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		Chapter One

		

		The Reveal

		

		

		She lay in between my legs, the feeling of her soft thighs wrapped around my left leg and her piercing gray eyes staring up at me. Even after all of those years, it was impossible to resist Val. She was the center of my universe in every possible way, especially when she made me feel like I was the only thing that mattered in hers.

		“Look at that,” she said, working her hand back and forth gently over the shaft of my cock, her tongue gliding momentarily over the head by just a tease.

		“Oh Val,” I groaned.

		“Yeah? You like that?”

		“You know I do,” I said.

		She passed my cock into her other hand, back-and-forth before softly tugging at it a few more times. Her tongue reached out and stroked up and down the shaft of my cock. It had been what felt like an eternity since I had last felt her warm lips around my girth, even if it just was a week and she knew that, taking full advantage of it by teasing me.

		“Oh baby, please,” I said.

		“I know how bad you want this,” she said. “But maybe... I should make you wait.”

		“Oh please,” I was pleading.

		“You know, there’s nothing wrong with waiting.”

		“C’mon, Val.”

		“Actually...” the words hung in the air.

		“What?”

		“Oh, nothing,” she said, rolling my cock in her hand again. “I just, well, this is awkward.”

		“What?” I asked, my heart racing.

		“So the other day I had to scan something, so I was on your computer and...”

		“...and?”

		“Oh god,” she laughed, burying her face in her hands by my hip. “You, erm, left something open.”

		“Oh?” I asked, only to quickly sink down. “Oh.”

		“Yeaaah.”

		“What, um, was it?”

		“It was actually pretty hot,” she said. “If I’m being honest here.”

		“Oh?” I perked up. “Tell me, what was it?”

		“It was this really hot video that,” she laughed again. “Not even sure how to say it. I’ve always wondered about what kind of porn you watch. Never would I have thought it was, well, this.”

		“What was it?”

		“A guy watching his wife fuck another guy while he watched,” she finally said, my stomach dropping.

		“Ohhh, that,” I said. “Yeah, that was just—”

		“Shhhh,” she reached up and planted her finger on my lips. “I looked around more, sweetie. I saw your favorites and there were more. A lot more.”

		I sat silently while she looked up at me from in between my legs. My once rock-hard erection shrank down to nothing at being found out. She was my everything, which meant that even my fantasies were about her, just not always with me.

		“Look, babe, I—it was just a fantasy, is all.”

		“Sooo, you fantasize about me with other men, then?”

		“I, well,” I said, her fingers tracing along the head of my cock. “It’s just a fantasy, yeah. A fantasy.”

		“So you’re there, in your office,” she said, taking my cock in her hand again and gliding her fingers over the shaft, “imagining another man’s cock in my hand, in my mouth...in my pussy.”

		My cock jumped. She giggled.

		“That’s a yes. That’s a big yes,” she said, licking at the head of my cock. “So you imagine me, just like this, down here, your cock in my hand, my ass up in the air while a big, hard cock pounds me from behind?”

		“Oh fuck,” I moaned, unable to contain myself.

		“Sooo yeah. Oh fuck,” she said. “That’s so hot.”

		“Really?” I asked, unsure if she was fucking with me or not.

		“As a fantasy, right?”

		“Yeah, I guess so.”

		“I mean,” she absently jacked at my cock, “what would you do if that really happened?”

		“Are you serious?” I asked.

		“Just hypothetical.”

		“Oh, I, yeah…” A hypothetical was a relief, although also a disappointment. “We could have some fun.”

		“What is it you like about it?”

		“Seeing you enjoying yourself,” I said instantly. “Watching my super hot, sexy wife fucking another guy. Oh fuck, it’s like having my own real life porn.”

		“Yeah? You like that, don’t you? This cock is rock hard.”

		“I do, yeah.” She was right. It was raging hard again.

		“I haven’t seen you this excited in ages,” she said, wrapping her lips around the head of my cock and bobbing her head up and down slowly before coming up for air. “Mmmm, maybe I should really do it.”

		“Oh fuck, baby.”

		“It would be so easy,” she said, picking up her phone from the bed while she jacked my cock. “I bet I could make this happen right now.”

		“Stop,” I said. “Don’t fuck with me like that.”

