappears from her pussy lips and the surrounding area. The razor glides over her smooth skin, leaving nothing but bare flesh behind. My caged cock throbs as I imagine both men exploring this perfectly smooth surface.

"Now my asshole," she says and rolls onto her hands and knees. "This is the part I really need your help with."

The sight of her ass spread wide in front of me makes my cage feel impossibly tight. I can see the fine hair around her tight hole, hair that Tyler's massive cock will soon be stretching open.

"Be extra careful back there," she warns while looking over her shoulder at me. "I want it absolutely perfect for when they eat my ass."

I guide the razor carefully around her puckered entrance. The intimate nature of what I'm doing, preparing my wife's most private areas for other men's pleasure, sends waves of arousal and humiliation through me.

"Perfect," she sighs as I finish the last few strokes. "Now feel how smooth it is."

I run my fingers over her freshly shaved pussy and ass, marveling at how silky her skin feels. Not a trace of stubble remains anywhere.

"They're going to love this," I tell her honestly.

"I know," she purrs as she stands up and examines my work in the mirror. "Completely bare and ready to be destroyed by huge cocks."

The rest of Wednesday passes in a blur of sexual tension. Brooke spends the day touching herself constantly, running her fingers over her newly smooth pussy while describing what Marcus and Tyler are going to do to her.

"I wonder if they'll eat my pussy at the same time," she muses while we're having lunch. "Two tongues on my clit while I'm spread wide for them."

My fork clatters to my plate as my caged cock pulses desperately. "Jesus, Brooke."

"Or maybe they'll make me suck their huge cocks while they decide who gets which hole first," she continues as her hand slides under her skirt to touch herself. "God, I'm so fucking wet just thinking about it."

Thursday is even worse. She makes me feel her smooth pussy every few hours, making sure there's no stubble growing back.

"Check me again," she demands while lifting her skirt to show me her bare pussy. "I want to make sure I'm still perfectly smooth."

I run my fingers over her silky lips, confirming what we both already know. "Perfect. Completely smooth."

"Good," she says as she grinds against my hand. "Because tomorrow night, both those massive cocks are going to be all over this smooth pussy and ass."

Friday morning arrives with Brooke practically vibrating with anticipation. She can't sit still, constantly touching herself and talking about what's going to happen.

"I can't believe it's finally happening," she says with her hand already between her legs before she's even fully awake. "In less than twelve hours, I'm going to have two huge cocks in me at the same time."

My caged cock immediately responds to her words, straining painfully against the metal. "Are you nervous?"

"Nervous? I'm fucking dripping," she laughs while her fingers work over her smooth clit. "I've been fantasizing about this for days. Two huge cocks stretching me open while you watch with your small dick locked away."

She climbs out of bed and heads for the shower, but not before grinding her wet pussy against my cage one more time. "Tonight's going to change everything, honey. After they double penetrate me, I'll never be satisfied with just one cock again."

The rest of Friday drags by in agonizing anticipation. Every hour feels like an eternity. She keeps checking her phone, texting with Marcus and Tyler to confirm timing and details.

"They'll both be there at eight," she tells me around four o'clock with her eyes bright with excitement. "Marcus is getting us the same suite as before."

By six, she disappears upstairs to start getting ready. I hear the shower running for what feels like forever, then the blow dryer, then silence as she begins her preparation ritual.

When she finally emerges from our bedroom an hour later, my jaw drops. She's transformed herself into an absolute goddess. Her makeup is flawless, dark and smoky around her eyes with glossy lips that look made for sucking cock. Her hair falls in perfect waves over her shoulders.

But it's what she's wearing that makes my caged cock strain desperately against the metal. She's chosen a black lace bra that barely contains her perfect tits, the fabric so sheer I can see her nipples clearly. The matching thong is equally revealing, a tiny triangle of lace that disappears between her smooth ass cheeks.

"Holy fuck," I breathe, taking in every inch of her incredible body.

"You like?" she asks as she slowly turns so I can see her from every angle. The thong barely covers her freshly shaved pussy, and when she bends slightly, I can see her smooth asshole peeking out.

"You look incredible," I tell her honestly. "Marcus and Tyler are going to lose their minds."

She grins wickedly while running her hands over her tits. "That's the idea. I want them rock hard the moment they see me."

Moving to her perfume collection, she selects an expensive bottle I've only seen her use for special occasions. She sprays it on her wrists, behind her ears, and then lifts each leg to spray the inside of her thighs.

"I want to smell perfect," she explains as she catches my stare.

Next comes the stockings, sheer black thigh highs that make her legs look endless. She takes her time rolling them up, making sure the tops sit perfectly on her smooth thighs.

"These will look so good while wrapped around one of them while the other pounds my ass from behind," she purrs, adjusting the lace tops.

My cage is so tight now it's actually a bit painful. Watching her prepare herself for two other men while looking more beautiful than I've ever seen her is pure torture.

She selects a short black dress that hugs every curve perfectly. It's elegant enough for dinner but short enough that when she bends over, I catch glimpses of her lace covered ass.

"Perfect," she says while examining herself in the full length mirror. "Classy but fuckable."

Standing behind me, she presses her body against my back with her tits pushing into my shoulders as her hands slide around to cup my caged cock.

"You know what the best part is, honey?" she whispers in my ear.

"What?" I manage to croak.

"Tonight, after they fill my pussy and ass full of cum, I'm finally going to unlock this metal cage." Her fingers trace the metal bars as she speaks. "Two creampies, honey. That's all it takes for you to earn your freedom."

My knees nearly buckle at her words. After being locked up so long, of watching her cum harder with fake cocks than she ever did with my real one, I'm finally going to get released.

"Two loads of cum dripping from my holes," she continues as her grip tightens on the cage. "One thick cream leaking from my stretched pussy and second hot seed oozing from my gaping asshole. Once I'm properly filled and used, then you get to reclaim what's yours."

"Fuck yes," I breathe and my hips push forward into her grip.

"But first," she says and spins around to face me, "you have to watch me get absolutely destroyed by their huge cocks. You have to sit there with your dick locked away while they give me the fucking of my life."

She reaches into her purse and pulls out the small key to my cage, dangling it in front of my face before tucking it safely into her bra.

"This stays with me until they've both emptied their balls inside me," she says firmly. "No shortcuts, no early release. You earn your freedom by watching me get properly bred."

The word 'bred' sends a jolt through my caged cock. The thought of her taking load after load from superior men while I watch helplessly is both humiliating and incredibly arousing.

"Are you ready to watch your wife become a cum dump for huge cocks?" she asks while her hand still grips my cage.

"God yes," I admit without hesitation. "I want to see you take every drop they can give you."

"Such a good little cuck," she purrs and gives my cage one final squeeze before releasing it. "Now let's go. I have two massive cocks waiting to destroy my tight holes."

The drive to the hotel feels like the longest forty minutes of my life. Brooke settles into the passenger seat with her short dress riding up to reveal the lace tops of her stockings. Before I even pull out of the driveway, her hand slides over to grip my caged cock through my pants.

"Mmm, you're already straining against that metal," she purrs as her fingers trace the outline of the cage. "Getting excited thinking about what's going to happen to me tonight?"

I can barely focus on the road as she continues touching me with her hand alternating between gentle caresses and firm squeezes that make me gasp. The pressure against my trapped dick is maddening.

"Tell me what you're thinking about," she demands while her other hand slides up her own thigh to disappear under her dress. "What's making that cock so desperate in its cage?"

"I'm thinking about Marcus's huge dick stretching your pussy," I admit. "And Tyler's massive cock splitting your asshole open."

"Fuck yes," she moans, and I can hear the wet sounds of her fingers working between her legs. "Both their huge cocks using my tight holes at the same time."

She pulls her hand away from my cage long enough to lift her dress higher, giving me a clear view of her fingers sliding in and out of her soaking wet pussy. The tiny lace thong is pulled to the side.

"Look how wet I am already," she gasps as her fingers make obscene squelching sounds. "I'm absolutely dripping thinking about getting double penetrated."

