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 Chapter One



The redhead on the laptop screen opened her mouth to receive her fifth load of cum as the blonde in my bed -- my wife, Lorin-- absent-mindedly stroked my cock. Lorin was barely paying attention to the video I’d selected. I, as usual when it came to beautiful ladies getting mouths -- and faces -- full of cum, couldn’t look away.



“So you haven’t answered me,” Lorin said.



“What was the question?” I somehow managed to get out somewhat coherently, watching the redhead swallow Load Number Five.



“I asked you what you wanted for your birthday,” she replied.



“You know I never know that,” I said as the redhead moved to the hole on the other side of the small room she was in. Instead of another cock, a hand poked through the hole, reaching for the redhead’s tits.



“I told you I’d give you anything you wanted,” Lorin said.



The hand mauled the redhead’s tits.



I laughed. “
 Anything?
 ”



“
 Anything,
 ” she repeated, increasing her stroking speed. “After what you got me for my birthday, I figure it’s only fair I go all out for yours.”



I smiled. It was no secret how big a deal her birthday gift had been. I’d secretly saved money for and planned a trip to New Orleans during Mardi Gras. It was something she always talked about wanting to experience, but thought might never happen. This year Fat Tuesday happened to fall on her birthday, making the whole thing even more special.



Lorin had enjoyed the entire experience, but she particularly liked flashing her tits to get beads. It wasn’t strictly necessary — there were “family-friendly” areas and parades where simply asking for beads would net you a good haul, but Lorin wanted the whole tradition. She walked away with more beads than she could carry, and seeing her enjoy displaying herself so freely put all sorts of naughty ideas in my head.



The hand that had been tweaking the redhead’s nipples retracted, replaced by the owner’s sizable cock. The redhead dropped to her knees and commenced sucking.



“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” Lorin asked. “An enthusiastic blowjob.”



It was a pretty common thing she usually did for my birthday and other assorted special occasions, so I couldn’t blame her for thinking that’s what I had in mind. But I suddenly had a flash of inspiration which I figured Lorin would shoot down as soon as I mentioned it.



But she did say
 anything
 .



“No,” I said. “That’s not it.”



“Oh, really?” she said, moving down so her mouth was inches away from my cock. She stopped stroking and instead moved the tips of her fingers up and down my shaft, barely touching it.



“Really,” I said.



She moved her face even closer to me, and I could feel her hot breath on my cock. The redhead shoved her face closer to the hole as the man on the other side shot Load Number Six down her throat.



“Then what do you want?” Lorin asked. “The sky’s the limit.”



Be careful what you ask for,
 I almost told her.



“I want that,” I said, nodding to the screen.



She giggled. “You want to go to a gloryhole?”



“Sort of,” I said.



She sighed. “I know we’d talked about getting freaky, and I know I made out with that guy in New Orleans, but I’m not sure I’m ready for you to get your dick sucked by a stranger.”



“You made out with two guys,” I reminded her. “Not that I was counting. Or complaining.”



“So, now you want to mess around because I did?” she asked, pulling her hand away from me.



She sounded upset. I hadn’t wanted to make her feel bad about this stuff. I had the exact opposite intentions.



“I don’t want to mess around,” I said.



“But you said you wanted to go to a gloryhole.” She resumed barely touching my cock.



“I want you to do what she’s doing,” I said.



Lorin laughed. “Yeah, right.”



“I’m serious,” I said. “And I want to watch.”



“I can’t do that,” she said. “It’d be like cheating on you.”



“Not if I asked you to,” I said. “Especially if I was there.”



“I barely give you blowjobs,” she said. “What makes you think I’d be willing to do that for strangers?”



“When you’re in the mood to give one, you’re really good at it,” I said.



She laughed. “Is it even possible to be bad at it?”



“Oh, yeah,” I said, remembering one girl from college who couldn’t seem to understand how much teeth could hurt sensitive areas.



Lorin suddenly licked my balls, her fingers still playing up and down my shaft. On the laptop screen, the redhead was getting fucked from behind by another dick poking through a hole.



“I can’t believe you want to see your sweet, innocent wife in a gloryhole,” she said and then licked the underside of my cock head.