		“What?” she looked at her phone, shaking it playfully. “You think I couldn’t find someone?”

		“Of course you could,” I said. “You’re the hottest woman in the world. You’re just fucking with me, though.”

		“You wanna bet?”

		“Bullshit,” I said, feeling her grip loosen while her fingers tapped on the screen of her phone.

		“This is what you want, isn’t it?”

		“Fuck yeah,” I said.

		“Okay then,” she tapped on her screen once more, holding it up to her ear while her other hand wrapped hard around my cock again.

		“You’re full of it,” I said.

		“Shhh, it’s ringing.” She again wrapped her lips around my cock and bobbed her head up and down a few times in rapid succession. Her lips smacked and a small string of spit connected when she smiled and spoke into the phone. “Yeah, hey Nick.”

		“Mmm,” she took me into her mouth again briefly. “What are you up to? Yeah? No, nothing’s wrong.”

		“Who’s Nick?” I asked, her putting her finger over her lips.

		“I was just thinking about you is all. Wanted to see what you’re up to.” My cock popped into her mouth again, her tongue pressing my cock up against the roof of her mouth. “Mm, sorry, yeah, I’m still here. No, the girls aren’t here. This isn’t a joke call. What am I doing?”

		She let out a mischievous laugh.

		“I just wanted to see what you’re up to, if you wanted to hang out or something. No,” she said, my wet cock clacking in her hand. “No, no no. That’s, um, you really want to know? I’m sucking my husband’s cock right now.”

		I almost came then and there, her letting out a laugh at the feeling of my balls tensing up.

		“No, I’m not fucking with you. Here, switching to video real quick. Yes. I’m serious.”

		She pulled the phone away from her ear, tapping it with her free hand while she took my cock into her mouth. She held the phone away from her while her other hand had a firm grip on my cock, her lips wet around the shaft while her hand glided up and down.

		“Holy shit,” a man’s voice came from the phone after a moment. “You’re serious.”

		“Mmmhmm,” she mumbled, my cock still in her mouth. “I’m very serious. You coming or what?”

		“Um, yeah,” he said. “Text me the address. I’ll leave in a few minutes.”

		“Hurry,” she said in a playful tone. Clicking the phone off, she gave me another few yanks and laughed. She smirked at me while she tapped away at her phone and tossed it onto the bed.

		“Oh my god,” I said. “Who was that?”

		“That,” she lashed her tongue against the head, “was Nick.”

		“And you just, like, did this?” I asked.

		“Mhmm,” she said. “Why, you don’t want to now?”

		“Oh, no. This is so fucking hot, Val. You’ve been thinking about this for a while now, haven’t you?”

		“I mean,” she bobbed her head up and down the length of my shaft, “he’s pretty hot. He bikes, us girls all joke about him.”

		“Yeah?”

		“Yeah. He wears those little tight shorts when he bikes to work and, mmm, baby.”

		“What?” My pulse was racing.

		“You can always see the outline of his cock through it. The girls have a nickname for him. Wanna know it?”

		“Oh fuck, yes baby, just like that,” I said, groaning while she expertly worked me over.

		“Wanna know what we call him?”

		“Yeah, just don’t stop, baby.”

		“Big. Dick. Nick.”

		“Oh my god,” I groaned. “You’re gonna fuck him, aren’t you?”

		“Mmmmhmm.” Without breaking eye contact, she took me into her mouth again, tongue pressing against the bottom while she guided it down her throat.

		“You are, huh?”

		“I’m thinking about it,” she said, her lips smacking. “You want to watch me get fucked by Big Dick Nick, baby?”

		“Oh my god,” I said, barely able to contain myself.

		“Oh yeah, you like this, don’t you, baby? Yeah? You gonna cum? Cum for me,” she said, her hand rapidly jacking me back and forth, up and down. “C’mon, Kieran. Cum for me, baby.”

		“Yes, oh yes, oh fuck.”

		“Oh yeah, you’re gonna watch your wife get fucked by a big dick tonight.”

		That was all that it took. My cock erupted in her hands. A giant, hot load of cum shot out from the head, her flinching back ever-so-slightly and gushing in amazement at the size of the load before it splashed down onto her hands and my stomach.

		“Holy shit,” I said. “I can’t...wow.”