My cage feels like it's cutting off circulation as my cock tries desperately to swell. The sight of her masturbating next to me while talking about other men's cocks is pure torture.

"I wonder who's going to be bigger tonight," she continues and adds a second finger to her pussy. "Marcus felt so thick last time, but Tyler's cock is just massive."

"Jesus, Brooke," I groan while gripping the steering wheel tighter.

"Maybe they'll make me choose who gets my pussy first," she pants while her thumb finds her clit. "Or maybe they'll just flip a coin to see who gets to stretch my asshole."

Her hand returns to my cage, squeezing and rubbing while she continues finger fucking herself. The dual stimulation of watching her pleasure herself and feeling her touch my trapped cock through the fabric is driving me insane.

"I can feel how desperate you are," she moans. "Your little dick is trying so hard to get hard in that cage. But it's going to stay locked up tight while real cocks use my holes."

Traffic slows ahead and I'm forced to stop at a red light. Brooke immediately takes advantage, leaning over to press her tits against my arm while her hand works more aggressively on my cage.

"When this light turns green, we'll be five minutes away from the hotel," she whispers in my ear. "Five minutes from me getting on my knees for two massive cocks."

The light changes and I accelerate with my hands shaking on the wheel. Brooke settles back into her seat but doesn't stop touching herself or groping my cage. If anything, she gets more aggressive.

"I'm going to suck them both at the same time," she pants with three fingers now pumping in and out of her dripping pussy. "One huge cock in my mouth while I stroke the other one. Getting them nice and hard so they can destroy my tight holes."

My breathing becomes ragged as we pull into the hotel parking lot. Brooke finally removes her fingers from her pussy, holding them up so I can see how wet they are.

"Look how ready I am," she says and brings her soaked fingers to her mouth and sucks them clean. "Perfectly wet and ready to be split open."

I park the car with trembling hands and my caged cock aches so badly I can barely walk. Brooke checks her makeup in the mirror, reapplies her lipgloss, and adjusts her tits in the lace bra.

"Time to go get fucked by some huge cocks," she announces while stepping out of the car.

I watch her walk toward the hotel entrance with her hips swaying hypnotically in those high heels. The short dress hugs her ass perfectly, and I can see the outline of her lace thong through the thin fabric. Every step she takes brings us closer to her getting completely destroyed by two massive dicks while I sit there helplessly caged.

The elevator ride to the suite feels endless. Brooke stands next to me, occasionally reaching over to squeeze my cage while humming softly to herself. She's practically glowing with anticipation.

"This is it," she says as we reach the right floor. "Marcus texted that they're both already here waiting for me."

We walk down the hallway with Brooke's heels clicking on the carpet. When we reach the door, she pauses and turns to me.

"Last chance to back out," she says, though her eyes are already bright with lust. "Once I knock on this door, I'm going to get fucked harder than ever before in my life."

"Do it," I tell her immediately. "I need to watch you get propery fucked."

She grins and knocks three times. The door opens almost immediately, revealing Marcus in nothing but a hotel bathrobe. His eyes immediately roam over Brooke's incredible body, taking in every curve displayed by the tight dress and lingerie.

"Fuck, you look amazing," he says and steps aside to let us in. "Tyler's going to lose his mind when he sees you."

Brooke doesn't hesitate. The moment we're inside, she walks straight toward the bedroom where I can hear Tyler's voice calling out a greeting. She doesn't look back, doesn't pause to kiss me goodbye or give any indication that I exist. Her focus is entirely on the two massive cocks waiting to claim her.

I follow behind with my caged dick throbbing as I watch her ass sway in that tiny dress. In just minutes, that perfect body is going to be stretched and filled by two superior men while I sit there locked up and helpless.

When we enter the bedroom, Tyler is already naked with his enormous cock standing at full attention. The sight of it makes my cage feel impossibly tight as I remember how that monster stretched Brooke's asshole just weeks ago.

"There's my favorite little slut," Tyler grins as his eyes drink in every inch of Brooke's body. "Ready to take two cocks at once?"

"I've been thinking about nothing else for days," Brooke purrs, already reaching behind her back to unzip her dress. "I need both your huge dicks inside me right now."

Before her dress even hits the floor, both men move toward her with hungry eyes. Marcus's hands immediately go to her shoulders, sliding the thin straps down her arms, while Tyler grabs the hem and pulls the dress down over her hips. The black fabric pools at her feet, leaving her standing there in just the sheer lace bra, tiny thong, and those incredible thigh-high stockings.

"Perfect," Marcus growls and his hands start to roam over her nearly naked body. "Leave everything else on. You look fucking incredible like this."

Tyler nods in agreement and his massive cock is already twitching as he drinks in the sight of her. "Those stockings and that little thong are staying right where they are."

Brooke doesn't waste any time. She drops to her knees right there between them, her eyes level with their enormous cocks. Both men are already rock hard with their thick shafts jutting out proudly as she kneels in her lingerie.

"Honey," she calls over to me without taking her eyes off their dicks, "go sit in that chair in the corner. And show them what you're wearing under those pants."

My face burns as I realize what she wants me to do. With shaking hands, I move to the chair she's indicated and slowly unbuckle my belt. Both men watch with amusement as I lower my pants, revealing the metal cage locked around my cock and balls.

Tyler immediately smiles. "Holy shit, look at that thing! That was a brilliant fucking idea, caging his small dick. Especially after he couldn't control himself last time and came all over himself like a horny teenager."

"Damn right," Marcus agrees. "Look at you, man. You're a certified cuck now. I have to say, I'm grateful as hell that you prepared your wife for us like this."

My trapped dick pulses against the metal as both men praise my submission. The humiliation of being called a certified cuck while they stand there with their massive cocks out makes my cage feel impossibly tight.

"That's exactly what he is," Brooke purrs as she finally wraps her hands around both their thick shafts. "My perfect little caged cuck who knows his place."

I watch from the corner as she starts stroking both their cocks slowly, her small hands looking tiny wrapped around their enormous girths. The sight makes my balls ache.

"God, these cocks are so fucking massive," she moans as she pumps her fists up and down their shafts. "Tyler, your dick is even thicker than I remembered. And Marcus, fuck, you're so long and hard."

Both men groan at her words, their hips pushing forward into her stroking hands. She alternates her attention, sometimes jerking them both at the same time, sometimes focusing on one while the other watches.

"Look how tiny my hands look wrapped around these huge cocks," she continues. "My husband's little dick could never compare to either one of these monsters."

Tyler reaches down to cup her face. "That's because these are real cocks, honey. Built for stretching tight holes and filling sluts like you with cum."

"Exactly what I need," she gasps and leans forward to run her tongue along Tyler's shaft while still stroking Marcus. "Two perfect cocks to destroy my holes while my cuck husband watches from his corner."

Marcus threads his fingers through her hair, guiding her mouth toward his dick. "Show us how much you appreciate having real men to fuck you properly."

She opens her mouth eagerly, taking Marcus's thick head between her lips while her hand continues working Tyler's massive shaft. The wet sounds of her sucking fill the room as she worships his cock with her mouth.

"That's it, suck that big dick," Marcus groans. "Show your husband how a real cock deserves to be treated."

I sit there in the corner, my caged cock straining desperately against the metal as I watch my wife service two superior cocks. She looks absolutely perfect on her knees in that lingerie and with her mouth stretched around Marcus's thick shaft while her hand pumps Tyler's enormous cock.

After a few minutes, she switches, taking Tyler's massive head into her mouth while stroking Marcus with her free hand. Her jaw stretches wide to accommodate his girth, but she takes him eagerly, moaning around his cock as she sucks.

"Fuck, your mouth feels incredible," Tyler pants as his hips rock forward gently. "So much better than last time when you were nervous. Now you're just a hungry little cock slut."

She pulls off his dick long enough to speak, her lips shiny with saliva. "I've been dreaming about having both these massive cocks in my mouth for weeks. My pussy gets so wet thinking about how you're going to stretch me open."

"We're going to do more than stretch you," Marcus promises. "We're going to split you wide open and fill every hole with our cum."