The redhead screamed out, apparently from an orgasm. If it wasn’t real, she faked it well.



“Sucking someone else’s cock,” Lorin said. “Maybe even letting someone I can’t see fuck me like that.” She nodded to the screen. “Is that what you really want for your birthday?”



“Yes,” I whispered, not even sure if she could hear me.



“Maybe I should do it,” she said. “Maybe I should just see how much cum you’d watch me swallow before you had enough.”



I came. She was barely touching me at that point. When it happened, she pulled away completely, letting my dick just flop helplessly as a few spurts of cum landed on my stomach.



The redhead opened the door of the gloryhole and invited a couple of guys standing outside into the room with her.



Lorin closed out the video, found one with two women eating each other out, and spread her legs so I could mimic the on-screen action.



We didn’t say another word about my birthday wish until the following day.



 









 Chapter Two



My cock got rock hard when Lorin spooned a mouthful of corn flakes into her mouth. It wasn’t the corn flakes that did it, of course. It was the little bit of milk left on her lower lip. The little bit of milk that started to run down her chin before she wiped it away.



“That’s hot,” I said.



She laughed. “You’ve got a one-track mind.”



“Have you thought about it?” I asked.



“About what?”



“My birthday gift. You know.”



She rolled her eyes. “Why would I think about it?” she asked. “You weren’t serious, were you?”



Moment of truth time. My heart pounded. My fantasies about her and other men weren’t exactly secret, but they tended only to come out when we were fucking or watching porn together. It would be very easy to say they were just fantasies, that I’d never want something like that to happen for real.



It was much harder to admit just how much I wanted my fantasies to come true. So hard, in fact, I hadn’t been able to bring myself to tell her how much I’d wanted her to bring one -- or both -- of the guys she’d kissed in New Orleans back to our hotel room.



“I was,” I said finally, just in time to stop her from saying something that might change the subject. “Totally.”



She sighed. “Why would you want that? Do you want, what, an open marriage? So you can fuck around, too?”



“No,” I said. “I mean, that’d be okay if you’d want to talk about it later. But if that’s off the table, I’m fine with it.”



“So, you want me to give who knows how many unseen strangers blowjobs while you watch?”



I nodded.



“What would you get out of it?”



I shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m just really turned on by the idea of watching you. Like I do when you masturbate. Like you’re performing for me.”



“You want me to be your personal porn star?”



I paused. Her tone was devoid of emotion. I couldn’t tell if she was offended by the idea, but I knew there was no time to hide anything or mince words.



“Yes,” I said.



“Okay,” she said. “Fair enough. What would I get out of it?”



I laughed. “You’re kidding, right? You’re saying the thought of doing something like that doesn’t turn you on?”



It was her turn to think about being honest. I imagined wheels turning in her head as she wondered whether she should admit to something we both knew was true. The sex we had that night in New Orleans was the best we’d ever had, and no one could deny a big part of it was her making out with strangers in a bar.



“Of course it does,” she said finally. A wave of relief washed over me, even though she broke eye contact when she said it.



“But?” I said, sensing a “but.”



“But I’m scared,” she said. “I was terrified the morning after that night in New Orleans.”



“Terrified of what?”



“That I’d crossed a line,” she said. “That I got carried away and let things go too far. That you’d resent me.”



“The only thing I resent is that things didn’t go further.”



She raised an eyebrow. “Really?”



“Oh, yeah,” I said. “If you’d wanted to fuck one or both of them, I’d have been fine with it.”



“Why didn’t you say something?” she asked.



“I guess I was scared, too.”



“Scared of me leaving you?” she asked. “Because that’s what I’d be worried about if I let you mess around.”



“No, not that,” I said. “For some reason, I’m confident you won’t. I was scared you’d think it was weird. Or that it meant I didn’t love you or cherish the sanctity of marriage or whatever.”



“You wouldn’t look down on me for being a slut?” she asked. My cock twitched at the word “slut.”



“Not at all,” I said. “I have the utmost respect for sluts.”



That got a laugh out of her.



“It’s probably a moot point,” she said. “Where are we going to find a gloryhole around here?”



“I know just the place,” I said. “You know that adult video store across from Walmart?”