		“Oh baby,” she said, working my cock gently in her hand. “That’s so fucking hot.”

		“I can’t believe it.”

		“What?”

		“That this is happening. Are you really gonna…?”

		“Um, yeah,” she said. “I think so.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Nick

		

		

		Val had changed into a pair of sheer black panties and a lacy black bra, me helping to secure the clasps while my heart was in my throat. I’d love to think that I wasn’t second-guessing myself, but until today, it was always just a fantasy. There was never a chance of anything coming of it. Now everything was different.

		She glided across the floor with giddy excitement, rifling through her jewelry and turning to me to show off a pearl necklace that I had bought for her for our first wedding anniversary. I just smiled, doing my best to not seem uneasy.

		“I can’t believe it,” she said, standing over the sink while she applied mascara.

		“Me neither,” I said. “I’m sorta shellshocked.”

		“I can tell,” she said, turning towards me and beckoning me with her finger. “C’mere.”

		“I know, I’m excited about it, it’s just...”

		“Baby…” She wrapped her arms around my neck. “You and I are in control. If you aren’t comfortable, we slow down, okay?”

		“Okay, good,” I said.

		“Good,” she reached down and rubbed my already half-erect cock through my pants.

		Val sat down on the chair in the corner, inspecting her legs. She looked over at me and smirked. “Can you bring me my heels?”

		“You’re doing bra, panties, necklace and heels?” I asked, snatching them up and dropping them at her feet.

		“Why not, right? It’s fucking hot,” she said. “Could you, um, put those on for me?”

		“Oh, right.” Like an obedient husband, I kneeled down in front of her and slipped each foot into the shoes, my heart racing while I looked over the length of her legs up to her pussy, peeking through the lace of her underwear and already wet and ready for her new lover.

		The bell rang, and her eyes widened. My blood was pumping while she stood up, inspecting herself in the mirror on the wall one last time. I was entranced by her, radiant and glowing already. My wife, my world and the most gorgeous woman I could ever imagine.

		“Are you gonna get that?” she asked. “Or should I do it like this?”

		“I kinda think you’ve gotta,” I said. “Imagine how he’ll react.”

		She took my hand and led me down the hall towards the front door. I stood back while she fixed her hair one last time and undid the latch, then slowly opened up the door, standing majestically in her heels with her ass perfectly pumped up.

		“Oh, wow,” he said from outside. “I can’t even...”

		“Yeah?” she reached out and grabbed his hand, leading him into the hallway. He stood over six-and-a-half feet tall, lean and muscular, with effortlessly messy hair. The look on his face was that of shock and awe. He glanced over at me like a deer in the headlights. I smiled back at him and motioned towards Val, raising my eyebrows.

		Val led him to the living room, him stumbling slightly from his eyes being fixated on her ass while she walked. Her hand moved up to his chest, their eyes locking while her hand probed down towards his pants, fingers tracing along the outline of his cock.

		“Damn, Val,” he said. “You really—”

		“Shhh,” she reached up and placed her finger on his lips, tracing her finger down his chest to the button on his pants. Her fingers danced while they undid the button and tugged at the zipper. She squatted down in front of him, tugging his pants down to his ankles. My cock was rock hard watching while she tugged at the waistband of his trunks, dragging them down until the base of his cock was visible.

		She paused for a moment, looking up at him and laughing at how in control she was. He was in disbelief, as was I, sitting down in a chair in the corner with my hand already down my pants, massaging my fully engorged member nice and slowly, the tips of my fingers wet from the pre-cum that was already dripping out from the head.

		He couldn’t help himself, tugging his underwear down the rest of the way, his half-hard cock springing out into the air and almost smacking her across the face. Before either could say anything, she wrapped her hand around his cock, giving it a few hard tugs while it grew in her hand. His cock was thick and long. I would’ve felt self-conscious if I wasn’t already so turned down. She wasn’t kidding.

		“Mmm,” she finally said, breaking the silence. “That’s the big dick we’ve all been talking about.”

		“Yeah?” he asked.

		“Mmm, yes,” she said. “It’s the cock we’ve all wanted for ourselves.”

		“It’s all yours,” he moaned, my heart skipping a beat at hearing him say that.

