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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      We were in Amsterdam, and Hope had been telling everyone that it was a second honeymoon—because five years before, we had come here on our honeymoon. Hope always liked to spin things for other people, aiming to make friends and family believe we were leading some kind of perfect life. Everything was an Instagram moment for her, all our time together full of romance. 

      Well, it was her job to spin things. She was a top PR executive for a major firm in Midtown Manhattan. 

      The truth was, our trip to Amsterdam seemed more like a fork in the road for our marriage. It felt like something significant was missing in our relationship—and had been missing for a while. And if we couldn’t figure out what that was, then we’d be destined to drift apart more and more, until, most likely, we both decided to call it a day. 

      It wasn’t that we weren’t friendly together—we were. We didn’t argue much, we liked similar things, spending time together was fine. But we were both workaholics—we both tended to stay late at the office quite frequently, we both worked sometimes on the weekends. We had sex occasionally, but it wasn’t anything special anymore. We enjoyed vacations together, but most of the time it involved lying on a beach somewhere, recharging our batteries so that we could get back to New York and our careers. 

      Working so much, we spent so much time apart. But then when we were together, there wasn’t that spark we used to have before we were married. 

      We looked around at our friends, and recognized similar dynamics in their relationships, in their marriages—but almost all of our friends had masked those problems by having kids, by starting families, by moving on to the next phases of their lives. 

      It felt like Hope and I were waiting to move on to the next phase of our lives, but both of us had been resisting that move because we wanted to succeed in our chosen fields.

      More and more, I had been coming to feel that that missing piece of our jigsaw was having kids—the trouble was, I didn’t want to have kids. Hope could fall pregnant, and suddenly we’d be starting a new chapter in our lives, and we’d have a lot of brand new subjects to talk about. But was it worth the struggle just to give ourselves something new to discuss?

      Judging by our friends, we’d probably end up being too tired all the time to worry about whether our own relationship had grown stale. 

      Did Hope want kids? Was she disappointed I’d never broached the idea? I had no idea. It felt like an incredibly awkward subject to bring up—mainly because I could not speak with any conviction in favor of having children. I wasn’t good with children, I didn’t particularly enjoy being in the company of children, I had no urge to procreate—I thought it might not even be a good world in which to bring children into anymore. 

      In my defense, Hope hadn’t brought up the subject of children, either. Maybe she was worried I didn’t seem like the kind of guy who would want children, and if she suddenly came out and said she wanted kids, maybe it would push us to breaking point. 

      Anyway. When Hope originally told me one night she wanted to go somewhere different for our next vacation, I got the sense from her that it was getting time to sort this big question out in terms of our relationship. I got that feeling from her that you had when a girlfriend came up to you and said the dreaded phrase, We Need To Talk. 

      She said she wanted to go somewhere we could look at stuff, do things, go places, rather than just lie on a beach somewhere. 

      She said Amsterdam, and I felt the urge to point out that Amsterdam wasn’t exactly somewhere different, since we’d been there before. But I held my tongue. I knew what she meant. She wanted the kind of vacation we used to take when we were dating, and when we went on our honeymoon. She wanted us to be a little more active. 

      So here we were. Amsterdam. 

      Hope was being all cheerful and lively and full of energy as we toured the galleries and antique shops in the narrow streets of the Jordaan, the museums in the Museumplein, the De Gooyer windmill, and its nearby microbrewery. And so on, and so forth. Our feet were throbbing at the end of each day, but Hope seemed happier than I’d seen in a while. Maybe we did just have to do more stuff together. 

      I have to admit, I was starting to be infected by Hope’s improved mood. 

      And then, after a few days, I was somewhat surprised one evening when she announced that we were going to visit Amsterdam’s red light district, De Wallen. 

      ‘Uh, what?’ 

      ‘Come on, Marcus, we are grownups. It’s world-famous!’ 

      ‘I’m not objecting to the idea,’ I said cautiously. 

      ’So then, what’s the problem?’ 

      ‘No problem.’ 

      I didn’t want to state to her face that I was shocked she’d consider visiting the red light district, because she wasn’t that kind of person. We weren’t really that kind of people. We were a little conservative in our tastes if I was being honest, and when it came to sex we were conventional, as vanilla as it got. We’d both been late bloomers, sexually. Introverts and high achievers in college, we’d come late to dating, finding each other on a dating site when our career-focused lives had run full tilt into loneliness.

      This wasn’t us. We didn’t watch porn together, let alone visit sex shows, or sex shops, or whatever else the red light district offered. 

      ‘It’ll be fun,’ Hope insisted, a big smile spread across her freckly face. 

      I actually thought we’d get there, and start seeing the sights and sounds of the red light district, and Hope would change her mind. I thought she’d end up dragging me into a cafe as though we’d only gone there for a coffee, and then we’d be heading smartly back to our hotel for a rethink on the day’s pursuits. 

      But there we were, wandering down these little streets and cobbled alleyways near the Oude Kerk, passing sex shops and lap dance clubs and strange little shops lit up with red lights, where prostitutes displayed themselves in the windows. And Hope was walking along with a delighted smile on her face as though we were wandering through Disneyland. 

      I tried to play things calmly, and try to act as though I was just a tourist wandering through some quaint, curious museum that happened to smell a bit of marijuana, and where some of the staff just happened to be wearing hooker costumes. 

      But my wife was telling me things like she’d read up on the place, acting as our very own tour guide. 

      ‘You know, when they light their windows up with blue lights instead of red, it means they’re transgendered,’ she explained, as casually as though she was telling me who had commissioned Vermeer to paint The Girl With the Pearl Earring. ‘They do that so their customers don’t get confused.’ 

      I learned that there were currently 201 red-lit windows where prostitutes legally offered themselves to clients. Hope even let me know that prostitutes rent their windows for about 150 euros per night, and charge their clients upwards of 80 euros for a 15-20 minute ride. 

      She took us to see a sex show at Casa Rosso, for God’s sake! 

      And this wasn’t the can-can at the Moulin Rouge. There were performers having sex on stage. I could hardly believe it. I mean, sure, it was arousing, but in a weird way, because my wife was there. I was filled with all kinds of shame and guilt and maintained a constant fear that Hope would discover I had an erection and then fly into a furious, jealous rage. And I know, Hope’s not the type to fly into a rage. 

      It was just astonishing how Hope took it all in, totally at ease with all this nudity and sex right in front of us, and she even seemed to enjoy it. 

      After a while, the awkwardness that came from my own feelings watching performers dancing nude and having sex on the stage, coupled with my growing fascination with how Hope was reacting to all this, made me end up feeling safer to pay more attention to my wife than the sex show. 

      I actually found it quietly exciting that my wife would enjoy a damn sex show. That she would want to sit there through an 80-minute show and watch these people having sex. For some reason, it made her seem more interesting to me, and perhaps even more desirable to me. 

      I found myself wondering if she would want to go back to the hotel and try out some of the moves she’d seen on stage for ourselves. Up to that point, while we’d been in Amsterdam a few days, we hadn’t had sex—something that didn’t seem in any way strange. But now, I was actually beginning to feel like I really wanted it.  

      Had this been Hope’s idea all along? To take me to the red light district, so we’d get all worked up and want to have sex when we got back to the hotel? Even the thought that she’d be manipulative in that way only made me more aroused. 

      I started paying more attention to my wife’s trim figure, her delightful curves, her pretty smile, her fiery red hair, and started feeling lust for her like I hadn’t felt in a long time. 

      After the show, it was getting on for midnight and places around the red light district were beginning to close for the night. I put my arm around my wife as we walked back in the direction of the hotel, and it actually felt like we were a proper couple, that there was a romantic bond between us rather than just a marital bond. 