She nodded, eyes wide. “The parking lot is always packed, and I always wonder why.”



“That’s why,” I said. “Gloryholes.”



“Makes sense,” Lorin said. “I thought it might be drugs, but…”



“Nope,” I said. “Gloryholes.”



“Can I ask how you know about it?” she asked suspiciously.



“Lee told me.”



She rolled her eyes. Lee is a guy I work with, who she dated briefly before she and I got together.



“I know, I know,” I said. “I know you’re not his biggest fan.”



“That’s putting it mildly,” Lorin said. “The guy’s a major creep. I’m just glad I never slept with him.”



“Well, he claims there are gloryholes there. And guys pay for it. The shop and the women split the money.”



“How much money are we talking about?” she asked.



“No idea,” I said, surprised -- but delighted -- she was curious about that. I wouldn’t have thought the money-making possibilities of my birthday wish would’ve interested her, but if it helped convince her, I wasn’t going to argue.



“Sounds illegal,” she said. “How do they get away with it?”



“The police chief knows all about it,” I said, repeating what Lee had told me. “He’s got a soft spot for sex workers and makes sure they stay out of trouble.”



She rolled her eyes. “He’s probably their biggest client, then.”



I shrugged. “I don’t know about that. But I think it’s legit.”



“I don’t know about any of this,” she said.



I put my hand on hers.



“Look, I don’t want you doing anything you really don’t want to do,” I said. “But I’m not going to lie and say I don’t desperately want you rethinking what that looks like.”



“I did say anything,” she said.



I smiled. “You did.”



“Okay,” she said. “I’m not agreeing to do this for sure.”



“But?”



“But maybe we can check out the video store and talk to the owner or something,” she said. “See how it works. And if it’s even possible for me to do it. They might not be hiring for gloryhole girls or whatever they’re called.”



My heart was racing so fast it was uncomfortable. And my cock… well, it was in serious need of attention, and I told Lorin that.



She took care of me after we finished our corn flakes.



 









 Chapter Three



The owner of Vixen’s Cove was entirely different than we expected.



Not that we should have known what to expect. What type of person owns and runs a small adult video and novelty store with paid gloryholes? It’s just another business, after all. Despite Lorin’s misgivings about partaking in such activities herself, she thought sex work was a valid and unfairly maligned profession.



And it should go without saying I had no problem with such things.



We just weren’t expecting the sex shop owner and gloryhole organizer to be a sweet older lady who could’ve been anyone’s grandmother.



“Welcome to Vixen’s Cove,” she greeted us from behind a glass counter as we walked in. I wondered if she said the same thing every time the door opened or if it was only because she hadn’t seen us before. Inside the case that made up her counter were various sex toys like dildos and vibrators and other things I didn’t recognize.



The only other person in the shop was a tall, muscular black man standing, arms crossed, on the other side of the room.



“Hi there,” Lorin said.



“My name is Vixen,” the old woman said. “What brings you in today?” I grinned at the sound of the line I use all the time in my job as a computer sales advisor.



“We’re actually here about the gloryholes,” Lorin said. I grinned at Lorin being so forward, so seemingly eager.



“I see,” Vixen said, her eyes moving from Lorin to me. “It’s early in the day, so I only have one open right now. But she’s one of my best.”



“We don’t want to… play,” I said, searching for the right word. “Lorin here is interested in being a… what do you call them? Gloryhole girl?”



Vixen laughed, raising an eyebrow as she looked my wife up and down. “That term works. Are you sure about this, honey?”



Lorin shook her head and smiled meekly. “No, not really.”



“I thought as much,” Vixen said. “But don’t worry. Most ‘gloryhole girls’ aren’t sure about it until they’re in the room with the first cock in their mouth.”



My wife, who is famously hard to embarrass, turned several shades of red.



“Did you know most gloryholes around the world are for gay men?” Vixen asked as if teaching a class on the subject. “And even the ones frequented by straight men often have men on the other side of the hole.”



“I’m guessing the straight men who visit them don’t know that?” I asked.



Vixen shrugged. “Sometimes they do. But if they can’t see the person attached to the mouth, it makes it easier to imagine whatever they want to imagine.”



“So, do you have men in your gloryholes?” Lorin asked.