		She was there, squatting down in front of him, tugging on his monster cock, and it was within a second that our lives forever changed when she took her luscious lips and wrapped them around the swollen mushroom head of his cock. There was no turning back. Her lips that were previously just for me were around the cock of her co-worker. Her hair cascaded down over her shoulders and flowing while her head bobbed back-and-forth over the length of his dick. Instinctively, his hand reached out for the couch next to him, bracing himself while my wife sucked on him.

		Val looked up at him while she slobbered on his head, twisting her hand around his cock while alternating twisting her lips. She pushed him over towards the couch, never relenting her grip on him. Tugging his pants off and tossing them aside, she immediately returned to his cock, working it over expertly while he unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his lean, toned body.

		“Oh yeah, just like that,” he said.

		“Mmmm, yeah, you like these lips?”

		“Love them,” he said. “I’ve always dreamed about them.”

		“Oh?” she asked, leaning back, her hand still working. “What about the rest of me?”

		“Oh yeah,” he said. “All of it.”

		She reached back towards her bra, unfastening it and letting it fall down off of her chest, her beautiful, perky breasts falling out. He audibly groaned in approval. Her hand worked over the length of his member again, her leaning in close and wrapping her tits around his cock. With her hands, she pressed down from the outside, jiggling them up and down rapidly. In all the years that we’ve been together, she never let me fuck her tits, not even once. It never even came up, yet here she was, ravenous for this guy, treating his big dick like royalty.

		“Oh my god,” he said. “Those tits are amazing.”

		“Yeah? Why don’t you fuck them harder?”

		His response was to buck his hips harder and harder,his cock sliding in and other of her tits, almost popping back up into her mouth. She leaned in, letting the head of his cock press into her lips. I couldn’t help it. My pants were down on the ground and my cock was out, hand stroking it in rhythm with her movements.

		“Oh yeah, I’m so wet for you,” she said.

		“Let me taste you,” he said, shifting forward.

		She stood up, tugging at the edges of her panties while she bucked her hips back and forth, his hands around her waist and running down the length of her thigh while her pantie fell to the ground. She stepped out, one foot at a time, kicking them back with her heel towards me, looking back with a mischievous grin before he threw her down onto the couch. In an instant, he was in between her legs, curled over his shoulders while his tongue lashed out at her swollen, wet lips. She moaned and bucked her hips, arching her back the way she used to when I’d go down on her when we first met. I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of jealousy at that. Almost like clockwork, she remembered me and beckoned me with her finger to come closer.

		I shuffled over, cock in hand, and sat down on the ottoman next to where she was. Her hand jutted out and took my hand, squeezing it while his fingers explored her pussy along with his probing tongue. I squeezed back.

		“Mmm, isn’t this hot, baby?” she asked me.

		“Yeah,” I said. “You look beautiful.”

		“I want you here when he fucks me,” she said.

		“Of course...”

		“Mmm, yeah, Nick, I want to feel that monster cock inside of me already.”

		Without a word, he leaned back; her legs falling to either side of him, and crawled on top of her. His cock slapped down on her swollen mound, extending up towards her belly, an amazing visual of how big of a cock he had and how it was going to be inside of my wife. She couldn’t control her moans of sheer ecstasy while gripping his hand tightly, him pinning her leg up over his shoulder while he took his cock in hand and guided the head towards her swollen lips. He rubbed the head against her, sending her into a tense moan before he pressed it in.

		My heart felt like it stopped, her grip vice-like on my hand while her back arched and her voice cracked with her moan. Val was no longer just mine and our marriage would be forever changed. At that moment, all I could think about was stopping myself from cumming everywhere already. Everything slowed to a grinding, rhythmic halt. His monster of a cock thrust inside my wife, her arching her back, one hand gripping mine, the other clenching a pillow tight. Each thrust brought about a new level of ecstasy to her world, unlike anything I’d heard from her before.

		Enjoyable as it was, watching her laid down on our couch, being fucked by another man and screaming louder than I’d ever heard before, in more pleasure than I’d ever given her before, made my heart sink. This was what I wanted, but I never knew how it would feel, how intimate and close it would be, and how inadequate I’d feel when presented with my wife’s transcendental fucking experience. It pained me to even look at Nick, remembering he was a co-worker, one all her friends knew, and someone she’d see not just again, but regularly.