Brooke moans at his words, diving back onto his cock while jerking Tyler faster. Her technique is incredible, alternating between deep sucking and long licks along their shafts. She's worshipping both their cocks like they're precious treasures.

"Look at your wife," Tyler calls over to me. "Look how much she loves having real cocks to play with. This is what she's been missing all these years married to your dick."

My cage throbs painfully as his words hit home. He's absolutely right. I've never seen Brooke this enthusiastic, this hungry for cock. She's attacking both their dicks like she's been starving for them.

After several more minutes of her incredible oral worship, both men pull away from her mouth, their massive cocks glistening with her saliva.

"Enough of that," Tyler says. "We need to explore this gorgeous body properly."

Marcus nods in agreement, reaching down to help Brooke to her feet. "Stand up, baby. We want to touch every inch of you before we fuck you senseless."

She rises gracefully, her lipgloss smeared and her hair slightly mussed from their hands. Both men immediately move in closer, their hands roaming over her lingerie-clad body with obvious hunger.

Marcus's large hands slide up her sides, cupping her lace-covered tits while Tyler's fingers trace along her flat stomach. They're exploring her like she's a precious work of art.

"Fuck, your skin is so soft," Marcus groans as his thumbs brushes over her nipples through the sheer lace. "And these tits are absolutely perfect."

Tyler's hands move lower to grip her hips before sliding around to cup her ass through the tiny thong. "This ass feels incredible. So firm and round."

They continue their exploration, four hands roaming everywhere at once. Marcus traces her collarbone while Tyler runs his fingers along her thighs above the stockings. They touch her belly, her back, her shoulders, mapping every curve and valley of her body.

"Let's see what's under this little thong," Tyler says and hooks his fingers into the thin fabric at her hips.

He slowly pulls the lace down, revealing her completely smooth pussy. Both men immediately notice how perfectly bare she is, not a trace of stubble anywhere.

"Holy shit," Marcus breathes as his fingers trail over her silky mound. "You're completely smooth. This feels incredible."

Tyler's hand joins Marcus's, both of them stroking her hairless pussy lips with obvious appreciation. "This is perfect. So fucking smooth and soft."

"Turn around," Marcus commands gently. "Let us see that ass."

Brooke complies, turning to face me in my corner chair. The sight of both their hands on her smooth pussy makes my caged cock throb desperately. Now they can see her perfectly shaved asshole as well.

"Jesus Christ," Tyler says as his finger traces around her tight back entrance. "Your asshole is just as smooth."

"This must have taken forever to get this perfect," Marcus adds as his own finger joins Tyler's in exploring her hairless crack. "Every inch is like silk."

Brooke glances over at me with a proud smile. "Actually, my husband did all the shaving for me. I wanted to be perfectly smooth for you both, so he spent hours making sure every hair was gone."

Both men turn to look at me sitting caged in the corner, their expressions shifting to appreciation and amusement.

"No shit?" Tyler grins while his finger is still circling her smooth asshole. "Your cuck husband prepared you for us? Shaved this pussy and ass so they'd be perfect for our cocks?"

"Every inch," Brooke confirms and arches her back to give them better access. "He wanted to make sure I was absolutely perfect for you both."

Marcus looks directly at me, his hand still cupping her bare pussy. "Damn, man. Thanks for preparing your wife so perfectly for us. This smooth pussy is going to feel incredible wrapped around my cock."

"And this tight asshole," Tyler adds, pressing his finger slightly against her entrance, "is going to grip my dick so fucking good without any hair in the way."

My face burns with humiliation and arousal as both men thank me for grooming my wife for their pleasure. My trapped cock pulses against the cage as I watch their hands continue exploring the body I prepared for them.

"You did good work," Marcus says to me with genuine appreciation. "She's absolutely perfect. Smooth as silk everywhere we're going to put our cocks."

"Let's move this to the bed," Marcus suggests while his hands still roam over Brooke's flawless skin. "I want to get a much closer look at this perfect pussy and asshole your husband prepared for us."

Tyler immediately agrees. "Good idea. I want to really examine what we're working with here."

They guide Brooke toward the king-sized bed, their hands never leaving her body. Marcus lies down on his back with his enormous erection standing straight up like a tower.

"Brooke, baby," Marcus says while patting the space between his legs, "come get between my thighs and show me how much you love this big cock. But keep that perfect ass up in the air so Tyler can get a real good look at what your husband prepared for us."

My wife immediately crawls onto the bed, positioning herself on her hands and knees between Marcus's spread legs. Her mouth hovers over his massive shaft while her ass stays lifted high, giving Tyler perfect access to both her holes. The sight makes my caged cock pulse desperately against the metal bars.

Tyler doesn't waste a second. He moves behind her with his hands immediately going to her ass cheeks to spread them wide apart. "Holy fuck, look at this," he breathes while staring at her completely smooth pussy and asshole. "Your husband did incredible work back here."

Brooke takes Marcus's thick cock head into her mouth just as Tyler's face disappears between her spread cheeks. I watch from my corner chair as Tyler's tongue makes contact with her pussy, causing her to moan around Marcus's dick.

"Oh shit," Marcus groans and his hands tangles in her hair as she sucks him. "She just moaned on my cock when you started licking her."

Tyler pulls back just long enough to speak. "This smooth pussy tastes fucking incredible. Not a single hair to get in the way." Then he dives right back in with his tongue working over her dripping lips with obvious hunger.

I grip the arms of my chair tighter with my knuckles turning white as I watch another man eat my wife's pussy while she sucks a massive cock. My own dick strains uselessly in its metal prison, desperate to touch itself but completely unable to.

Tyler's exploration becomes more aggressive, his tongue sliding from her pussy up to her tight asshole. Brooke's whole body shudders at the contact and her mouth pulls off Marcus's cock as she cries out.

"Oh fuck yes, lick my asshole," she gasps before diving back onto Marcus's shaft.

"This tight little hole is perfect too," Tyler growls against her ass. "Smooth as silk and so fucking tight. I can't wait to stretch it open with my cock."

He alternates between her holes with his tongue working over her pussy before trailing up to circle her asshole. Then he pushes his tongue inside her tight back entrance, making her scream around Marcus's dick.

"Jesus Christ, Tyler," Marcus pants and his hips buckle up into her mouth. "Whatever you're doing back there is driving her wild."

Tyler pulls his face away from her ass with his chin glistening with her juices. "I'm just getting her ready," he says as he brings his fingers to her dripping pussy. "But I think she needs to be opened up a little more."

I watch in tortured arousal as Tyler slides two thick fingers into her soaking wet pussy, pumping them in and out while his thumb circles her asshole. Brooke's moans vibrate around Marcus's cock as Tyler works her holes.

"That's it, honey," Tyler encourages as his fingers move faster. "Get nice and wet for our big cocks. I want this pussy dripping when I slide inside."

My caged cock throbs painfully as I watch Tyler add a third finger to her pussy to stretch her wider. The wet sounds of his digits pumping in and out mix with her muffled moans as she continues sucking Marcus.

"Now for this tight asshole," Tyler says and presses his thumb against her back entrance. "Let's see how ready you are for a real cock back here."

He pushes his thumb inside her ass, making her entire body tense up. But instead of pulling away, she pushes back against his hand, clearly wanting more.

"Fuck yes, she's taking my thumb so easily," Tyler announces as he works his finger deeper into her ass while his other fingers continue pounding her pussy. "This asshole is going to feel incredible wrapped around my cock."

I'm going insane watching this display, my hands gripping the chair arms so tight I'm sure I'll leave marks. Every instinct screams at me to touch my cock, to stroke myself while watching my wife get her holes prepared by another man, but the cage makes it impossible.

Tyler pulls away from Brooke's ass, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "Alright, I need some lube for this tight asshole," he says while looking around the room. "I want to get her properly opened up before I fuck her back there."

Marcus grins while his hands are still gripping Brooke's hair as she continues working his massive cock. "Actually, you know what? I think our cuck friend over there should handle that for us. He prepared her so perfectly until now, shaving every inch smooth. He should finish the job by getting her asshole ready for your huge cock."