“Only on certain nights which we advertise in advance,” Vixen said. “Otherwise, my ‘gloryhole girls’ are, in fact, girls.”



“And how much do you charge for your services?”



When Vixen mentioned the amount, neither of us could believe it.



“That seems like a lot of money.”



Vixen shrugged. “It’s the price some men are willing to pay to ensure the gender of the person on the other side of the hole.”



“So, if I was interested in being one of your gloryhole girls, what’s the process?” Lorin asked.



My cock was so hard it hurt.



Vixen went over the details, including how the payment was split and how everyone involved must provide proof of regular STI testing. Lorin made sure to ask if it was okay if I was in the booth with her to watch. Vixen said it was, but if I couldn’t handle it like some men couldn’t, she’d have Louie -- the large black man who’d done nothing but watch us from the other side of the room -- take care of me. I didn’t want to know what that might entail.



Vixen gave Lorin a booklet with additional information, and Lorin said she’d be in touch.



When Lorin turned to ask if I was ready to go, she glanced down at my crotch and saw my pants comically tented outward.



“So, Vixen, you say the girl on duty right now is one of your best?”



 



---



 



I never thought I’d find my cock poking through a hole into a stranger’s mouth, much less that my wife would be the one guiding it there.



“This really isn’t necessary,” I told her as she unzipped me and took me into her hand. “I wasn’t looking for a quid pro quo or anything.”



“I know,” she said, smiling a wicked grin. “But I want to see this from the guy’s point of view before I make my decision.”



My cock throbbed against her palm.



“And don’t tell me you don’t want this.”



“I didn’t say that,” I said. “Just want you to know I’d never do this if you weren’t here.”



She kissed my cheek. “I know. Now, enjoy.”



Vixen had said the girl on the other side of the hole was one of her best. I had to wonder who the best was because this one was pretty fucking amazing. Of course, not seeing her as she used the perfect mix of fingers, tongue, and throat enhanced the sensations. As did my wife, whispering in my ear the entire time things like “Are you imagining that’s me on the other side and you’re someone else?” and “Do you really want some stranger to come in my mouth the way you’re going to in hers?”



The answer to all her taunting questions was an enthusiastic “yes,” and I’m embarrassed to say I had the quickest orgasm of my life.



The gloryhole girl finished up and gave the head of my cock a little kiss. Lorin pulled me back through the hole and zipped up my pants.



“The look on your face,” she said, fingering the hole in the wall. “The thought that I might cause that look, even if I can’t see it… the whole idea of not even being able to see who’s on the other side...”



“So, you’re going to do it?”



She looked away for a moment, and I was worried about what she was thinking. But then she looked back at me, and I saw fire in her eyes.



“Do you still want me to?” she asked.



I did.







 Chapter Four



I thought I might wear out some of our living room carpet as I paced. The big night had arrived, and Lorin got ready in our bedroom. She’d teased me all day long with how she would prepare for our night of debauchery but refused to let me be in the room as she did so.



I’d finally decided to sit down and try to watch TV while I waited. I’m not sure how long I sat there, and I can’t tell you a thing about what was on the screen during that time. When Lorin stepped into the living room, everything except for her faded away from memory, from perception, from existence.



She’s always beautiful, and sexy, and eye-catching. But now, all of her attributes were accentuated by her makeup and her clothing. Her blond hair framed a perfectly made-up face, featuring bright red lipstick and enough eyeshadow and mascara to cause those “black tears” I like so much in porn videos. You know what I’m talking about -- when the actress gets so sweaty, it looks like she’s crying, well, black tears.



But I digress.



And then something unexpected happened. As I looked my wife over, admiring the way her tiny breasts seemed so much bigger in the skintight, skimpy, black dress she’d selected, a wave of trepidation washed over me. I suddenly couldn’t imagine sharing any part of her with anyone else. Stupidly, I didn’t even want another man to look in her general direction.



Yeah, it was a bad time to be feeling those kinds of feelings.



“Everything okay?” she asked, eyeing me suspiciously.



No, it’s not okay
 , I wanted to say.
 I can’t let you do this, I know you want this, and I thought I did, too, but I don’t, and I can’t let this happen.