      The surprises were not done for the night, however. 

      On our way back, Hope broke away from me, and then tugged my hand, pulling me towards a sex shop. 

      ‘What’re you doing?’ I said, laughing. 

      ‘Come on,’ she said with a mischievous grin. ‘Don’t you want a souvenir?’ 
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      It felt a little weird going in there—it was still a sex shop, with a faintly seedy atmosphere thanks to what was being sold there, even though my wife seemed to be treating it as a souvenir stall for tourists. 

      But at the same time, it was quietly exciting to me—Hope had never even hinted at an interest in watching porn before. Was she opening herself up to new things? That was a thrilling thought, not that I thought it very far ahead in terms of what she might open herself up to do.

      Inside, we avoided the gaze of the guy behind the counter, and slipped into the back aisles. We felt a little self-conscious, since there were actually quite a few people in there—though, after a while, the busy nature of the place actually helped lessen our feeling of awkwardness, of being some kind of perverts. 

      Hope led us slowly around shelves loaded with porn DVDs, as though we were walking around the now-defunct Blockbuster Video. 

      ‘What kind of thing do you like?’ she asked. 

      ‘I don’t know,’ I said, which wasn’t exactly the truth, but I still wasn’t comfortable opening up to her about having any kind of knowledge about this particular field. 

      I pulled a couple of things out from the shelf. Anything that looked too hot, I put back. I actually felt guilty about finding any of the actresses on the DVD boxes hot. Weird, huh? Under the scrutiny of my wife, I was worried she would take offense to anyone I showed any hint of lust toward that wasn’t her. 

      I distracted her attention from the content by pointing out, ‘You realize we wouldn’t be able to watch any of these back at the hotel anyway. We don’t have a DVD player here.’ 

      ‘I know,’ she shrugged. 

      After a while, she started pulling things out. Here was one called something like ‘Leather and Lace’. Another was called ‘A Taste of Stoya’. Another, ‘Deeper 4’. Some of the porn stars seemed familiar, but it was surreal seeing them on DVDs in my wife’s hands. 

      ‘What kind of thing do you like?’ I said, throwing the question back to her. And for some reason, it seemed to make my heart beat faster to ask her what she might like to see—what might turn her on. 

      She grinned, and said, ‘I don’t know.’ But now she was flicking through things on the shelf with a different kind of glint in her eye. 

      Exciting. 

      ‘What about this one?’ she asked me. 

      ‘Warm Up Fuck For Andrew’. The box showed a blonde bombshell on all fours, a naked guy lined up behind her ready to take her. Nothing remarkable, I’d say. I even felt slightly disappointed. 

      ‘She’s cute, right?’ Hope said, and I could see in her eyes she was still trying to find something I’d like. 

      ‘That’s the kind of thing you go for?’ I said and regretted saying it the instant I did because it suddenly felt like I was making fun of her choices. 

      ‘I guess not.’ She blushed, but then took on more of a determined expression as she began looking through more titles on the shelves. 

      ‘Here.’ 

      The next one she showed me was ‘Wild Fucking Angels’, about a bunch of ‘horny dick-crazy bitches’. That was a little more promising—I guess I was thinking of Hope being similarly ‘dick-crazy’, and that got me going. Then she put another one in my hands—‘Big Cock Chronicles 3’. I suspected she was trying to shock me into regretting my insistence that she choose something—but here I was, looking at a DVD featuring a black guy with a huge cock, and it only made me more aroused that my wife apparently wanted to see this movie. 

      ‘Naughty,’ I said, trying to sound encouraging, rather than judgmental. 

      She smirked at me and looked a little coy, and I wondered if her bravery was beginning to run out. 

      Then she said, ‘Look—there might be somewhere we can watch it.’ 

      We had rounded the corner of the DVD shelves, and Hope was pointing to a little door in the back of the store, above which was a neon sign offering ‘Private XXX Preview Booths’. 

      ‘Come on,’ she said, clutching Big Cock Chronicles 3, and flicking her head to urge me to follow her through that little doorway. 

      I was surprised that she would want to do anything other than just make the purchase and then escape from this place hurriedly. But, I sure as hell would support her if she wanted to do something other than that. I nodded, and went with her through the little doorway, and then down an equally narrow stairway down to a basement level. 

      Down here, the walls were painted black, but the floor was pale pine, and the halogen lights in the ceiling offered an all-around brightness that helped make the place seem much safer than it might have done otherwise. 

      We turned a corner and found a long hallway with many doors opening off to one side, like stalls in a restroom. Hope pulled my hand and led me to one. 

      Inside was a dark little room with a TV screen and a set-top box that offered us the chance to scan the barcode of the DVD, and for a cool 5 euros, we could preview the DVD. I closed the door to seal us into the little cabin, which seemed to have easy-wipe surfaces everywhere, but at least the bench seat seemed fairly comfortable. 

      Hope got straight to scanning our DVD’s bar code, and then followed the instructions on the TV screen to enter payment details. 

      And then suddenly, on the television, we were watching a redhead and a black guy sitting in front of a fireplace in a very ordinary-looking suburban living room, in the early stages of getting it on. It seemed like a coincidence that it would be a redhead featured in this scene—there had been no redhead on the DVD cover, only blondes and brunettes—considering that Hope was a redhead. I half wondered if it would help Hope to engage with this porn, although the redhead on-screen had very long, straight red hair, whereas Hope’s was cut fairly short, a wavy bob with side-swept bangs. 

      Hope made herself comfortable on the bench, while I started examining our door to see if we could lock it. Somewhat unnervingly, there was no lock. 

      Then we were sitting together on that bench, giving each other amused, mildly anxious glances as the man on screen sat behind the redhead, nibbling on her ear and her neck while he groped her breasts. The redhead was spouting some half-meaningless nonsense about having a ‘wild’ 24 hours, inexplicably blurting out words like ‘big fucking cock’ like she had Tourette’s Syndrome.

      It was really low-quality pornography, and yet because Hope was there with me, wanting to watch, the whole experience was lent a strange, unexpected excitement. 

      I kept glancing at Hope, wondering what we were supposed to be doing here. What did she expect? Were we just going to sit and watch this stuff, and then decide whether to buy it? Or did she want something to happen between us in this weird, darkened little booth? 

      After a while, the redhead pulled her breasts free of her little pink dress, and her lover began to enjoy them. At times, she seemed to be talking to the cameraman—inexplicably asking him, at one point, if he was watching her—and that didn’t quite seem to make sense. But, hey, it was crappy porn. Who were we to question why? 

      Now the guy on screen was taking off the redhead’s panties, and now I was getting interested as to how far Hope would allow this pornography to continue before getting too shocked to watch. The black guy lay down between the redhead’s splayed thighs and put his mouth to her sex. 

      I glanced at Hope as the guy on the screen started slowly licking the redhead’s pussy, and now she seemed a little more engrossed—she wasn’t glancing away from the screen to look at me anymore.

      Anyway. The guy on the screen went down on the redhead for quite a while, and we watched without making a sound. Then the scene cut to the guy pulling off his pants to reveal a huge dick—as the title of this particular motion picture had foreshadowed—which he proceeded to feed into the redhead’s pussy without much fanfare. 

      Hope was transfixed to the sight of that huge thing slowly disappearing into the redhead. Her face was a little twisted, as though she was more amazed by the spectacle—by the fact that the thing fit inside that redhead—than turned on by the erotic scenes. 

      As I said, it was poor-quality pornography.

      I wondered if I ought to slip out of the booth and look for something a little more high quality, silently debating whether Hope might let me, whether she might still be in the mood to enjoy whatever I found when I came back. 

      But she broke my thoughts, suddenly blurting out, ‘What is that?’ 