My heart pounds as both men turn to look at me in my corner chair and my caged dick immediately strains against the metal at the suggestion. Tyler's face lights up with wicked amusement.

"That's a fucking brilliant idea," Tyler says and reaches for the bottle of lube on the nightstand and tosses it to me. "Come here, cuck. Show us how well you can prepare your wife's tight asshole for my massive cock."

I catch the bottle with shaking hands, my legs trembling as I stand up from the chair. My caged cock throbs desperately as I walk toward the bed where my wife is still sucking Marcus while presenting her perfect ass to Tyler.

"Get behind her," Tyler commands and moves aside to give me access. "I want to watch you lube up that tight hole for me. Get it nice and slippery so my cock can slide in deep."

I kneel behind Brooke on the bed, my face burning with humiliation and arousal. Her perfectly smooth asshole is right in front of me, the tight pink ring clenching slightly as she feels my presence behind her.

"That's it," Marcus encourages from below. "Prepare your wife's ass for a real cock. Get her ready to be stretched open."

I squeeze a generous amount of lube onto my fingers. My caged cock pulses as I bring my hand toward her asshole, knowing I'm about to prepare my wife for another man's pleasure.

"Don't be shy," Tyler growls while watching my every movement. "Really work that lube in there. I want her asshole completely ready for my massive dick."

I press my lubed finger against her tight entrance, feeling the muscle resist before slowly giving way. Brooke moans around Marcus's cock as I slide inside her ass, her body tensing at the intimate invasion.

"More lube," Tyler instructs. "And use more fingers. My cock is fucking huge and I want to make sure she can take every inch."

I add more lube, coating my fingers thoroughly before working a second digit into her tight hole. The sensation of her asshole gripping my fingers while knowing Tyler's massive cock will soon replace them makes my cage feel impossibly tight.

"Perfect," Tyler says with obvious satisfaction, his hand stroking his enormous shaft as he watches me work. "Look how well your cuck husband is preparing you for me, honey. Getting your tight asshole nice and ready for a real cock."

Brooke pulls off Marcus's dick long enough to look back at me. "That feels so good, honey. Make sure I'm perfectly ready for Tyler's huge cock. I want to be able to take every thick inch in my ass."

I work a third finger into her stretched hole, pumping them in and out while adding more lube. Her asshole is becoming more relaxed, opening up beautifully under my careful preparation.

"She's almost ready," I tell Tyler as I watch my fingers disappear into my wife's ass. "Her hole is getting nice and loose."

"Excellent work," Tyler says and moves closer to examine my progress.

"Now let me show you how a real cock stretches your wife," Tyler declares and positions himself behind Brooke as I move aside. He grips his massive shaft and guides it toward her dripping pussy, the thick head pressing against her slick entrance.

"Oh fuck," Brooke gasps around Marcus's cock as Tyler begins pushing inside her. "Oh my god, you're so fucking big."

I watch in agonized fascination as Tyler's enormous dick slowly disappears first into my wife's pussy, her lips stretching impossibly wide around his girth. He moves deliberately slow, teasing her with just the head before pulling back, then pushing deeper with each thrust.

"Jesus Christ," Tyler groans, his hands gripping her hips as he works more of his cock inside her. "Your pussy feels incredible. So tight and wet."

Brooke's moans vibrate around Marcus's cock, but her sounds are becoming more desperate as Tyler continues his slow penetration. "It's so much bigger than the dildo," she pants when Marcus pulls out of her mouth. "You're stretching me so wide."

"That's because this is a real cock," Tyler growls, pushing deeper. "Not some fake toy. This is what your pussy was made for."

Marcus grabs her hair more firmly and guides her mouth back to his shaft. "Keep sucking while Tyler opens you up," he commands. "I want to feel you moan on my dick while you get stretched."

What I'm witnessing transforms before my eyes. Marcus starts thrusting up into her mouth more aggressively, his hips pumping as he begins facefucking her while Tyler continues his slow, torturous entry into her pussy. Brooke is caught between them, taking both their massive cocks from different angles.

"Look at our perfect little slut," Marcus groans while his grip tightens in her hair as he fucks her mouth deeper. "Taking two huge cocks like she was born for it."

"Best fucking cumdumpster I've ever had," Tyler agrees as he finally bottoms out inside her pussy. "So tight and wet, gripping my cock like a vice."

Their words seem to send Brooke into some kind of trance. Her entire body relaxes as she surrenders completely to their use, her mouth opening wider for Marcus while her pussy pulses around Tyler's massive shaft. She's lost in the sensation of being filled by two superior cocks.

"That's it, honey," Tyler encourages and starts to pump his hips faster. "Just let us use these perfect holes. You don't have to think about anything except taking our big cocks."

Marcus nods in agreement and his thrusts become more aggressive as he fucks her face. "Such a good little slut. Your mouth feels incredible wrapped around my dick."

I sit back in my corner chair with my caged cock throbbing painfully as I watch my wife get used by both men simultaneously. She looks absolutely blissful, completely surrendered to their pleasure as they praise her for being such a perfect cumdumpster.

"You know what?" Marcus says, his voice strained with arousal as he continues facefucking her. "I want to try those tight holes too.”

Tyler pulls his cock out of Brooke's stretched pussy, his massive shaft glistening with her juices. "Let's switch this up," he declares. "I want to watch her ride you while she sucks my cock clean."

Marcus immediately nods and slides out from under Brooke's mouth. "Fuck yes, let's get her turned around."

Without any gentleness, both men grab Brooke's arms and hips, manhandling her into a new position. They flip her around so she's facing Tyler while positioned over Marcus's prone body, her back arched and ass presented perfectly to Marcus below.

"Perfect," Marcus growls from beneath her with his hands gripping her thighs as he stares up at her dripping pussy and stretched asshole. "Now I've got two perfect holes to choose from. Which one should I wreck first?"

Brooke immediately leans forward and takes Tyler's massive cock into her mouth, moaning as she tastes her own pussy juices coating his shaft. "Mmm, I taste so good on your huge dick," she purrs between licks while her tongue works over every inch of his glistening length.

Marcus positions himself beneath her, his thick cockhead pressing against her soaking wet pussy lips. "I think I'll start with this tight cunt," he decides, teasing her entrance with just the tip. "Feel how fucking wet you are from Tyler's cock."

He pushes forward slowly, deliberately, making her feel every thick inch as he penetrates her stretched hole. But just when she thinks he's going to be gentle, Marcus suddenly grabs her hips and slams her down onto his entire length, impaling her completely on his massive shaft.

"OH FUCK!" Brooke screams around Tyler's cock, her body going rigid as Marcus's dick fills her pussy balls deep in one brutal thrust. She gasps for air, her mouth pulling off Tyler's shaft as she struggles to process the sudden invasion.

"That's it, take every fucking inch," Marcus groans from below, his hands digging into her thighs as he holds her down on his cock. "Feel how deep I am inside your tight cunt."

Tyler grabs her hair and guides her mouth back to his dick. "Don't stop sucking just because you're getting stuffed full of cock," he commands. "Show me how good you are at multitasking."

My caged cock throbs desperately as I watch my wife struggle to service Tyler's massive shaft while Marcus's thick dick stretches her pussy to its limits. She's completely overwhelmed by the sensation of being filled so completely while trying to pleasure another huge cock with her mouth.

"Ride that dick," Marcus orders while his hands move to her ass cheeks to help guide her movements. "I want to feel this tight pussy gripping my cock while you bounce on it."

Brooke starts moving her hips, lifting herself up until just Marcus's thick head remains inside her before dropping back down to take his full length. The wet sounds of her pussy sliding over his shaft mix with her muffled moans as she continues worshipping Tyler's cock.

"Look at our perfect little slut," Tyler groans, his grip tightening in her hair as he watches her ride Marcus while sucking him. "Taking two massive cocks like the hungry cumdumpster she is."