“Everything’s fine,” I said, hoping the cracking of my voice didn’t alert her to my actual thoughts.



“You’re having second thoughts,” she said.



I nodded. “Maybe a little.”



She caressed my cheek, and I steeled myself for an argument. As much as I felt like I was dying inside now, this had been my idea, and she was into it. I couldn’t let her down. I knew exactly what she was going to say:
 It’s okay, honey, if you’ve changed your mind, we can back out. I’d never do anything that might cause you grief.



Instead, she smirked and said, “Get over it. This is happening whether or not you want it now. It’s happening whether or not you’re even there.”



Who the hell was this woman, and what had she done with my sweet, thoughtful wife?



And why was I hornier than I could ever remember being?



 



---



 



Lorin teased me during the entire drive to Vixen’s Cove.



“I wonder if I’ll get to suck any really big cocks,” she said. “You know, I figure most guys are probably like you -- big enough to get the job done but nothing spectacular. But it might be nice to have something a bit more substantial for once.”



Her words were tiny knives stabbing at my heart -- small enough not to cause fatal damage but painful nonetheless. My mind reeled as I thought about how the pain in my chest, and in my gut, was second only to the pain of my cock straining against my jeans.



“I’m not wearing panties,” she said and left it at that. Implications hung in the air.



Occasionally she’d reach over and rub my crotch, pulling her hand away if she sensed I was too distracted to pay attention to the road.



“I was going to say I can’t believe you’re letting me do this,” she said. “But we’re beyond that, now, aren’t we? Part of you doesn’t want me to anymore, does it?”



I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. Part of me wanted to turn the car around and drive back home, where I’d tear that tiny dress off of Lorin and fuck her until she couldn’t even think about having another cock in her mouth.



Another part of me wanted to see my wife on her knees, drowning in the cum of other men.



The only question was, which part was bigger?



I was about to find out. I pulled into the parking lot of Vixen’s Cove. It was packed, as Lorin had said before, as it often was this time of night. I wondered how many of the cars belonged to men who were here for the gloryholes.



Lorin apparently was wondering that, too. She shivered as she looked at all the cars.



“I’m so nervous,” she said, no hint of the teasing bravado she’d displayed for the last little bit.



“We can leave if you’re uncomfortable,” I said. I’m not sure how much of that was for her benefit and how much was for mine. “And I just happened to think… what if Lee is here?”



I shouldn’t have brought up her ex-boyfriend, and I felt bad when I saw her literally shudder at the thought. I thought I’d just said the one thing that would make her run away from this fantasy of mine and never look back.



“I’ll never know, right?” she finally said. “If I don’t have to see him, I don’t have to think about it. So it’ll be like it never happened.”



“I guess.”



She laughed. “And I thought I’d be the one getting cold feet. C’mon. Let’s make this a birthday gift you’ll never forget.”



 









 Chapter Five



Lorin squealed when Vixen told us everyone was waiting for her. There were other gloryhole girls on duty that night, but Vixen had played up having a brand new one as a big event, so the turnout was even bigger than usual.



I felt dizzy when I realized that every car in the parking lot was there because of my wife. And when Vixen mentioned that most cars had brought multiple patrons, I thought I would pass out.



Lorin was beside herself with nervous anticipation. Despite not having partaken in any mind-altering substance for over a week, she seemed almost drunk or high. This was intentional, she had told me: she wanted to go into this night with as clear a head as she could manage.



With Louie standing guard in the main room, Vixen led us back to the gloryhole area. We walked down a hallway, a strong bleach smell permeating the air. We passed a few doors behind which we could hear muttered voices. We didn’t see anyone as Vixen led us to the room where the action would happen, but we could hear -- feel -- the presence of many men all around us.



We entered a small room with a padded floor. On opposite walls were holes trimmed in plastic. They were just the right height for Lorin’s mouth if she was on her knees, and other exciting parts of her body if she was standing. There was another door on the wall facing the one we entered, latched from the inside. A single folding chair sat in the middle of the room.



The holes were bigger than the one I’d been sucked through a few days before. They were rectangles, over a foot tall and four inches wide. They were large enough for someone to reach a whole arm through easily and, more important, to easily see us both if they looked. Since the idea of anonymity had helped Lorin consider doing this, I figured she might have second thoughts now that she saw it wouldn’t be nearly as discrete as we had assumed.