		His groans and the sound of his body slapping against hers brought about something new; a feeling of nausea and unease. It was too late to stop now. This was something beyond my control. She gripped tighter while he thrusted into her, faster and faster yet, both of them groaning in unison while their bodies swayed like one fluid unit. Her grip relented, the absence jarring and sudden, Nick’s cock no longer inside her but in his hand. She eagerly leaned forward, grabbing his dick with both hands, squeezing and jerking it with one while the other twisted along the base, hovering right over her pussy and stomach.

		“Oh fuck yes, baby,” Nick groaned. “Just like that… oh fuck, yes!”

		“Oh yeah, cum for me. Cum for—”

		She couldn’t even finish the statement. Nick letting out a guttural groan and an explosion of sticky hot cum splashing all over Val. She cooed and gave it a few last tugs, Nick leaning in for a kiss while she did it, both of them out of breath and glistening with sweat. Her fingers traced along her body, scooping up his seed and running it along her tongue, him grunting and laughing while she purred.

		“That good for you, baby?” he asked.

		“Ohh, it’s so good.” Val licked up more of him off her body. “You taste so fucking good.”

		“I’ll say this… I haven’t cum that fast fucking a pussy in a long time, wow.” Nick was on his feet, half-erect still and catching his breath. He wiped his face on his shirt and let out a hoot. “Damn, dude. That’s a hot wife.”

		“Oh, he knows it,” she shot a mischievous smile back at me. “He really knows it now, doesn't he?”

		I nodded, feeling light-headed.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		For Glory

		

		

		Trying to explain what had happened that night was almost impossible for me. There weren’t friends I could share any of my fears, frustrations or excitement with. My wife inviting a guy from work over and fucking him on our couch in front of me? That wasn’t exactly the type of thing I could freely share with my friends. Most wouldn’t understand it, the rest would take it as a cue to try to fuck my wife, making it just a secret I had to live with.

		Val was taking it well, a new pep in her step. She hadn’t just enjoyed herself, but she loved it, making it more difficult to broach the topic with her, considering every time it came up, it was her talking about how amazing it was. Don’t get me wrong, this is what I wanted. In fact, it’s still what I want. I’m just living inside my head and trying to sort through those emotions. Whenever I brought up how I felt left out or unsure of what to do with myself, Val just nodded and gave me her sad puppy dog eyes and said she’d think of something.

		Our sex life turned into Val recounting her own sexual encounters from before we met in painstaking detail while she watched my cock grow harder and harder at the stories and my orgasms more intense than we ever shared prior.

		She knew she was onto something.

		Then she stumbled upon something more and wouldn’t let go. In college, she had a boyfriend that was bisexual and they went to a party together, a wild one at that, which turned into them making out with a third guy, both of them indulging together. She definitely had my attention, and she knew it.

		“Oh fuck, baby,” she continued. “Look at you all worked up. So this guy is going down on me right there on the couch, while my boyfriend? Mmmm, he’s there, on his knees with the guy’s cock in his mouth.”

		“Yeah?” I grunting, wanting to hear more.

		“Mmmm, yes. It was so hot and he just loved it, taking every inch of him, even guiding his cock into my pussy, licking it and the guy’s cock while it slid into me and ohh—”

		It was too much for me to bear. Val’s sex life was full of stories like this; wild nights in college, sucking cock in changing rooms, even going out to a club on a dare in a short skirt with no panties on, riding a guy she met in a dark corner while nobody knew he was actually balls deep in her. My cum was everywhere, exploding out all over her face. She giggled and licked some up, then scooping some with her finger and placing it on the tip of her tongue.

		“I think I’ve got an idea, babe.” She said, leaning in for a kiss. I could taste myself on her lips still, the salty taste lingering while she gripped my face, not relenting the kiss for a while, her tongue pressing into my lips. “I figured it out. Don’t you worry, you trust me, right?”

		“Yeah, of course I do.” I was lost. What was she talking about?

		“Good, it’s time we both had some fun, then.”

		“W-what kind of fun?”