But as I watch from my corner chair, I can see Brooke struggling to maintain her rhythm. She's having difficulty coordinating riding Marcus's massive cock while trying to properly service Tyler's shaft with her mouth. Her movements become jerky and uneven as she attempts to focus on both tasks simultaneously.

"This isn't working," Marcus grunts from beneath her as his hands grip her hips while her riding becomes more erratic. "You can't concentrate on sucking cock while bouncing on my dick."

Tyler nods in agreement, pulling his wet shaft from her mouth. "She's getting sloppy with both. We need a better position."

Marcus suddenly lifts Brooke off his cock, her pussy making a wet sucking sound as his thick shaft slides out completely. She whimpers at the sudden emptiness, her hole gaping slightly from being stretched so wide.

"I've got an idea," Marcus says, his voice thick with lust as he repositions himself behind her. Instead of sliding back into her pussy, he grips his massive cock and presses the thick head directly against her lubricated asshole.

"Oh fuck," he groans, his cockhead pushing against her tight ring. "I've been wanting to wreck this perfect asshole since the moment I saw it. Last time I only got your pussy, but tonight this tight hole is mine."

My caged cock pulses desperately as I realize what's about to happen. Marcus is going to claim my wife's ass, stretching her back entrance around his massive shaft while I sit here completely helpless.

"Yes," Brooke gasps, pushing back against his cockhead. "I want you in my ass, Marcus. I need to feel your huge cock stretching my tight hole."

Marcus doesn't waste any time. He grabs her hips firmly and starts pushing forward, his thick head slowly forcing her asshole to open around his girth.

"Holy shit, this asshole is incredible," Marcus groans as more of his length disappears inside her. "So fucking tight and warm. Your husband really prepared you perfectly for this."

Tyler positions himself in front of her face again, his wet cock pressing against her lips. "Now you can focus on sucking my dick properly while Marcus destroys that tight ass."

I watch in tortured arousal as both men find their rhythm, Marcus slowly working more of his massive cock into her stretched asshole while Tyler feeds his shaft into her eager mouth. The sounds of her muffled moans and wet sucking fill the room as she gets used from both ends.

"Holy shit, this asshole is incredible," Marcus groans as more of his length disappears inside her. "So fucking tight and warm. Your husband really prepared you perfectly for this."

Tyler positions himself in front of her face again, his wet cock pressing against her lips. "Now you can focus on sucking my dick properly while Marcus destroys that tight ass."

I watch in tortured arousal as both men find their rhythm, Marcus slowly working more of his massive cock into her stretched asshole while Tyler feeds his shaft into her eager mouth. The sounds of her muffled moans and wet sucking fill the room as she gets used from both ends.

After several minutes of this intense double penetration from opposite ends, Brooke pulls her mouth off Tyler's cock, gasping for air. Her face is flushed and her eyes are wild with lust as she looks between both men.

"I need more," she pants desperately. "I want both your huge cocks inside me at the same time. Please, I'm begging you. I need to feel both these massive dicks stretching my holes together."

Marcus pauses his thrusting while his cock is buried deep in her ass. "You want us both inside you at once? Are you sure you can handle that much cock?"

"Are you ready to get totally stretched and used like a complete whore?" Tyler asks, stroking his massive shaft as he stares down at her desperate face.

"Yes!" Brooke cries out immediately. "I love being a whore for both of you. I want to be your perfect little slut, taking both your huge cocks until I'm completely destroyed."

She suddenly turns to look at me in my corner chair. "Honey, would you love to see that too? Would you love watching me get properly fucked and stretched out by both these massive cocks at the same time?"

My caged dick throbs so hard against the metal that I gasp. The shame of admitting what I want wars with my desperate arousal, but her hungry stare demands an answer.

"Yes," I whisper. "I would love to see you properly fucked and stretched out. I want to watch both their huge cocks destroy your holes."

Tyler grins wickedly at my confession before looking at Marcus. "You heard the man. Let's give his wife exactly what she's begging for."

"Fuck yes," Marcus agrees as he slowly pulls his cock from her stretched asshole. "But I'm not giving up this incredible ass. I want to keep fucking this tight hole."

Tyler nods and moves toward the bed. "Perfect. I'll lay down and she can ride my cock while you fuck her ass from behind. That way I get her tight pussy and you get to keep destroying that perfect asshole."

My heart pounds as Tyler lies down on his back and with his enormous cock standing straight up like a tower. Marcus helps position Brooke over Tyler's shaft, her dripping pussy hovering just above his thick head.

"Lower yourself down slowly," Tyler instructs. "Take every fucking inch of my cock in that tight cunt."

Brooke begins sinking down onto Tyler's massive shaft and her pussy lips stretch impossibly wide around his girth. She moans loudly as more of his length disappears inside her, her face contorting with the intense sensation of being filled so completely.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," she gasps as Tyler's cock reaches deeper than ever before. "You're so deep inside my pussy. I can feel you in my stomach."

When she's finally seated fully on Tyler's shaft, Marcus positions himself behind her again. His cock, still slick with lube and her ass juices, presses against her stretched asshole once more.

"Here comes the real stretch," Marcus warns while pushing his thick head against her tight ring. "Both our cocks are about to destroy your holes completely."

I grip the arms of my chair as Marcus begins pushing into her ass while Tyler's massive cock fills her pussy. The sight of both enormous shafts stretching my wife's holes simultaneously makes my caged dick leak precum steadily.

"HOLY FUCK!" Brooke screams as Marcus's cock slides deeper into her ass as the sensation of being double penetrated overwhelms her completely. "Both your huge cocks are splitting me open! I'm so fucking full!"

The men start moving together, Tyler thrusting up into her pussy while Marcus pounds her ass from behind. Brooke is caught between them, completely at their mercy as both massive cocks use her holes relentlessly.

"Look at our perfect little whore," Tyler groans while his hands grip her bouncing tits as he fucks up into her. "Taking two huge cocks like she was born for it."

"Best fucking cumdumpster ever," Marcus agrees while his thrusts become more aggressive as her ass adjusts to his massive girth. "These holes were made for big cocks, not that pathetic thing your husband has locked away."

I watch in agonized fascination as both men establish a rhythm. Brooke's moans become constant, her voice hoarse from screaming as she experiences the most intense fucking of her life.

"I'm your whore," she gasps between thrusts while her body bounces between both men. "Use me however you want. Destroy my holes with your massive cocks."

The wet sounds of both cocks sliding in and out of her holes mix with her desperate moans, creating an obscene symphony that makes my trapped dick throb desperately. She's completely lost in the sensation with her eyes rolled back as both men use her body for their pleasure.

"She's getting close," Tyler pants as he start to feel her pussy contracting around his shaft. "I can feel her cunt getting tighter."

"Her ass is gripping my cock like a fucking vice," Marcus adds and his thrusts become more erratic. "She's about to cum all over both our dicks."

Brooke's entire body goes rigid between them as her orgasm approaches. "I'm gonna cum!" she wails with a voice reaching a pitch I've never heard before. "Both your huge cocks are making me cum so fucking hard!"

When her climax hits, it's like nothing I've ever witnessed. She screams so loud the neighbors must hear her. Her body convulses as both massive cocks continue pounding her through the intense orgasm.

"That's it, cum on our big dicks," Tyler growls and his thrusts also become more desperate as her pussy milks his shaft. "Show your cuck husband how real cocks make you cum."

Her orgasm seems to trigger something primal in both men. They pound into her even harder, their massive cocks stretching her holes to the absolute limit as she convulses between them. The sight is incredible and overwhelming as my wife is completely lost in ecstasy, taking two huge dicks like she was born for it.

"Oh god, this feels so fucking good," Brooke moans as her climax subsides, her body still trembles from the intensity. "Both your massive cocks filling me up. It's like a dream come true having these two perfect dicks inside me."

She looks absolutely blissful, her face glowing with satisfaction as Tyler and Marcus continue their relentless rhythm. Her tits bounce with each thrust, and I can see the pure joy on her face as she experiences what she's been craving for weeks.

"Honey," she calls out to me. "Come closer. I need you right here."