I figured wrong.



“I’m going to make myself more comfortable,” she announced, nodding toward one of the holes. “In case any of these guys wants to get a little handsy.”



Lorin moved the folding chair from the middle of the room to the corner where I was standing. She slipped out of her dress and bra. Since, as she’d told me earlier, she wasn’t wearing panties, my wife now stood completely naked in the middle of a gloryhole booth.



I thought I might vomit.



She got on her knees in the center of the room. The holes on either side were close enough for her to touch both simultaneously, and she did so, letting her fingers rest along the bottom of each.



“I wonder what they’re waiting for,” she whispered to me, looking up at me with eyes full of lust.



My heart pounded. I had broken out into a sweat at some point. My legs were so shaky, I had to sit down on the chair.



A cock appeared through the hole to Lorin’s left.



Despite her bravado on the ride here, she looked up at me with questioning, almost pleading eyes. She was on her knees in a gloryhole booth, inches away from the first cock besides mine she’s seen in person in years… and she was asking permission.



This is it. Do or die.



I nodded my head, and she smiled.



She took it in her hand, this strange cock, and it twitched. It was smaller than mine, which made me instantly feel better. I know it’s silly, but for some reason, I imagined the whole night would feature impossibly long cocks that would make me feel even more uneasy about this than I had been.



She began stroking it, and it stiffened, growing just a tad bit longer but still shorter than me at my best. She moved her head toward it, opening her mouth, but she stopped. She took in a deep breath, and I was convinced she was going to call the whole thing off. It was no doubt strange to have another man’s dick in her hand, but having it in her mouth was a whole other level.



She’s not going to do it,
 I thought as I let out a sigh of relief. Until that moment, I didn’t realize just how badly I wanted to keep the fantasy as far away from reality as possible.



Needless to say, I was a ball of conflicting emotions when she raised her hand, making the cock point straight up, and licked the underside in one motion from base to tip.



The guy on the other side moaned as she slid his cock inside her mouth, continuing to stroke him at the same time. She slurped away enthusiastically as she picked up the pace of her stroking. It was apparent she wanted to get this first one to its destination sooner than later. She wasn’t trying to give a good blowjob necessarily; she was trying to make him come as quickly as possible.



I felt like crying as I watched my beautiful wife doing everything she could to get another man’s cum in her mouth, but my cock betrayed my underlying desires. I somehow resisted the urge to take it out and start stroking, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold back for long.



Lorin looked up at me as best she could while she worked. I have no idea if she could tell how conflicted I was, but it didn’t give her pause if she did. She was a cock-sucking machine, my sweet, previously innocent wife, and I didn’t know whether or not to hate what I’d turned her into.



The guy on the other side knocked on the wall, which we both knew to mean he was about to unload his hot, sticky mess. Even after watching her devour this strange cock for the last couple of minutes, I wasn’t sure Lorin would let the guy come in her mouth. She rarely swallows me, after all, and sometimes has trouble not gagging when she does.



Let’s just say this was a night of many firsts.



Lorin pulled away from the cock but kept stroking. She looked me in the eyes and smiled. I figured she would let the guy paint her face with his cum, but I was wrong yet again. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue under the tip of the cock, squeezing it as the guy grunted.



Thick, milky cum erupted out of the guy and across her tongue. She giggled as it happened, not breaking eye contact with me the whole time.



Who was this creature -- this beautiful, cock-sucking, cum-guzzling creature?



She swallowed it effortlessly. I don’t know how, given all the trouble she’s had with me in the past. She stuck out her tongue to show me there was none left there and then licked the guy clean, savoring the remnants of his salty emissions. She gave the head of his cock a kiss before he retracted it.



A second cock immediately appeared through the other hole. If the first one had alleviated at least some of my concerns over inadequacy, this one had the complete opposite effect.



It was as long and thick as many you see in porn, dark brown with bulging veins. Even before my wife put her hand on it, I could tell she’d have trouble wrapping her fingers entirely around it.



“Holy fuck,” she said, giggling, and she may as well have stabbed me in the chest.