      I thought she was referring to something in the porn, but when I looked at her, ready to seek clarification as to her question, I saw that she wasn’t looking at the TV screen, she was looking at the wall beside our seat. 

      I peered at what she was looking at, and couldn’t figure it out at first. There was a little door on the wall—it was very tall and thin, with a little handle. At first, I wondered if it was some kind of locker or lockbox, provided so that people could keep their valuables safely inside. Perhaps if they stripped off for some illicit behavior in this room, they might want to protect jewelry or whatever. 

      But the thing wasn’t locked. Prompted by my curiosity, I tugged on the handle and it opened easily. 

      It wasn’t a lockbox. Behind the little door was a large hole—a slot, really, which was tall and thin just like the door that had covered it. 

      ‘I don’t know…’ I said at first. 

      Then I stopped myself and caught my breath. 

      ‘It’s a glory hole,’ I said, now laughing a little. 

      ‘A what?’ 

      Bless my innocent wife. I grinned, ‘You sit in here… enjoying yourself… and if you’re in the mood… you open up this hole… and if there’s a guy in the next room, he can put his dick through here… and you can suck on it…’ 

      Ordinarily, I would never be able to talk to my wife like this, I think. But the whole experience of our evening in the red light district had broken down the barriers a little, and with a guy ramming his big dick into the redhead on the TV screen right in front of us, I didn’t feel too awkward saying such things. 

      Hope said, ‘People really… do things like that here?’ 

      I shrugged. ‘It wouldn’t be here if they didn’t.’ 

      ‘But why—?’ 

      ‘It’s a sex shop. I guess some people really get in the mood…’ 

      ‘It’s so… naughty,’ Hope said, and to my surprise, the expression on her face wasn’t one of revulsion, or horror—but fascination and delight. 

      ‘The whole point is, you can’t see who the guy is, and he can’t see who you are… so I guess… it’s anonymous…’ 

      ‘Wow,’ she said, shifting a little in her seat, and tugging on the collar of her shirt as though she was getting a little too warm for comfort. 

      ‘Yeah…’ I said, wondering if it was time to suggest going home. Hope looked a little blasted, a little dazed and fatigued. 

      But just then my wife took me completely by surprise, and flashed me a truly devilish look, and said, ‘You want to try it out, honey?’

      I stifled a gasp. 

      ‘Uh… what?’ 

      She grinned, and took on a conspiratorial expression, saying in a loud whisper, ‘You could just… slip into the next room… and we could pretend… you know… you’re a stranger… and I’m… well… a very naughty girl…’ 

      I couldn’t believe she was even thinking about it, let alone suggesting it. Sex in public? Jesus. And there were no locks on these doors. 

      But it wasn’t as though she was drunk, we hadn’t had anything to drink that evening—we had been innocent tourists seeing the sights—and I felt like I might not get the chance to see this wanton side of my wife again. 

      Getting up from the bench, I said, ‘Okay… you wait here, I won’t be a minute…’ 

      And she flashed me another sexy little grin as I headed for the door—slipping out into the hallway. My pulse was quickening by the second, I could feel my heart pumping away inside my chest, and my manhood was thickening up at an impressive rate. Were we really going to do this? Was Hope going to give me a blowjob through a fricking glory hole?

      Jesus. 

      I know, it might seem a bit meh to you, the prospect of getting a blowjob from my wife, but this was at a sex shop, in the basement, through a fucking glory hole. It was too god-damn hot for words.

      Out in the hallway, I tried to figure out the layout of this basement so that I could find the right little room in which to locate the other end of that glory hole. It wasn’t straightforward. As you entered our booth, there was a bench seat on one side and the screen on the other. The glory hole was at the end of the little room, away from the door.

      Within this maze, I was going to have to find the room that was adjacent to the back wall of our booth. That meant I’d have to go down the hallway, turn left, continue on a little more, and then turn left again—presumably there were more little rooms on the other side of these ones. 

      I felt a slight increase in my anxiety levels with every passing minute—at that stage, I’m not sure if it was because I was more worried that Hope would change her mind and decide not to do it, or whether someone would come down from the shop upstairs to bust us for trying to use the glory hole. 

      But surely it couldn’t be against the rules if there was a properly crafted glory hole in that wall, covered by a properly installed little door? 

      I walked down the hallway. There were a couple of men coming down the stairs from the shop now, but they seemed like customers, rather than management. From a glance at them, I didn’t feel threatened. 

      Rounding the corner, I found that there were, indeed, more preview booths back here. There was a blond guy in the hallway, waiting outside one of the doors. What was he doing? I figured he was just about to go into one of the booths—maybe he was waiting for his partner to bring down a DVD from upstairs. 

      Actually, I was a little annoyed as I approached him, thinking that he was about to take the booth I very much needed in order to play out this naughty little plan with my wife. 

      I double counted the doors, and indeed, the guy seemed to be waiting at the one I needed to be inside. 

      As I came up behind him, I prepared to ask him, nicely, if he wouldn’t mind using another one of the little preview rooms—there were plenty available, it seemed to me. 

      But as I came up behind him, he turned, and looked at me with a big, excited smile, then told me in a heavy Dutch accent, ‘There’s someone at the glory hole!’ 

      I was confused, a touch embarrassed that he might have seen Hope waiting there beside an open glory hole ready to suck my dick through it—and then, as I saw that the door into the booth was actually open, I glanced inside and gasped. 

      It was not empty. 

      There was a man in there—standing right up against the wall. 

      He was pressing himself up against the spot where the glory hole went through. 

      Beside me, the blond guy said, ‘Sounds like she’s pretty good. You should join the line, my friend.’

      I was completely stunned. 

      It felt like my heart had stopped. My whole body was cold. My erection had completely disappeared. I felt sick. I peered into the gloom of that little cubicle and saw the man in there grinding his hips as he pressed his crotch up against that wall. He was moaning loudly, unafraid whether anyone could hear him. 

      Was my wife really sucking on this man’s cock? 

      Had she been hit by a bizarre case of mistaken identity? 

      I took a deep breath, trying to avoid vomiting. My brain’s self-preservation mechanism kicked in, and I started silently suggesting plausible alternative scenarios to myself. Perhaps Hope had seen this guy put his dick through that hole, and had then run a mile in terror—and someone else had stepped into the booth to do the honors. 

      But as I stumbled back, and then staggered off down the hallway back to the other side of the basement, where I had left my wife, the debate inside my head was veering toward the worst-case scenario. 

      Back around the corner, there were now two men lurking outside the door I knew to be the booth in which my wife and I had watched Big Cock Chronicles 3. As I approached them, I considered how much time I’d been away from Hope—and figured it wasn’t long enough for her to get herself together and leave the booth. And if she had decided to leave, why hadn’t she come to find me?

      I approached the door, and the two guys lurking outside saw me coming—and they actually made way so that I could look inside the booth too. 

      And I very nearly had a heart attack. 

      There, inside, was Hope, down on her knees in front of the glory hole. She looked as though she was praying to the Lord Our Savior. Except that as she knelt there, leaning in toward the wall, her head was gently bobbing. 

      One of the men watching from the hallway graciously made room so that I could lean into the doorway for a closer look. 

      Oh God.

      My wife was sucking another man’s cock.
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      I think the biggest shock wasn’t that she was doing it—kneeling in front of a wall with a stranger’s hard dick protruding from a glory hole, just holding it in one hand while stretching her lips around its bulbous end. The biggest shock was how I reacted to it. 

      After the initial startling surprise of seeing her there, sucking someone else’s dick, I think I expected jealousy to kick in—and perhaps even anger, revulsion. But it didn’t. 

      I didn’t even stop her. 