		“Don’t worry, sweetie. You’ll find out.” She leaned in for another kiss, popping up to her feet after and prancing away. She was up to something. She had that same look in her eye as that time she called Nick.
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		Surprises were never something I was fond of, still thinking about the crazy hand job Val gave me the day before and that look in her eye. It was Friday, and she told me she had a special night planned for us, whisked me into the car and here we were. She could hardly contain ourself as we zipped through town, me not sure at all where our destination was. It was a surprise; she told me, and I’d love it. We parked out back, in a small lot behind an almost blank, opaque building that I hadn’t even noticed or looked at the sign before we pulled in. There were a few cars out back in the lot and the sun was setting, me pausing outside the car to watch the sun fight its last rays before night time, trying to make sense of where we were.

		“What is this place?” I asked, trying to read the small placard next to the door we were heading toward. The sign read ‘The Hard One,’ which didn’t give me any better understanding.

		“Don’t worry so much,” she said, gripping onto my hand before opening the door.

		Inside were bright overhead lights and rows of movies and… this was an adult store. That much screamed out to me and the name made a lot more sense. A cornucopia of sex toys were displayed on the walls among the videos and a counter elevated above the floor sat in the corner, a lone woman on a stool flicking through her phone.

		“What are we doing here?” I asked, unsure of what the point of buying porn movies was in the age of streaming everything.

		“Um, look around and see if anything catches your eye. I gotta ask the girl behind the counter about something.”

		“Sure, whatever.” Val headed to the counter while I walked the aisles. Videos of every fetish and toys beyond what I knew existed. My eyes gravitated towards a connected series of devices that could be controlled remotely or by computer triggers that would intensify their vibrations. Then, of course, there were the strap-ons, something I admitted I was curious about to Val when I confided in her about my unrequited bisexual fantasies when I was younger, and something I came dangerously close to experiencing until I chickened out when a girl was coming to meet me and bringing her strap-on with her. This had to be what Val was looking for. Peering around the corner, I waved over to Val, who shot a smile back at me and shook her head, waving me over instead.

		“I think I figured out what you have in mind,” I said.

		“And?” she asked.

		“It’s not something I’ve thought about in a long time, but… I’d like to try it, I think.”

		“Good. Oh my god, I’m so relieved.” She took my hand. “Come on, then. I’m so ready.”

		Val gave a nod to the girl behind the counter and dragged me back, away from the shelves. I cleared my throat, attempting to tell her we were going in the wrong direction, but she was determined, leading us away from the main floor and through a doorway by the back of the store, in a dimly lit hallway. My heart was racing, unsure of where she was taking me. Only dim, red lights lined the way into an area lined with flimsy-looking doors. A few were open, showing booths with video screens and benches, each one with their own porn videos playing, various girls screaming and men grunting. Lurking in the shadows of that hallway were a few men mulling about, pausing at the sight of Valerie tugging me towards a door. She paused for a moment to read the number overhead on the booth, leading us into booth six and closing the door behind us, both of us crammed into the small room while a blonde woman on the screen was being spit-roasted by a pair of muscular black men.

		“What… are we doing?” I mustered up the courage to ask. “Are we in a gloryhole?”

		“Um yeah,” she said. “I thought you were cool with it?”

		“I thought you were talking about getting a strap on,” I admitted.

		“Hot,” she said, a devilish grin on her face. “No, maybe next time, but babe… I remembered you telling me you had… you know, desires? Plus, last night, that story about Franco, it really worked you up. Sooo.”

		“So?” My stomach was doing tumble saults, my mind racing through the possibilities.

		“Sooo, I figure you felt left out when Nick was over, and I feel awful not including you in my fun, right? How can we both have fun? I’m not gonna get you to just suck a cock. You’re too shy, but anonymously through a wall? Mmm.” Her top came off in an instant, followed by her pants leaving her in just her bra and panties, looking so sexy. My cock was growing harder and harder, trying to reconcile what was happening with reality. Her finger reached out and flicked a switch by the door. “Am I wrong?”

		“I’m not sure if—”

		“Six,” a woman’s voice came over a muffled loudspeaker. “Six, gentlemen. Both sides.”

		“W-what… was that?” I asked in a light panic, remembering the booth number we’d stepped into. “This is six, isn’t it?”

		“Mmhm,” she said, unfastening her bra and kicking it in the heap of her fallen clothes. “This is new to me, too. I thought it would be hot to try something new together.”