My heart pounds as I stand up from the chair, my legs shaky as I approach the bed where my wife is being double penetrated by two massive cocks. The cage between my legs feels impossibly tight as I get closer to the incredible scene.

"Right here," she gasps, reaching out toward me as both men continue pounding her holes. "I want to touch your caged cock while these huge dicks destroy me."

I move to the side of the bed, close enough that she can reach me without interfering with Marcus and Tyler's rhythm. The moment I'm within range, her hand shoots out and grabs my metal cage, her fingers wrapping around the steel bars.

"Fuck yes," she moans and her grip tightens on my prison as Tyler's cock hits deep in her pussy. "I love feeling your trapped dick while these huge cocks stretch me open."

The sensation of her hand on my cage while she's being fucked by two other men is indescribable. My cock strains desperately against the metal, trying to swell but completely contained by the steel bars. I can feel precum leaking steadily, coating the inside of the cage and making everything slippery.

"Look how wet your little caged cock is getting," she pants as her thumb rubs over the metal where precum is seeping through. "You're leaking so much watching me get properly fucked."

I look down and see she's right. My trapped dick is producing so much precum that it's visible through the cage bars, creating damp spots that gleam in the light. The evidence of my desperate arousal is impossible to hide.

"Don't you dare cum," she commands while her grip on my cage becomes firmer as both men continue their relentless assault on her holes. "You have to wait. You have to claim me later when they finish filling me with their loads."

"I won't," I gasp, my voice strained as she continues playing with my cage. "I'll wait."

"Good boy," she purrs as her hand works over the metal bars as Marcus and Tyler fuck her even harder. "Because after they pump both my holes full of cum, then you get your reward. Then you get to add your small load to the mess they've made of me."

Her words make my caged cock pulse violently, more precum leaking through the steel as I imagine reclaiming her stretched, cum-filled holes. The combination of her hand on my cage and the sight of her being destroyed by two massive cocks has me right on the edge, but I force myself to hold back.

"That's it," Tyler groans from below while his thrusts become more erratic. "Keep playing with his caged dick while we wreck your holes. Show him what real cocks can do to his wife."

"He's so fucking hard in that cage," Brooke moans while her fingers explore every inch of the metal prison. "Desperate to touch himself but completely helpless. Just like a good cuck should be."

Marcus's breathing becomes more labored as he pounds her ass from behind. "I'm getting close," he warns and grips her hips tighter. "This tight asshole is going to make me blow my load soon."

"Me too," Tyler pants as his upward thrusts become more desperate. "Her pussy is milking my cock so fucking good."

Brooke's hand tightens on my cage as she feels both men approaching their climax. "Yes, fill me up," she begs and her voice becomes more frantic. "I want both your loads inside me. Pump me full of your hot cum."

Marcus suddenly growls deep in his throat and his hands dig into her hips as his entire body goes rigid. "Fuck, I'm cumming!" he roars while his massive cock pulses as he starts unloading inside her stretched asshole.

I watch Brooke's face transform with pure bliss as she feels the warm flood of cum pumping into her ass. "Oh god yes!" she screams and grips my cage even tighter. "I can feel your hot load shooting deep in my asshole! Fill me up with all that thick cum!"

The sight of Marcus climaxing in my wife's ass pushes Tyler completely over the edge. His eyes roll back as he feels her pussy contracting around his shaft while Marcus empties his balls above.

"Shit, I can't hold back!" Tyler grunts and his hips buckle wildly as his own orgasm hits. "Your tight cunt is milking every drop out of me!"

Brooke goes absolutely wild as both massive cocks pulse inside her simultaneously, pumping load after load of hot cum into her stretched holes. "YES! Both of you fill me completely!" she wails while her entire body is shaking between them. "I love feeling both your huge cocks breeding me! Pump me full of your seed!"

I can see Marcus's cum already starting to leak from her stuffed asshole, the white fluid oozing out around his thick shaft as he continues pumping more inside her. There's so much cum that her hole can't contain it all so streams of it run down over Tyler's balls below.

"So much fucking cum," she pants with a voice drunk from pleasure as both men continue emptying themselves inside her. "I can feel every pulse, every hot spurt filling my holes. This is what I needed, two huge cocks breeding me like a perfect little slut."

Marcus finally stops cumming and slowly pulls his softening cock from her gaping asshole. The moment his thick shaft slides out completely, her stretched hole stays open and gapes obscenely as his thick load starts pouring out.

"Oh no!" Brooke laughs breathlessly while looking back at her gaping ass. "I already miss having a cock in my asshole!"

Tyler chuckles from beneath her with his own cock still buried in her cum-filled pussy. "Don't worry honey, there's plenty more where that came from."

I stare in fascination at her destroyed asshole, watching Marcus's thick cum ooze steadily from the gaping hole. She's never looked more beautiful or more thoroughly used as both loads of cum leak from her stretched holes.

"Look at all that cum," she purrs and reaches back to feel the warm fluid dripping from her ass. "So much thick seed pumped deep inside me. I feel so full and satisfied."

My caged cock throbs desperately as I watch her play with the cum leaking from her holes, her fingers scooping up the white fluid and bringing it to her mouth to taste.

"Mmm, so good," she moans as she licks Marcus's cum from her fingers. "I love tasting the loads that just bred my tight holes."

Watching my wife get thoroughly bred by these two massive cocks is absolutely incredible. This is exactly what I've been craving, seeing her completely filled and satisfied by superior cocks while my dick stays locked away. The sight of all that thick cum pumping into her holes tells me I'm finally going to get my reward soon.

Tyler grips Brooke's hips and slowly lifts her off his softening cock. As his thick shaft slides out of her pussy even more cum immediately starts trickling out of her stretched hole, joining the mess already coating the sheets.

"Damn, that was incredible," Tyler says while breathing heavily as he admires the cum leaking from both her holes. "You were a perfect little cum deposit tonight, baby. Such a good fuck."

He stands up from the bed with his semi-hard cock glistening with their combined juices. "We're done with you for today," he tells her with obvious satisfaction. "You took both our loads like a champion."

Tyler heads straight for the bathroom while I watch Marcus grab some tissues from the nightstand, casually wiping himself clean. The sheets beneath Brooke are absolutely soaked with cum and dark wet spots are spreading across the white fabric.

"Baby," Brooke calls to me, her voice still breathless from the intense fucking. "Come closer. It's finally time."

My heart pounds as I approach the bed where she's lying in the puddle of cum and with her holes still leaking the massive loads both men pumped into her. She reaches between her tits and pulls out the small key to my cage, holding it up with a triumphant smile.

"You've been such a good cuck tonight," she purrs. "Now you get your reward."

I can barely contain my excitement as she reaches for my cage. The click of it opening is the most beautiful sound I've ever heard. After so many time of being trapped, my cock is finally going to be free.

She carefully removes the metal cage and my half-hard dick springs out with obvious relief. The feeling is strange after being contained for so long. Precum has been leaking steadily, coating my shaft and making everything slippery.

"Look at this beautiful cock," Brooke says with genuine happiness and her fingers immediately wrap around my freed shaft. "It's much smaller but I missed seeing it hard and ready."

Her touch feels incredible after being denied for so long. She starts stroking me slowly, her hand working over the precum-slicked head as my dick responds eagerly to her attention. The sensation is overwhelming, almost too intense after so long of being unable to get fully hard.

"That's it, get nice and hard for me," she encourages as her grip tightens while blood flows back into my cock properly. "I want to feel this dick inside me right now."

My shaft swells quickly under her skilled touch, growing harder than it's been in weeks. The moment I'm fully erect, every instinct screams at me to get inside her immediately. I need to reclaim what's mine, to add my load to the mess those massive cocks made of her holes.

"I need to fuck you right now," I tell her urgently. "I can't wait another second."

"Then don't wait," she says while lying back on the cum-soaked sheets and spreading her legs wide. "Come claim your messy wife."

I position myself between her thighs, staring down at her destroyed holes still leaking thick streams of cum. Her pussy is gaping slightly from Tyler's massive cock, and her asshole is still leaking from Marcus's brutal pounding. Both holes are absolutely flooded with their seed.