      I just stood there in the doorway, watching in amazement as she slowly withdrew from his cock, kissed the tip gently, and when she opened her mouth, a strand of the guy’s pre-come briefly stretched between the tip of her tongue and the end of his dick.

      It was just obscene. 

      My wife’s pretty eyes closed for the most part as she calmly, languidly worked at that thing, her innocent face tilted slightly upward as she slid three or four inches of his huge erection into her mouth. Her pale cheeks were drawn in as she sucked on him.

      My God. 

      It was quite clearly my wife—and yet I was experiencing the strangest disconnect with the sense of familiarity that I usually felt when I was with her. It was a subconscious confusion—how could this be my wife when she was giving a blowjob, and it quite obviously wasn’t being given to me? 

      It was all wrong. It made me feel a rising state of panic that was quite terrifying to behold—and yet, I couldn’t move, I couldn’t say anything, I couldn’t interject. 

      And while it was all wrong, somehow that sense of wrongness only added to the bizarre excitement I was feeling along with the panic and shock. I was hard as a fucking rock watching her practically swallowing that thing, screwing her eyes shut as though it was just blissful to be sucking on this man’s hardness, even though it wasn’t mine. 

      She was so beautiful, kneeling there, letting that stranger’s cock inside her mouth. I could hardly believe how sexy it was—the fact that it wasn’t my cock only seemed to make it seem hotter for some reason. 

      ‘She’s so good. He’s gonna come any moment,’ the guy behind me murmured in my ear, as though I needed commentary. 

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I said. 

      Christ. 

      The guy pulled his dick back a moment, and Hope leaned toward the wall, pressing her face to the hole in the masonry. From the movement of her head, now I could tell that the guy behind the wall was fucking her face. 

      It was something I knew she liked when she was going down on me—for me to eventually take control, to gently hold her head and take charge, to use her mouth, to fuck her there. But it involved high levels of trust—she knew I was sensitive to how it was for her, that I wouldn’t force myself any further into her mouth than was comfortable for her, that I wouldn’t forcibly take hold of her head and use her roughly.

      She was trusting this guy—but he wasn’t who she thought he was. 

      He wasn’t me. 

      For a moment or two, as I saw her let him use her like that, I wondered if there was a chance she did know it was a stranger. I mean, she knew what my cock felt like in her mouth, didn’t she? We’d been married five years. What were the chances that some random stranger would put his dick through the glory hole and it would be exactly the same size and shape as mine? 

      It didn’t look like mine. Mine wasn’t as big as that. 

      The guy shaved his pubic hair for God’s sake. 

      This was about the point at which I noticed that Hope had one of her hands tucked between her thighs—she was quietly touching herself while she was sucking on this stranger’s cock. She was getting off on this? I don’t remember her ever doing this when she went down on me before. 

      Was she getting off on the fantasy of servicing a stranger through a glory hole, or was she getting off because she knew she was servicing a stranger through this glory hole? 

      I was so hard. It was getting uncomfortable in my jeans. The way I was feeling, it practically didn’t even matter whether my wife knew she was sucking on the wrong dick, or not. It was hot one way or the other. The hottest thing I’d ever seen. 

      Kind of weird to be feeling like that with a few other guys loitering around me, though. We were all perverts though, right? So it wasn’t exactly embarrassing to be there. 

      Hope looked like she was in heaven. She was moaning, the sound from her mouth mixing with the wet noises of her lips rubbing against the man’s glistening shaft. 

      ‘Mmm… mmm… mmm…’

      ‘He’s gonna come…’ came the commentary from behind me. ‘He’s gonna come…’ 

      I felt sure Hope would stop any moment—we didn’t have any towels in here, for God’s sake, why didn’t we think about the towels? And yet she didn’t. My gorgeous wife, who had always tended to either move on from orally pleasuring me before I could come or else spit whatever I produced into a towel, just kept on going. 

      I caught my breath as I saw the cock in her hand shudder and jerk, and Hope only clamped her lips around it more tightly. Was she swallowing? 

      The guy wasn’t stopping. He was slowing a little, but he continued to thrust that thing into my wife’s mouth even while he was coming. Even after he came. Jesus. Did the guy have inhuman stamina? Was he on Viagra? 

      Hope wasn’t stopping, either, she wasn’t withdrawing, she wasn’t recoiling in horror as her mouth was flooded with his come. I could see the white cream slick on his glistening shaft as she continued to bob down on it. And then a great load of it leaked out of her mouth and dribbled down her chin, dropping down onto her chest, oozing down between her breasts. 

      He was still coming. He must have gone without sex or masturbation for weeks, he must have been on an intensive high-protein diet. Nobody comes that much, do they? 

      Apparently, they do when my wife’s sucking their cock. 

      It seemed like 20 minutes she was treating the end of his manhood like some delicious ice cream on a hot summer’s day. 

      Then, at last, she withdrew, wiped her mouth on her sleeve, and giggled at her wickedness. 

      I stepped back out into the hallway, stunned.

      A stranger had just come down my wife’s throat. So why had it been so thrilling to me?
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      I waited out in the hallway for a minute or two. I didn’t know what to do. Should I tell her what had just happened? Should I keep it to myself? 

      Of course, it would be easier just to pretend nothing out of the ordinary had happened—that it had been me she’d been sucking on the past twenty minutes or so. But what if she knew that hadn’t been me? She’d know I’d be lying if I pretended it was me. 

      But if she’d known it wasn’t me, why hadn’t she stopped sucking him? 

      I figured she couldn’t be mad at me for failing to stop her from doing it if she knew it wasn’t me. 

      She could be mad, however, if she genuinely thought she’d just given her husband a blow job, and he came in to tell her it had been someone else in her mouth—and her husband hadn’t stopped her doing it. 

      I decided the safest route was to just try to pretend it had been me, and bluster through any attempts she made to drill down into that story. 

      I made my way back past the huddle of guys hanging out by the doorway to our booth—and a couple of them made vaguely annoyed noises like they believed I was cutting in line to see the next show. But then there was Hope, getting up from the floor, looking all sweet and innocent again, despite what she’d just done. Smiling, laughing at herself for being so naughty. 

      ‘Honey, I think we need to get out of here!’ she said, and I thought she was nervous because there were faces in the doorway of lustful men wanting to see her. 

      The guys who had grunted in irritation as I’d pushed past them now made surprised sounds as they saw my wife’s eyes falling on me with recognition, and heard the way she addressed me, clearly looking upon me as her husband, or at the very least boyfriend. 

      ‘Yeah, I think we’re done here,’ I said. 

      Then I saw that another guy had inserted his hard cock through the hole in the wall. Hope glanced over her shoulder at it, put her hand across her mouth in surprise, and giggled at the lewd sight. 

      ‘God,’ she said, as I took her hand and pulled her toward the doorway. 

      She was behaving as though she genuinely thought that had been me she’d taken in her mouth just now. I didn’t want to lie to her, but I was going to go with that impression for now. She seemed very cheerful, at least, as I held her hand and led her up the stairs again, to emerge into the sex shop like a couple of moles emerging into the bright sunshine after days spent underground. 

      ‘Honey,’ Hope said as I tried to lead her out of the store. 

      She was clutching the DVD—Big Cock Chronicles 3. The look on her face reminded me that we needed to either pay for it or put it back on the shelf.

      I groaned, thinking we’d already paid six bucks to watch it. But I paused at the counter long enough for her to shell out for the purchase price as well—it seemed somehow quicker and less shameful to buy it, rather than just shove it back on the shelf where we’d found it.

      As we fell out onto the dark street, Hope was laughing again, saying, ‘That next guy’s going to be disappointed, don’t you think?’ 

      I pulled her to me, smiling back at her—her joy was impossible to resist. 