		“Wow,” was all I could say, watching my wife in just heels and panties squat down in front of a hole carved into the wall. The sound of doors clicking confirmed we had neighbors and my heart was racing in my chest. I lower my voice, “so like… what do we…”

		“I think like this?” She reached her fingers into the hole by her, poking them through and waiting for a moment. It wasn’t long after she pulled her fingers back through that the head of a cock pressed through the hole right in front of her face. Val’s eyes widened as it emerged from the hole in all of its glory, beckoning to her. “Oh, my god.”

		My eyes widened along with her. Dangling in front of her was a fully erect cock, waiting to be taken care of. The look of shock on her face melted into that of pure lust, reaching up and taking a firm grip on it while smirking up at me. My pants were down around my ankles in a flash, my cock in my hand watching while Val teased the strange cock with a few seductive licks, never losing eye contact with me.

		“Are you gonna…?” I left the question hanging, whispering at her.

		Her answer was a simple one, batting her eyelashes at me and turning, lips wrapped around the head of the cock and letting it penetrate further into her mouth with a mischievous giggle and a moan. Like an expert, she bobbed her head back and forth, all while the girl on the screen’s moans, groans and screams blared from the tinny speakers.

		Back and forth, her lips ran along the length of the stranger’s dick, not forgetting about me and reaching with her free hand and jerking my cock. This was almost too much for me, after countless times looking up gloryhole videos and imagining the experience, always too afraid to feel it for myself. Yet, here we were, Val on her knees now, hard dick in each hand and sucking on a stranger’s while I watched.

		I braced myself against the wall, fingers gripping tight against the ridge behind me. It took very ounce of my restraint to not immediately blow my load everywhere, cocking my head back and taking slow, deep breaths. She knew.

		“You like that?” she asked in a low, husky voice.

		“Fuck, Val,” I grunted.

		“The night’s just getting started, too.” She winked at me, lips around the fat cock again and going to town on it, her free hand down rubbing her pussy while my one hand still braced against the ridge, the other slowly working up and down the length of my erection, hungry to see whatever else she had planned.

		It was only the second time I’d seen my wife with a man that wasn’t me, but the setting helped. Seeing a guy not just that she knew, but saw all the time, with her before, up close and personal had been overwhelming, while this felt neutral. As neutral as my wife sucking another man’s cock in a booth in the back of a porn store could be. The sound of Val sucking cock, the video playing in our booth, and videos from the other booths left an ethereal, otherworldly feeling to the scene. I jumped when something brushed against my finger, writing it off as air from the vent above, but something brushed against my finger for certain this time. Val glanced back at me and froze, eyes growing wild and pulling the cock out of her mouth.

		“Ohhh, babe,” she moaned.

		“What?”

		“Looks like our night is heating up now.” She nodded toward my hand. I turned and jumped, letting out a yelp, staring down at a semi-erect cock sticking through the hole. That’s what brushed against me. My heart skipped a beat. Staring down at it in disbelief, it jumped slightly, staring up at me and waiting to be tended to.

		“I… I…”

		“This is why we’re here, silly,” she said, still jerking the cock nearest her. “What are you waiting for? Go on.”

		For a long moment, I stared down at the dick before me. Not huge, but also not fully erect, either. Just there, resting on the bottom of the chiseled out hole in the wall. That ridge I’d gripped onto before? It was the gloryhole. Not sure of what to do next, I stripped my shirt off, tossing it aside with Val’s clothes and felt a rush of excitement wash over me. I’d waited so long for this, to give myself over to another man and take a cock. Having Val there made things awkward, but also… this is what she wanted, too. With great care, I reached out toward the cock. It had already brushed against my fingers, I’d already touched it, right? After a deep breath, I wrapped my thumb and forefinger around the shaft, stroking them along the length of it. I could feel it getting harder just from my touch. Still unsure of myself, I lean in, Val’s hand jutting up and pulling me by the arm, dragging me down to my knees.

		“Hurry up,” she said. “I told the girl behind the counter both holes were open in this booth. You heard the announcement…”

		A jolt ran through me, not quite fear, but anxiety. There was always a catch. I couldn’t turn back or explore this slowly. Val had already returned to sucking his cock, more vigorously now, while I was down on my knees, tugging away at a cock growing harder and harder with each stroke. Our backs were touching in the cramped booth, myself eye level with this increasingly gigantic cock. A small drop of pre-cum appeared on the tip of it. Without thinking, my tongue lashed out and licked the head, getting a little taste. A groan came from the other side, myself repeating it and his groan deepened.