Lorin turned to face the long black cock so she could give it her full attention. I’d been right about her struggle to contain it with just one hand, and she quickly figured out she’d need both hands to properly stroke it. She did that for a while, seemingly hesitant to have something so large inside her mouth.



As she stroked the black guy, a hand reached through the hole behind her and touched her lower back.



“Oh, God,” she muttered as the hand slid from her lower back to her ass.



I watched in horror as the unseen man’s fingers slipped between her ass cheeks, making their way to her exposed holes. He didn’t seem to linger on the tighter of these two holes, instead making his way quickly to her pussy.



I looked at Lorin’s face to see her reaction, but she had her eyes closed as she continued to stroke the giant cock in front of her. We hadn’t discussed what was about to happen; this was supposed to just be about her sucking cocks. Wasn’t she going to stop this other guy from penetrating her?



Apparently, she wasn’t.



She let go of the big black cock with one of her hands so she could use it to better support herself as she got on her knees, raising her backside to give the other guy easier access. She moaned as his fingers found her sopping snatch. Within seconds he was plunging several digits inside her willing cunt and was doing a good enough job she momentarily stopped stroking the massive shaft in her hand.



The owner of the giant cock shook it to remind her of her duty, and she licked it, moving her tongue up and down the shaft. With the other guy still fucking her with his hand, she sucked on the cock head before her, struggling to get it all in her little mouth.



She didn’t try to go past the bulbous head of the black cock. Instead, she sucked on it like it was a straw, and she was trying her best to get the last of a delicious drink from the bottom of a cup. Stroking the shaft, sucking the head, stroking the shaft, sucking the head…



A knock on the door announced the arrival of Lorin’s second load of cum of the evening. This time she didn’t pull away from the cock or look at me, instead holding it in her mouth during the initial eruption. After only a moment of this, she jerked back, and ropes of the black guy’s cum splattered her face, hair, and chest. She coughed as she tried to swallow what had already landed in her mouth, but some of it flew out of her mouth as she tried to regain her composure.



Finally, the big black cock stopped being so damn productive and was pulled back through the hole by its owner.



Another cock quickly replaced it, but Lorin wasn’t interested in it just yet. The other guy was really going to town inside her pussy, and I knew she was getting close.



Suddenly, the guy pulled his hand out of her and back through the hole. A moment later, his cock poked through, ready for service. It was smaller than the black guy’s but a lot bigger than the first one she’d had, and a lot bigger than mine. A generous layer of precum made the tip shine.



Lorin uttered an anguished cry when she felt him stop fingering her and started backing her ass toward the hole where his hand had been.



Where his cock now was.



I can’t explain why I did what I did next, but I knew what I had to do, and I did it.



 









 Chapter Six



As Lorin inched her ass closer to the new cock, I got to my feet. I moved the chair back toward her and gently pulled upward on her arms. She got the message and stood up, still bent over, with her hands now on the seat of the chair.



Her pussy was now close to the same distance from the floor as the cock pointing toward it, and only inches away.



With one hand, I nudged Lorin a little bit closer to the cock, and with the other, I grabbed the cock itself.



The cock on the other side, the one that had replaced the black guy’s, shook wildly. Its owner wanted Lorin’s attention. She reached for it with one hand, twisting her fingers around its tip. It was the world’s laziest hand job but it would have to do for now.



She was about to be very distracted.



I rubbed the tip of the cock I had in my hand on my wife’s slick folds and she gasped.



“What are you doing?” she asked, as if she hadn’t thought about why I made her get up off the floor.



Continuing to massage her pussy with the cock, I asked, “Do you want me to stop?”



“I don’t…” she started, but gasped again.



What the fuck
 was
 I doing? Minutes ago, I’d been beside myself with angst over this guy fingering her and now I was teasing her with his cock in my hand, ready to stick it inside her if she didn’t object.



If she had become a different person once this started, so had I. Except maybe I didn’t. This was my fantasy, after all, my birthday wish, and it was coming true beyond my wildest expectations.



And I was harder than I could ever remember being. This was who I was.



“I’ll stop if you want,” I whispered. “But I don’t want to stop.”