      I joked, ‘You wanna go back in there and make sure he’s okay?’ 

      And felt a little surge of shame—and also, somehow, excitement—shoot through my chest at realizing it wasn’t entirely joking. That I wouldn’t have objected if she had said yes, she did want to go back in there and do another guy. Or the rest of the line, for that matter. 

      But she laughed, ‘No, I think he’ll get over it,’ and seemed to be rapidly turning into the woman I knew as my wife again—the familiar, conventional, sweet and cheerful redhead I’d married, who couldn’t possibly do anything so wicked as to take another man’s cock into her mouth. 

      I did what seemed natural when she was being all sweet and coy and happy to be with me—I pulled her in for a kiss. 

      I don’t know what I was thinking—I wasn’t thinking. For a moment, I totally forgot that my wife had just wrapped her lips around a stranger’s cock for the past twenty minutes, and then the guy had shot a seriously heavy load of come down her throat, some of it even leaking out to drip down her chin onto her chest.

      I think Hope was a little surprised I kissed her like that, too, since I didn’t usually do that right after she’d gone down on me. 

      I realized my mistake just as my lips pressed against hers, and I smelled the mild odor of another man’s come on her face and tasted a slight, unfamiliar saltiness of her mouth. But as soon as I did realize it, it seemed both a little too late to avoid going through with it—and, weirdly, somewhat exciting to confirm the proof that my wife really had just made another man come with her mouth. 

      After that point where it was too late to pull out of the kiss, Hope seemed to realize she liked making out with me like that, out on the street, just after giving ‘me’ a naughty blowjob in the basement of a sex shop. Suddenly, she was grabbing hold of my head, adding some passion to our kiss, turned on by what we’d done, and by the way I was so into this kiss too, apparently just as buzzed at what had just happened. 

      I felt her hand press against my crotch, discovering my hardness down there, emitting a little squeal of delight at finding me still hard—or, perhaps as she thought about it, hard again so soon after the last time. Her eyes opened and gazed into mine, wide with surprise. 

      Yeah, we’d been married five years, she knew I didn’t usually get hard again after coming, not for a while. 

      ‘We should get a taxi back to the hotel,’ she said, not bothering to conceal the obvious need in her tone. 

      ‘We should,’ I agreed. 

      There were plenty of taxis close by the red light district at that time of night. The whole place was shutting down for the night, and there were lots of people around who needed to get to somewhere else. 

      The taxi smelled of leather seats and, faintly, of cannabis smoke. It only seemed to add to the buzz of excitement Hope and I were both feeling. She glanced at me a few times. I looked at her. She pulled me in for another one of those sexy kisses. All lips and tongue, suction and penetration. A precursor to full sex, in every sense of the words. 

      I just couldn’t get over the way she tasted, the way she smelled. It wasn’t strong, it was very subtle. But it was the lingering traces of another man. Another man’s cock. 

      Every moment I kissed her, I was able to appreciate incontrovertible evidence that she’d basically been unfaithful. Sure, it hadn’t been her fault—she had, it seemed, honestly believed she was sucking on my cock. But it hadn’t been my cock. And so, essentially, it hadn’t complied with a strict interpretation of fidelity. 

      She just thought I was majorly turned on by getting a blowjob from her in a sex shop.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FIVE

          

        

      

    

    
      We held hands going into the hotel, and all the way up to our floor in the elevator, but there was an urgency in our grip, and every time our eyes connected. 

      Up in our room, we kissed again, safely away from public eyes. 

      It was another long, messily passionate kiss, and deeply thrilling for me considering what I’d seen her do with that sweet mouth of hers. After a long while, she broke away from me, laughing.

      ‘What?’ I said, bemused at what was cracking her up so much. 

      ‘Nobody can see us now,’ she said, ‘but you’re still kissing me?’ 

      I shrugged and was about to ask why she’d felt the need for me to move things on beyond kissing when she started pulling off my clothes. I realized that normally we didn’t just kiss all that much anymore—if we were going to have sex, we’d quickly move on to getting naked and entangled. 

      But I wanted to kiss her. It was thrilling to me. I guess it was such a taboo to kiss her after she’d been at the glory hole, and that made it exciting to me.

      In no time after that, she had my shirt off and coaxed me down onto the bed where she could work on removing my jeans. I think she was worried I’d lose my hardness since it was fairly unprecedented for me to recover an erection this quickly after orgasm. She didn’t know I hadn’t had an orgasm, of course. 

      ‘You’re still so hard,’ she said, leaning over to kiss me some more, her hand wandering over the bulge in my underwear. 

      ‘We were in the red light district,’ I said, by way of explanation. ‘In a sex shop.’ 

      ‘We were, weren’t we?’ 

      She pulled down my boxer shorts, and her eyes widened as she lay eyes on my rigid cock. I thought she was just impressed at how hard I was after coming already—but her eyes were wide with surprise, not delight. 

      ‘You—’ she said. 

      Her hand tightened around my shaft. For a moment, I couldn’t understand what she was doing. Then she looked up at me, totally confused. 

      ‘When we were in that viewing booth back in the sex shop…’ she said, then I saw her eyes fall into my lap again—analyzing my crotch, rather than admiring it or lusting after my cock. 

      I realized, with horror, that the penny had dropped. She’d figured it out. She’d noticed the difference between me and the guy she’d blown. 

      My guilt returned in a big way. I winced as it exploded inside my chest. 

      ‘You sent me out of the booth,’ I said. ‘When I went around to the booth behind that wall, there was already a guy in there.’ 

      ‘What—?’

      Oh God, I knew it had all been so wrong. I should have stopped it from happening. I was the worst kind of idiot. 

      ‘I couldn’t get in there,’ I said, feeling small and ashamed and so very stupid. ‘I came back around to warn you, to stop from… from… and there were guys outside our booth, too. I couldn’t get to you. Then…’ 

      ‘Jesus fuck.’

      Hope just seemed to freeze, and went very pale. I waited for her to blow up, to turn into a towering rage of disgust and fury. She’d want to get out of here immediately, she’d take a taxi to the airport, she’d fly home and she’d never want to see me again. Our marriage, our life together, was over. 

      I said, ‘I’m so sorry… I know it was… I know I shouldn’t have… when I managed to get back to you… you were already…’ 

      ‘It wasn’t you?’ 

      I sighed. ‘You were already… going down on him… and I just couldn’t stop… watching…’ 

      Her eyes widened again, and this time her jaw dropped as well. ‘Marcus—you watched me—?’

      Her tone was just kind of flat, almost neutral. She wasn’t giving me any clues as to whether she was furious at me, or whether she understood why I had done what I’d done, and she was about to be forgiving. 

      I didn’t know what to say. I said in a small voice, ‘You looked so… happy… and so… excited… and I didn’t… I mean…’

      She raised an eyebrow, and her eyes seemed to focus on mine. ‘Why didn’t you say anything about it?’ She asked me. ‘You didn’t say anything at the time… or afterward.’

      ‘Well, I didn’t…’ 

      ‘You aren’t angry that I did that?’ She asked, her voice a lot softer, more tender than I would have expected. I saw her eyes fall to my lap, to where my erection had vanished.

      ‘Well—no, of course not.’

      I could almost hear her brain working, making connections, calculations, assessments. She said, ‘You watched me sucking another man’s cock… and then… we went back upstairs… out of the shop… and you were all over me…’ 

      Her hand moved on my thickening cock, which was already responding to her reminding me of the events of that night. She felt my manhood stiffening, of course. And she started working on it so that my cock continued to stiffen up. 

      ‘It turns you on, doesn’t it?’ she said, quietly, her voice full of what seemed like awe. 

      I was still wary, still waiting for her to suddenly snap and become more furious than I’d ever seen before, but I could hardly deny what she was saying, considering the evidence. 