My fingers immediately go to her cum-filled pussy, scooping up some of the thick white fluid that's oozing out. The mixture of her juices and Tyler's load coats my fingers as I bring them toward her mouth.

"Feed me their cum," she moans while opening her lips eagerly. "I want to taste what they pumped into me."

I slide my cum-covered fingers into her mouth, watching her suck them clean with obvious pleasure. Her tongue works over each finger, savoring the combined flavor of both men's loads.

"Mmm, so good," she purrs with her eyes rolled back as she tastes their seed. "I love the way their cum mixes together in my holes."

Marcus is still in the room, getting dressed but clearly watching our interaction with interest. The sight of him observing while I reclaim my cum-filled wife adds another layer of humiliation and arousal to the moment.

I scoop up more of the leaking cum, this time from her gaping asshole where Marcus's thick load continues to ooze out. The white fluid is even thicker here, coating my fingers heavily as I bring it to her waiting mouth.

"Yes, feed me Marcus's cum too," she begs and sucks my fingers even more eagerly. "I want to taste both their loads while you get ready to add yours."

The sight of her hungrily devouring their cum while my freed cock throbs between her legs is almost enough to make me explode right there. But I force myself to hold back, knowing I need to get inside her first, to properly reclaim these holes that belong to me.

I can't resist taking my time with this moment. Instead of immediately penetrating her, I grip my freed cock and start rubbing it all over her cum-soaked holes. I slide my shaft through the thick mixture of fluids coating her pussy lips, then drag it to her gaping asshole, smearing Tyler and Marcus's loads all over my dick.

"Look at you playing with their cum," Brooke giggles as she watches me coat my cock in the mess they left behind. "Getting your small dick all slippery with real men's loads."

I continue rubbing myself against both her holes, fascinated by how stretched and loose everything looks. Her pussy lips are swollen and gaping from Tyler's massive cock, and her asshole is still wide open from Marcus's brutal pounding. Both holes look absolutely destroyed, stretched to their absolute limits.

"God, you're so loose down there," I tell her as I press my cockhead against her gaping pussy. "They really stretched you out completely."

"I know," she purrs with obvious satisfaction. "Both their huge cocks opened me up so much. You're barely going to feel any friction when you slide that tiny dick inside me."

She's absolutely right, and we both know it. After watching those massive cocks destroy her holes, my average-sized dick is going to feel like nothing. The thought makes my cock throb desperately.

I continue teasing both her holes with my cum-covered shaft, sliding it back and forth between her pussy and asshole. Every surface is coated with thick white fluid, making everything incredibly slippery.

"You know what's funny?" Brooke says with a wicked grin. "This is going to be your first time fucking my asshole, and both Tyler and Marcus already got to stretch it open before you."

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. She's absolutely right. I've never fucked her ass before, but I watched two other men claim that hole and fill it with their cum. They got to experience her tightest entrance before her own husband.

"They got to be first in my asshole," she continues, clearly enjoying my reaction. "Tyler stretched me open that night, and Marcus just finished destroying it completely. My own husband gets sloppy seconds... well, sloppy thirds actually."

The humiliation of her words makes my cock leak even more precum, mixing with the cum already coating my shaft. I'm desperate to finally claim that hole, even if it's already been thoroughly used by superior men.

"I need to be inside you," I tell her urgently as I position my cockhead against her gaping pussy. "I can't wait anymore."

I push forward and slide into her cum-filled hole, immediately gasping at how loose she feels. There's almost no resistance at all as my cock disappears into her stretched pussy. Tyler's massive shaft opened her up so completely that I can barely feel any friction.

"Oh my god," I groan as I bottom out inside her with almost no effort. "You're so loose. I can barely feel anything."

"I know, honey," she says with a playful smile. "Tyler's huge cock stretched my pussy so much that your little dick can barely touch the sides. You're just swimming around in there."

She's absolutely right. Her pussy feels incredibly loose around my shaft, like I'm fucking air. The walls that used to grip me tightly now barely make contact with my cock. I start thrusting, but the sensation is nothing like it used to be.

"Does that feel good, honey?" she teases. "Or can you barely feel my stretched-out pussy around your small cock?"

I know I'm not going to last long like this. Between the weeks of being caged and the incredible looseness of her pussy, I'm already close to cumming. But I refuse to finish in her pussy. I need to experience her ass.

After just a few thrusts in her loose pussy, I pull out and immediately position my cock against her cum-filled asshole. The gaping hole is still leaking Marcus's thick load, making everything incredibly slippery.

"Finally going for my ass?" she purrs while reaching down to spread her cheeks wider for me. "Ready to fuck that destroyed hole?"

I push forward and slide into her asshole, my cock disappearing easily into the cum-filled hole. Even her ass feels loose after Marcus's brutal pounding, though not quite as destroyed as her pussy. I can feel the warm mixture of cum and lube coating my shaft as I bottom out completely inside her.

"There you go," she moans as I fill her ass completely. "Finally fucking the hole you've always wanted, even if you're not the first one there."

I lean down and capture her lips in a desperate kiss while my cock is buried balls-deep in her cum-filled asshole. But the moment our mouths connect, I taste something that makes my head spin as I taste the unmistakable flavor of Tyler and Marcus's cocks still lingering on her lips and tongue.

The taste is salty and musky, evidence of how thoroughly she worshipped their massive shafts with her mouth. I can taste their precum, their skin, the essence of the cocks that just finished destroying her holes. It's humiliating and arousing at the same time, knowing I'm kissing the mouth that just serviced two superior men.

"Mmm," she moans into the kiss as her tongue dances with mine. "Can you taste their cocks on my lips? I sucked them both so good tonight."

The admission makes my dick pulse inside her loose asshole. I'm finally fucking her ass like I've always dreamed, but it's filled with another man's cum and stretched wide from his massive cock. Every sensation reminds me that I'm getting the leftovers, the sloppy seconds from men who are bigger than me in every way.

I stop moving completely once I'm buried balls-deep in her cum-soaked asshole, just holding myself there and savoring the incredible sensation. This is it, I'm finally inside her ass, the hole I've fantasized about for so long. I lean down and kiss her deeply, tasting those lingering traces of their cocks on her lips while my dick throbs inside her stretched hole.

"Mmm, there you are," she purrs against my mouth. "Finally got your cock in my asshole. I know you've been dreaming about this moment for months."

I can only nod as I am too overwhelmed to speak. The warmth of her ass wrapped around my shaft, even loose as it is from Marcus's pounding, feels incredible. I just want to stay like this forever, buried inside her while we kiss.

"You know what you feel like in there?" she giggles with a playful voice. "Like a little butt plug. Just sitting there, making sure none of Marcus's thick cum leaks out of my asshole."

Her words make my cock pulse desperately inside her. She's absolutely right as I'm not even close to filling her the way Marcus did. I'm just plugging the hole he stretched wide, keeping his load trapped inside.

"That's all you are right now," she continues with wicked amusement. "My personal butt plug, making sure all that delicious cum stays where it belongs."

I groan at her teasing with my hips twitching slightly but trying not to move. The psychological impact of her words is incredible, knowing that I'm literally just a stopper for another man's cum.

"I can feel you throbbing in there," she whispers. "Getting so excited just from my words. I bet I could make you cum without you even moving, couldn't I?"

"Brooke," I gasp.

"But you better not cum too quickly," she warns. "Because the moment you do, that cage is going right back on. One orgasm is all you get before you're locked up tight again."

My blood runs cold at her words. I know she's absolutely serious. This freedom is temporary, just long enough for me to add my load to the mess they made of her holes. Once I cum, it's back to metal prison.

"That's right, honey," she purrs once she sees the panic in my eyes. "This is your only chance. One orgasm and then it's back to being my caged cuck. So you better make it count."

The threat drives me absolutely insane. My cock throbs violently inside her cum-filled ass, and I can feel myself getting dangerously close to the edge just from her words and the incredible sensation of finally being inside her tightest hole.