		The sound of Val’s wet mouth gliding over the rock hard cock on the other side only urged me on harder, closing my eyes and opening my lips, letting the head press into them before the fleshy, salty cock was inside of my mouth. From somewhere deep inside, I rumbled, letting out the sluttiest moan I could conjure. Val giggled, her mouth still stuffed and her voice muffled, reaching back with her hand and placing it on the back of my head, pressing me deeper toward the wall, his whole cock pressing deeper now, all the way into the back of my throat.

		I gag, pulling back, and Val laughed again, herself choking on the fat cock she had. Still, I felt compelled to keep going, like a levee had broken that had been holding me back for so long. My head works back and forth along his swollen member, trying to figure out all the mechanics of how this worked, while imagining what I’d want when getting my cock sucked. Pulling back again to catch my breath, Val laughed again, this time grabbing onto my hair and something else—what felt like her ass—pressed against the back of my head and pushed me forward without warning, jamming that cock down deep in my throat.

		That giggle again. I pressed my face up against the cold, hard wall, hands braced while I regain some control. The man on the other side of the wall lets out a mighty groan and thrusts, cock scraping against my teeth. In a moment it’s gone, pulled back through the hole. With the faintest whisper I can conjure, I squeak out, “sorry,” and before I can say anything else, it’s back in my mouth.

		Val’s ass pressed me against the wall. The sound of her hand rapidly jacking back and forth along the man’s dick and his fevered moans means he’s getting close.

		“Yeah, baby, gimme that cum. Gimme that fucking cum,” she grunted, the man’s moans only amplifying over the sound of the tinny speakers in our booth before her ass pressed harder against me. “Oh, fuck yes. Mmmmm, so good.”

		The salty taste of pre-cum blends with my saliva and the taste of his cock, the relief of her moving her ass away from my head giving me space.

		Her hand was gripping the back of my head again, pulling me back and facing her. Like a predator to her prey, her lips shot in, locking against mine, tongue pushing the viscous fluid from her own mouth into mine.while she moaned. “Good, huh?” she asked, returning a nod only for her fingers to grip my chin and turn me back towards the wall and the cock dripping pre-cum. My lips are back around it, tongue dancing along the bottom while her hand braced me against the wall, him deep into my throat. It doesn’t take long for him to take the initiative. He was bucking his hips and slamming them against the wall with violent quakes, his cock sliding along the length of my tongue, back and forth. She gasped at the realization he was fucking my throat, holding me steady.

		“Yeah, I bet you like that. Fuck that slut mouth,” she urged him on, pounding against the wall. His pace intensified, throbbing cock fucking my mouth while my wife held me into position. I didn’t need it, relishing in the moment, but I let her have it, that feeling of being dominant and in control. “Yeah, fuck that slut mouth. Blow that fat load.”

		Harder and faster, his cock rammed through my lips and down my throat like a piston, the sound of his body slapping against the wall on the other side mixed with his groans. Without warning, his cock contracted and a flood burst into my mouth and down my throat, my muscles constricting and a cough emerging from reflex. Val purred, stroking my hair and relenting, letting my hand take a gentle grip of his dick while I gave it a few more jerks and swallowed hard. Just as fast as it was there, it was gone, pulling back behind the wall and leaving me dazed, the taste of cum still in my mouth. I sank back onto my knees, catching my breath and letting my mind catch up with my body. After all those years, it finally happened. I sucked a cock. And Val was right there with me, pushing me forward.

		Our lips locked again, her tongue probing for mine. My excitement was only heightened knowing we both had just had mouthfuls of other men’s cum. All of this her doing. A shadow danced along the wall, my eyes gaping open at the sight of another cock pressing through. Val didn’t even have to guess, smirking back at me and shaking her head. “What did you expect, silly? All those guys out there saw us come in here. In fact,” she nodded her head. “Looks like we’ve both got our work cut out for us.”

		There, behind me, was another cock beckoning to me, my stomach aflutter. I was ready, though. More ready than I could ever imagine.
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