      ‘You were so… so hot, honey,’ I said. ‘I couldn’t believe how hot it was, watching you… doing that…’ 

      She looked shocked—but now her shocked expression changed. The corners of her mouth curled upward, her raised eyebrows lowered a touch, and her wide eyes seemed to ignite into flames of what seemed like desire. 

      ‘You liked watching me sucking that guy’s cock?’ 

      ‘I couldn’t help…’ 

      She wasn’t angry. Very much the opposite. She glanced down at my cock, so hard in her hands now, and was apparently astonished in a good way. 

      She started stroking it again. 

      ‘You know…’ she said, cautiously, ‘…when I saw that big, hard cock come through the hole… I did… kind of… fantasize that it might be a stranger.’ 

      My cock suddenly thickened up a lot after she said that—and she noticed. Her blue eyes connected with mine, and the corners of her pretty mouth curled upward into a mischievous smile. 

      I said, ‘That was… kind of… the point, wasn’t it? A glory hole… you can’t see the guy’s face…’ 

      She nodded. ‘So he could be anyone.’ 

      Her eyes fell to my crotch, and to my cock, which she now seemed to be examining as though she’d never laid eyes on it before. 

      ‘Maybe subconsciously… you were letting me suck a stranger’s cock, the moment you agreed to go find the other side of that hole in the wall…’ 

      ‘Uh-huh…’ I growled, as her grip tightened around my shaft, and she ducked down to put her lips close to the tip of my cock—without, yet, taking it into her mouth. 

      ‘Maybe I wanted to imagine playing with another guy when I suggested we try out the glory hole ourselves,’ she said, and I felt her hot breath on the end of my manhood. It throbbed in response to her words and her breath.

      Breathing deeply, I said, ‘Maybe we should go back there tomorrow night. And you could… I don’t know… try out some other guys…’ 

      Her eyes flashed. 

      I could hardly believe I’d suggested such a depraved idea. But we’d been building up to this, and it was easier to suggest shocking things when you were certain she was just as into the idea as you were. 

      Hope said, ‘Seriously?’ 

      ‘Wouldn’t you want to?’ 

      ‘Well… yes…’ 

      ‘Okay then.’ 

      ‘You really want us to go back to that place so I can go down on a bunch of other men?’ 

      ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I do.’ 

      I’m not sure whether she was persuaded by my words or the throbbing cock in her hands. But she gave me the sweetest, sexiest smile—like that of a true, though corrupted, angel—and then sank down to take my manhood deep in her mouth.
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      We were back in the red light district—but this time, we weren’t there purely as tourists. We weren’t gawking at the strangeness of it all, we weren’t gazing in as outsiders, amused at the seedy depravity of humanity’s underbelly. 

      This time, we were part of it. 

      We were dressed up smartly, and walking through the cobbled streets with intent. Hope was wearing stockings, for heaven’s sake. She never wore stockings before. We had to go shopping down the Kalverstraat especially to get them—she was inspired by the fact that most of the sex workers we saw in De Wallen the previous night were wearing clothes like these. 

      We bought her some new lingerie while we were shopping. 

      So sexy that she would want to dress up like this for our next adventure in the red light district. So sexy that she would want to explore this even as a possibility. 

      Walking back to that same sex shop we were in before, I was clutching her hand tightly, and I could feel her occasional trembles of anxiety. 

      ‘We don’t have to do this, you know.’ 

      ‘I know.’ 

      ‘If at any stage you change your mind, or it’s too much, or even that you’re just not quite sure…’ 

      ‘I know, honey,’ she said sweetly, giving my hand a squeeze, smiling as she glanced into my eyes. ‘It’s scary, sure. But I want to do this. I want to try it.’ 

      ‘Good.’ 

      ‘And you want me to, as well, right?’ 

      ‘Uh-huh.’ 

      ‘Cause it works both ways, hon. If you change your mind, or it’s too much, or if you’re just not quite sure…’ 

      ‘I know, sweetie. We’ll stop.’ 

      ‘Exactly.’ 

      Here we were again. The little streets and cobbled alleyways, the little shops offering adult products, windows lit up in red lights featuring sex workers displaying themselves to potential punters. But we weren’t holding up cameras, snapping pictures this time. We weren’t wearing jeans and t-shirts and we didn’t have rucksacks on our backs bearing bottles of water and guidebooks and assorted souvenirs.

      We felt almost like we were locals. Tourists looked at us and thought we were part of the burlesque depravity. Let them. Hope looked gorgeous in her short black skirt, her burgundy velvet top.

      I was shivering a little, I couldn’t help it.

      We approached the sex shop. We stepped inside. 

      We didn’t stop to see the man behind the counter, we walked straight through the shelves of DVDs, not stopping to look at any of them, not even glancing at any of them. Hope went in front, stretching out her arm behind her so that she could hold my hand and lead me toward the door down to the basement. There seemed to be a few more people in the shop tonight than there was the last time we were here.

      This was really happening. 

      Well, it was Amsterdam. It was the red light district. This wasn’t illegal. What happened in Amsterdam stayed in Amsterdam and all that. 

      Down the narrow stairway to the basement, Hope had to let go of my hand. It was familiar, from the previous night, but it seemed different. Maybe it was because we were different. For us, now, this wasn’t just a place to preview a naughty DVD and see if we wanted to buy it. It was a venue for debauchery. 

      My heart was beating so fast, so hard. 

      I felt cold, but fizzing inside. 

      Oddly, my cock was completely soft. Even though I was totally excited by all this, my blood fired up with adrenaline, I didn’t have an erection. I think it was the shock. I was too excited, if that makes any sense. I was confident it would come later. 

      Down in the basement, there was that faint nightclubby smell of dry ice, of perfume or cologne, and also a hint of sweat, as though this place was used as a gym during daylight hours. It only added to the thrill. Here were all the doors, a long row of them along the narrow hallway at the bottom of the stairs. The black walls and doors gave a sense of closeness and mystery and wickedness to the place. 

      There were a few men lurking down there in the hallway, entering or exiting booths. Waiting for something, perhaps. They noticed Hope and me, of course, though they tried not to show it. 

      Was my wife going to take their cocks in her mouth? 

      God, I couldn’t believe we were doing this. It was so crazy. It was completely above and beyond crazy. But I wasn’t going to stop it if she didn’t. I wanted this. I wanted her because she wanted this. 

      Hope walked slowly around the corner, and down the far hallway, looking side to side in a very leisurely fashion, as though she was totally chilled out about all this, and taking her time to decide which booth we would use. I could smell her perfume—a new one we bought on our shopping expedition that day. 

      I tried not to tremble too much. 

      I saw other men hiding away from her. They poked their heads out of doorways, or around the far corner of the hallway, and saw Hope, and then ducked back out of sight. It felt like they wanted to give her space. They wanted her to be comfortable, they wanted her to feel no pressure. They wanted her to enter a booth and make herself available.

      Had they all done this kind of thing before? 

      Hope spotted them, of course. I saw one corner of her mouth creep up in a sly smile, enjoying the fact that they were quite clearly interested in her. 

      Her eyes reached mine, and the other corner of her mouth rose, too, into a sexy smile that said she really dug that I was into this. 

      She stopped in the middle of the hallway, grabbed my hand, and pulled me to her for a tender kiss, right out in the open. It started out tender, anyway. It soon became passionate. There was a real fire inside her. She sucked hungrily on my lips and pushed her tongue into my mouth. It was a smoldering-hot kiss. Not the usual kind of kiss between husband and wife—or at least, this husband and wife. It was lewd. 