I need relief before I explode. With tremendous effort, I slowly pull my cock out of her asshole, my shaft glistening with Marcus's cum and her juices. The cool air hits my overheated flesh as I try to regain control.

"Getting overwhelmed already?" she teases as she looks down at my rock-hard cock. "Look how desperate and hard you are. Ready to explode just from being in my loose asshole for a few seconds."

She's absolutely right. My cock is harder than it's been in weeks, practically vibrating with need. Precum is leaking steadily from the tip, mixing with the cum coating my shaft. I'm barely hanging on.

"I love seeing your cock like this," she continues. "All covered in Marcus and Tyler's cum, so desperate and ready to explode. You look so needy with their loads coating your little dick."

Her words about their cum covering my cock push me completely over the edge. I can't hold back anymore. With a desperate groan, I quickly thrust back into her gaping asshole just as my orgasm starts hitting.

"FUCK!" I cry out, my cock pulsing violently as I start cumming while buried deep in her ass. The sensation is incredible, waves of pleasure crashing through my entire body as weeks of pent-up need finally releases.

I manage to thrust a few more times, pumping my load deep into her already cum-filled hole. Each thrust sends more of my seed joining Marcus's thick deposit, my cock pulsing again and again as I empty myself completely inside her.

"Yes, give me that load!" she moans while feeling my cock jerking inside her. "Add your cum to the mess they already made! Fill my ass with every drop!"

I keep thrusting, riding out the intense orgasm until my cock starts to soften. When I finally collapse on top of her, my entire crotch is soaked with cum. My cum, theirs, and the mixture that's leaked out during my desperate fucking.

"Holy shit," she laughs breathlessly while her hands run through the mess between my legs. "Look at you, completely covered in cum. I love how I made you explode just with words and my loose, used asshole."

I try to keep my softening cock inside her cum-filled asshole, wanting to savor this moment for as long as possible. But my dick has gone soft after that intense orgasm, and no matter how I try to keep it in place, it just slips right out of her stretched hole.

"There it goes," Brooke giggles as my limp cock falls out of her gaping ass. "Your little dick can't even stay inside my loose hole now that it's soft."

I look down to see her asshole still gaping wide open and with mixture of Marcus's thick cum and my own load immediately starting to leak out. The sight is both satisfying and humiliating as I finally got to add my seed to her ass, but I can't even keep it plugged up.

Marcus, who's been watching this whole scene while getting dressed, starts laughing. "Damn, man, that was impressive. You really are a natural cuck. Watching you get so desperate to reclaim your wife after we destroyed her holes was fucking hot."

Tyler emerges from the bathroom, now fully clothed and grinning widely. "I have to agree. You handled that perfectly, bro. Sitting there caged while we double stuffed your wife, then getting so excited you could barely last thirty seconds in her ass. That's exactly how a good cuck should behave."

My face burns with embarrassment and pride at their praise. They're complimenting me for being the perfect cuckolded husband, for watching them destroy my wife and then desperately trying to reclaim her afterward.

"Seriously though," Marcus continues while pulling on his shirt, "I hope we can do this again soon. Brooke is incredible, and you're the perfect husband to share her with. Most guys would get jealous or weird about it, but you embrace it completely."

"Absolutely," Tyler agrees. "This was one of the hottest nights I've had in years. Your wife is a perfect little slut, and you're an ideal cuck. We need to set up another session soon."

Brooke beams with pride at their compliments and her hand reaches over to stroke my limp, cum-covered cock. "I'm so glad you both appreciate what we have. This dynamic works perfectly for all of us."

Both men finish getting dressed while Brooke and I lie there in the cum-soaked sheets. The smell of sex fills the air, and I can see the satisfied expressions on everyone's faces.

"Alright, we're heading out," Marcus says, grabbing his keys. "But seriously, let's not wait too long for round three. Maybe next time we can get some more friends involved."

Tyler nods enthusiastically. "That sounds perfect. Your wife could handle at least three or four cocks at once, I bet."

The thought makes my spent cock twitch slightly, even though I know it won't be getting hard again anytime soon. The idea of watching Brooke get gangbanged by multiple men while I sit there caged is both terrifying and incredibly arousing.

"We'll definitely be in touch," Brooke promises, waving goodbye as both men head for the door. "Thank you both for such an incredible night."

After they leave, the hotel room falls into a peaceful quiet. It's just me and Brooke now, lying together in the mess they made of the bed. Cum is everywhere. Soaked into the sheets, coating both our bodies, still leaking from her stretched holes.

"Come here, honey," she whispers. "Let's just cuddle for a while before we clean up."

I nestle against her with my head resting on her chest as she runs her fingers through my hair. The intimacy feels incredible after the intensity of watching her get destroyed by two massive cocks.

"That was amazing," I tell her honestly, my voice still hoarse from everything we've experienced. "Watching you take both their cocks like that... I've never been so aroused in my life."

"I could tell," she giggles as her hand trails down to touch my sticky, soft cock. "You were practically vibrating with need the whole time. And when I finally unlocked you, you exploded so quickly."

We lie there in comfortable silence for a while, both processing what just happened. Her body feels warm and soft against mine, and despite everything being covered in cum, this moment feels perfect.

"We should probably shower," she says eventually, though she makes no move to get up. "We're both completely covered in cum and sweat."

I nod but don't want to move either. This post-orgasm cuddle feels too good, especially knowing what's coming next.

"But first," she continues, her voice taking on that teasing tone I've learned to love and fear, "you know what happens now, right?"

My stomach drops as I remember her threat from earlier. "The cage goes back on."

"That's right, honey," she purrs as her fingers already reach for the metal device that's sitting on the nightstand. "You got your one orgasm. Now it's back to being my locked up cuck."

She holds up the cage. My soft cock immediately tries to shrink even smaller at the sight of my prison.

"Come on, let's get you cleaned up first," she says as she stands up from the bed. "I want you perfectly clean before I lock you back up."

The shower feels incredible as the hot water washes away all the cum and sweat from our bodies. Brooke takes her time cleaning me and her soapy hands run over every inch of my skin with careful attention.

"I love taking care of you like this," she says as she washes my soft cock and balls. "Getting you all clean so I can lock you up tight again."

Once we're both completely clean and dry, she leads me back to the bed where the cage is waiting. My heart pounds as she kneels in front of me with the metal device in her hands.

"Give me that soft little cock," she commands gently, and I have no choice but to let her guide my limp dick into the metal tube. The familiar weight and restriction settles around me as she secures all the straps and locks.

Click. The sound of the lock engaging sends a shiver through my entire body. I'm trapped again and with my cock completely under her control.

"Perfect," she says with satisfaction, giving the locked cage a gentle tug to test its security. "Back where it belongs."

We climb into the bed but on the cleaner side of it where it's not cum-soaked.

"Honey," Brooke says softly as her head rests on my chest, "I need to ask you something important. How do you really feel about this dynamic? About what we just did?"

I consider her question carefully, thinking about everything that's happened. The long days of being caged, watching her with Tyler, then tonight's incredible double penetration while I sat there helplessly locked up.

"Honestly?" I say. "I haven't cum that hard in my entire life. And I've never felt my cock get as hard as it did tonight. This isn't just something I like, Brooke. I love this."

She lifts her head to look at me with her eyes bright with curiosity and happiness. "Really? You're not just saying that?"

"Not at all," I tell her with complete honesty. "I hope we can do this more often. A lot more often. Watching you take those huge cocks while I'm locked up... it's like nothing I've ever experienced."

A huge smile spreads across her face. "Oh my god, I'm so happy to hear you say that. Because I love it too, honey. I love those big cocks stretching me in ways you never could. But I also love you, and I love how this makes us both feel."

We're both quiet for a moment, processing this mutual confession. Then she continues.

"This is something I want to keep exploring," she says and her voice becomes more excited. "More men, more situations, more ways to push both our boundaries while keeping you locked up tight."

"I want that too," I tell her immediately. "I want to watch you get fucked by as many huge cocks as possible while I stay caged and desperate."

"Then it's settled," she says with a wicked grin, her hand moving down to cup my locked cage. "This is our new life.”
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