      She was so sexy. I wanted her so badly. I broke away from her mouth and tasted her soft neck, breathing in her warm, personal smell along with a chestful of her new fragrance. Was this really the woman I married? She was like some kind of sex siren. 

      She emitted a low moan as I kissed her there, and then surprised me by taking my hand and guiding it down to her legs, under her skirt, to the heat between her thighs. Her panties were soaking wet, already. She had her hand over mine, clamping it against her pussy. 

      I pulled my head away from her, looked into her eyes, somewhat shocked she was doing this out in the hallway. 

      She merely grinned back, the mischievous imp. 

      Where did she get all this self-confidence from? She knew there were guys around, monitoring us. Sneaking glances from behind doors, from around corners, when they thought they were getting away with it. 

      I could get into this. It felt good that other guys were paying attention to Hope. That they wanted my wife. 

      I tried to relax, keep calm. I pulled up her skirt to give everyone a nice glimpse of her hips, a side view of her trim behind. 

      Hope leaned back against the wall, offering me a devilish smile, and then she pulled up her top, revealing her black lacy bra, cupping her breasts, fondling herself. Anything you can do, I can do better, hubby, her eyes were telling me. I smiled back, which seemed to push her to remove her top completely, hauling it up and over her head. Then, as an afterthought, she slipped off her skirt.

      My wife, standing in a hallway in front of a bunch of horny strangers, wearing nothing but her underwear. 

      Startling. 

      She pulled me in for another kiss, teasing me, teasing them. 

      Then she slipped out of my embrace, and walked slowly into the booth beside us, knowing there were plenty of eyes on her. I stooped to retrieve her abandoned clothing, and then I couldn’t help checking out her delicious ass in that lingerie as she entered the tiny little chamber, with me following behind. 

      I closed the door to seal us into the booth—again, there was no lock to these doors—and she turned to me, a sweet angel turned wicked devil. 

      ‘You okay?’ she asked, stepping up to me. 

      ‘Uh… yeah, I’m fine.’ 

      ‘Cause we could just have some fun by ourselves if you like,’ she said, reaching for my hand again, placing it on her chest, between her lace-clad breasts. 

      ‘We could,’ I nodded, slipping my fingers under the lace of her bra, enjoying the softness of her skin, the warmth of her breasts. ‘Or we could… explore a little…?’ 

      She kissed me, just a peck on the mouth, but it seemed like she was offering me a little reward for being brave. 

      I felt a little giddy as I laid eyes on that little door set into the wall. But I didn’t have much time to prepare myself, since now Hope was opening the damn thing already.

      Almost immediately it was open, we saw an erect cock slide through the hole in the wall. 

      My God. It was shocking. It just appeared, quite suddenly. A big, hard, man’s cock. 

      Hope giggled. ‘And we both know it’s not yours this time,’ she said, stepping back to me, still facing me, rather than the cock, as though waiting to see if I’d snap if I’d suddenly get cold feet as jealousy erupted. 

      ‘You like the look of it?’ I asked her. 

      ‘Well, it’s not yours.’ 

      ‘No, that’s the point.’ 

      The guy was patient, I’ll give him that. He just waited there, uncomplaining. There was no pounding on the wall, no bellowing for her to get a move on. He simply presented himself and waited. 

      I perched down on the little bench, and Hope took another step toward the cock, pulling her bob of flame-red hair back out of her face, taking a deep breath. 

      She stepped toward it.

      Only at this point did I notice that there was another little door set into this particular wall, about three feet to the right of the one through which a cock protruded waiting for Hope.

      After seeing it, I turned to my wife, and the look of delighted surprise told me that she’d seen it, too.

      ‘What’re you doing?’ I asked her quietly, as she leaned over to open the second little door.

      ‘What does it look like?’ she grinned. I couldn’t believe it.

      And, lo and behold, when she opened the second glory hole, another cock slid through the wall. 

      Hope gasped, and then giggled.

      Now there were two erections springing forth through the wall, held aloft like rival barrels guarding a fort—straight and true and a little veiny. 

      She looked at me, shock imprinted on her features. I smiled, shrugged. 

      ‘Too much?’ 

      Her eyes flashed. ‘Nothing I can’t handle…?’ She said, but there was a question in her tone. She was asking me if this was acceptable to me. I liked feeling that hint of power. 

      ‘Enjoy,’ I said. 

      She gave me the broadest, brightest, beaming smile of delight I ever saw. 

      Then she took another step forward and reached out her arms, taking both cocks in her grasp at once. 

      It was startling. I wasn’t massively experienced in seeing real live erections in real life. The previous night had been the first time, I think. And Hope was touching them, holding them, squeezing them, working them.

      I loved seeing what an obvious thrill it was for her. It was so naughty, and she knew it. So wrong. So completely against the grain. It would be so unacceptable if anyone we knew found out about it. 

      She knelt down. She leaned into one of the cocks, breathing in the man’s scent, then gently touching her lips to its tip. She did the same to the other one. My God. I felt a tension in the air—deep down, I was afraid of this, I was worried. Were we crossing a bridge that we could not get back across if things went badly? 

      But the thrill of seeing Hope—my Hope—with a cock in each hand, leaning in to take one of them in her pretty mouth, that was just all-consuming to me. 

      This was like before—except that now, I knew she knew it wasn’t me she was sucking. She turned her head and gazed over at me while she sucked on the nearest one toward me. 

      Her eyes flashed again, and her eyebrows waggled. She was telling me something, ordering me to do something, though she couldn’t speak because her mouth was full. Her arm moved, she reached out toward me, gesturing. She wanted me to get my cock out. 

      I did as she wanted. 

      She withdrew from glory hole cock #1, breathless, perhaps a little flushed already, and said, ‘Give me some.’ 

      It took me a heartbeat to tell what she meant. I had my cock out, and the intensely erotic sight of my wife pleasuring two men had me hard as anything. And now, I stood and presented it to her. She managed to take it in her mouth while still holding the other two men. I moved closer to her, and she took the top half of my cock in her gloriously hot mouth. 

      Goodness. Three cocks at once. 

      But this wasn’t about her enjoying me. I put my hands gently on her head and guided her back to glory hole #1. She merrily went with my guidance, the man’s stiff organ disappearing into her mouth once again. I watched her bob down on it, and I brushed her hair out of her face, holding it out of the way while she sucked on him. 

      How deliciously depraved it was. 

      And yet, there was a kind of control to this depravity. There was a wall between us and the two strangers Hope was servicing. It made it less personal, perhaps, and placed the focus very much on their manhoods. It made it less daunting, less terrifying, I think. I didn’t have to worry about what the men thought of us, or whether they might judge us. There were no emotions in this, it was just me and my wife and a couple of dicks poking through the wall. 

      I sat and watched, stroking my own manhood for a while as she alternated between the two cocks. One was a little bigger than the other, but she showed no particular favorite, seeming to enjoy them equally. 

      She displayed the joy of a loyal, faithful wife who had never thought she’d ever get to see another man’s hard cock again, let alone touch one. I got off on the sense of excitement coming off her. 

      I stepped up again, unable to keep away. I gently pulled her back, and without really thinking about what I was doing, held her head in both my hands and kissed her mouth deeply. She was surprised, but delighted by this, kissing me back with fervor. Her mouth was wet with her saliva, and perhaps a little stranger pre-come. I realized that I could taste them in her mouth, and felt stupid that I hadn’t expected to. 

      But it didn’t bother me. Somehow, it made my heart beat faster. 

      I was kissing my wife’s adulterous mouth. 

      After that, I gave her a taste of my own cock again, but it felt like a distraction. I wanted her to play with her anonymous friends. 

      I couldn’t just sit by and watch her, though, while stroking my dick. It felt like I wasn’t taking full advantage of this unusual situation. I wasn’t benefiting to the fullest extent from just how sexy my wife was being just now. 

      I tasted her mouth again. I don’t know why I wanted to so much—perhaps it was the fact that she was being so wicked with it that drove me completely crazy. My sweet, innocent wife, using that pretty mouth of hers in such an obscene way—on the enormous, blood-filled hard-ons of complete strangers. 

      I think it gave her a buzz that I would kiss her in the middle of her efforts servicing these anonymous gentlemen. She didn’t pull away from my kiss, she actively explored it, reveled in it, extended it. 

      Eventually, though, I set her back to tending her new friends. I stepped back to appreciate the wonderful sight of her down on all fours, alternating her oral efforts on the two men she held like ski poles. 

      After a while, I noticed she was no longer holding both the men in her hands. She held one in a hand while she sucked on the other, and then switched. One of her hands tucked up between her legs to tend to her own excitement. 

      I couldn’t resist. I knelt down behind her and peeled her black, lacy thong down her beautifully rounded ass. The scent of her arousal was already strong, saturating the air as I exposed her juicy pussy. 

      I nudged aside her legs, then moved in on my prize. 

      She moaned loudly as she felt my hands on her butt, and tilted her hips to offer me easier access. Her mouth was too full for her to say anything, however. I pried apart her buttocks and wedged my face in there, taking a deep breath full of her wicked, spicy scent—before opening my mouth to sample her tangy flavor. 

      Her moans intensified as my hot mouth pressed against her soaking wet sex. 

      She was just delicious and wetter than I’ve ever known her. After a few moments, I found it easiest just to lie down on my back, gazing up at her, guiding her down so that she could sit on my face while focusing the attention of her hands and her mouth on her new friends. 

      She seemed to enjoy that. I just left her to it, lying there on the floor stroking my hardness while she gyrated her hips and worked her dripping pussy against my mouth. I couldn’t see her sucking those strangers, but the stimulation of my other senses as I tasted her, breathed her in, and felt her soaking groove grinding against my lips and tongue were plenty reward. 

      I’m not sure how long we stayed like that. A while. I could tell she hit orgasm more than once or twice, even though stranger cocks stifled her moans. The pace of her motion above me, the peaking intensity of her crushing her pussy against my face told me when she came. 

      We got so that much of my effort was spent trying to stop myself from coming too early. After a while, I felt the urge too strongly. I had to pull out from between her legs and get a visual of her with another man’s cock in her mouth so that I might fully enjoy my own climax. 

      When I finally got up from the floor, it was quite clear that Hope wasn’t sucking the same cocks she had been the last time I’d been watching. 

      I was no expert on dick, but one of the guys she was sucking on now was black. 

      Hope’s face was looking a bit of a state by now. Her cheeks and her forehead were flushed, of course, and glistening with perspiration. Her ginger hair was damp and dark with sweat, too; and her makeup had smeared all over the place. 

      She was loving every moment of it. 

      I couldn’t believe how hot it was. How many men had she enjoyed tonight? 

      Hope leaned back, the cock she had been sucking slipped out of her mouth. She glanced at me and grinned, and then as she held that cock right in front of her face, I saw it suddenly jerk, and then Hope flinched slightly as a spurt of fresh come shot out to splash against her face. 

      The guy was pumping his cock—I could see his fingers emerging through the glory hole to jack his shaft—and firing jet after jet of cream all over my wife’s innocent face.

      She opened her mouth and managed to direct most of it inside so she could eagerly gulp it down—but the come was leaking down her chin. 

      I couldn’t believe how kinky she was being. 

      She cleaned him up before his cock disappeared from the hole, and then she moved over to finish off the other cock poking through the wall. Gazing into my eyes as she got him to the end, smiling wickedly at me as he spurted his thick cream into her mouth and over her lips and chin. 

      God. I mean, she had never been a swallower before—whenever she had gone down on me and wanted to take it to the end, she’d always used a towel. But tonight she really seemed to have gotten a taste for semen. The wickedness of it all had converted her.

      Two more cocks popped through the wall once the others were done—but I got the sense that Hope was tiring. 

      She turned to me, and leaned in, taking my cock in her sticky hands. She kissed the tip of my manhood, licked it. She took it into her hot mouth and it did feel good. 

      But I could sense how tired she was. I took hold of my own dick and removed it from her mouth. She smiled sweetly up at me as I began to jack it, periodically stroking it against her beautiful face, sliding it over her pretty lips, but doing the work myself.

      And then it was my turn to fire come all over her mouth, all over her face, and onto her eager tongue. 

      I can’t believe how good it felt.
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      We cleaned up. There was a paper towel dispenser in the booth. I guess it got messy in there sometimes. Hope put her clothes back on. She was all smiles, though we were both too exhausted to say much. 

      Once we were ready to go, I couldn’t resist another long, passionate kiss. I could smell other men’s come all over her face—weird, but it fueled this new kink I now had. 

      We giggled like naughty school kids as we left the sex shop, and disappeared into the night. Back at our hotel, we slunk in through the lobby attempting as low a profile as possible. I don’t think many people saw us return. I had to tell myself that nobody else could possibly know what we’d just done. As far as anyone was concerned, we were just smartly-dressed tourists coming back from a nice dinner somewhere.

      Upstairs, we hit the shower and then collapsed onto our comfortable bed, flipping on the TV. But it wasn’t long before I started kissing her again—I couldn’t get that image of her working those strangers’ cocks out of my head. 

      We made out for a long while, talking about what had happened, about how she had felt about it, about how I had felt about it. I went down on her for a while, enjoying how insanely wet she got— even more so when I asked her if she’d like to try fucking other men rather than merely blowing them. 

      I think that thought got me going, too. Imagine how hot it would be to witness her taking another man in her sweet pussy. I was so hard by the time I slid my own cock inside her and pounded her until we both came to a cataclysmic climax.

      Then, the next day, we were on a plane flying back across the Atlantic.

      It was just weird. It felt incredible to have done what we’d just done. But we couldn’t tell anybody. We might admit to some of our friends that we’d toured the red light district during our stay—but there was no way friends or family would hear about my sweet Hope taking the cocks of strangers in her mouth.

      We’d come to Amsterdam as a young professional couple, conventional and vanilla in every respect. And we would leave Amsterdam as a kinky couple. It felt as though we’d had our eyes opened by the Dutch capital. 

      The big question was, what would we do when we got back to the States? 

      We got back home and spent a week messed up from the jet lag. 

      It wasn’t long after that when Hope showed me her laptop, and on the screen was a well-known dating website that specialized in helping married people have affairs.

      ‘I don’t think I want to go back to a sex shop,’ she said. ‘At least… not one over here.’ 

      ‘I can understand that,’ I offered, with a little grin. 

      ‘Maybe we could find someone… who just wanted something a little more relaxed?’

      I wrapped my arms around her and drew her in for a sweet kiss. ‘You’re amazing, you know that?’

      She laughed. ‘I think you’re the one who’s pretty remarkable. A husband who wants his wife to sleep with other men?’ 

      The prospects were tantalizing.
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        My Best Friend’s Wife

        a hotwife novel

      

      

      

      Freddie wants to know how it feels to be cuckolded.

      

      Freddie Fyfield is writing a novel about a man whose wife is unfaithful, but he’s run into a touch of writer’s block.

      He tells best friend Jim that if he could experience the pain his protagonist goes through, perhaps he would be able to complete his book.

      But to Jim’s surprise, Freddie’s suggested solution is that Jim should have an affair with his gorgeous wife, Anna.

      

      A red-hot erotic novel of sensual, debauched wife-sharing, from the author of His Week With My Wife.

      

      Pre-order: MaxSebastian.net/my-best-friends-wife
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