“Shouldn’t we…” she said, struggling to get the words out. “Shouldn’t we talk about this?”



“We are talking,” I said, moving the cock away from her. I knew if I’d just shove it into her, she’d forget all about talking. The urge to do just that was strong, but I needed it to be her decision.



“And you won’t hate me?” she said, looking up to me. I thought she might be ready to cry.



“I could never,” I told her.



She closed her eyes and sighed. “Does this make me a slut?”



My cock twitched. “Maybe,” I said.



“You did want me to be, right?” she asked. “At least for one night?”



I answered the question by moving the guy’s cock back to her wet hole. She responded by moving back so the tip went inside. Her lower lips pressed against the side of my hand, coating it with her juices.



“Holy fuck,” Lorin said. “He’s in me.” She sounded surprised by this, even as she swayed her hips to work the strange cockhead even further inside.



“You need to make sure this is what you want,” she said.



Did I want this? I didn’t know then and to this day I still don’t.



But I let go of the guy’s cock and put both hands on my wife’s hips and gently pushed her toward what now seemed inevitable.



Lorin let go of the cock she’d been absent-mindedly stroking. She used both hands to push against the chair’s seat, working herself onto the cock behind her. She groaned as she slid all the way onto it, her ass now pressing against the wall on that side.



I let go of her then, let go of the idea that my wife would ever again be entirely and solely mine. It was apparent she didn’t need my help as she moved back and forth along the length of the strange cock. The cock she’d had her hand on a moment ago withdrew from its hole, resigning itself to letting my wife concentrate on the business going on inside her.



“So good,” she said through gasping breaths. “So fucking big.”



I felt a lump in my throat as I watched her work, swaying her hips as the unseen man did his best to pump into her. He couldn’t do much, of course, because of the wall between them, but she more than made up for his lack of access.



As Lorin picked up the pace, I noticed her smell permeated the room. I hadn’t smelled it before, but now her musky, heady scent was deliciously overwhelming.



She screamed out, and I knew she had orgasmed, and this knowledge brought with it another knife to the chest: she rarely climaxed during regular intercourse with me. It almost always required my tongue or her vibrator, and I felt an awful hollowness as I realized she was getting something I usually couldn’t give her.



The hollowness deepened when she had her second.



It happened only moments after the first, and she gripped the edge of the chair to keep herself from buckling under the onslaught of pleasure. Before she had finished squealing, the guy fucking her knocked on the wall, signaling his impending release.



I opened my mouth to say something -- anything -- to get her to pull away from him before he could come inside her. We’d been trying to conceive for a couple of months now with no luck, so she wasn’t on birth control. We hadn’t even considered it to be an issue this evening; this was supposed to be all about me watching her suck some cocks but had turned into something else entirely.



It happened before I could get any words out. The guy behind the wall grunted, screamed “Fuck!” and I knew it was too late.



Another man’s cum was flooding into my wife’s presumably fertile womb.



And she loved it.



“Oh fuck, yes,” she said, slowing down her gyrations on his cock but not stopping completely.



I stared at my wife, enjoying the feeling of gooey warmth painting her insides, for what seemed like an eternity until finally, it was over. She fell forward, off of his deflating cock, her chest collapsing onto the seat of the folding chair.



A cock reappeared through the hole facing her. I’m not sure if it was the same one that had left unsatisfied earlier. My wife looked up at it as she lay across the chair.



She smiled as she moved the chair out of her way, opening her mouth as she crawled forward.









 Chapter Seven



The rest of the evening is a blur now. I don’t know how many cocks my wife serviced that night.



For my birthday.



I do know she swallowed almost every load of cum produced by those cocks. The ones she didn’t swallow ended up on her face, in her hair, and in her pussy. She let herself be filled up by at least three other men -- again, my memory is fuzzy so it might have been four or five -- and there was nothing I could do to stop it.



And that was all before she made me open the door.



After what must have been hours, Lorin collapsed onto the floor. Covered in cum, she lay in puddles of it that had dripped off of -- or out of -- her or had missed her pretty face and hair. Her makeup was ruined, and she managed to pull off the “black tears” look as well as any porn star. At that point, I thought it was over. She was spent and surely she’d already gone through all the men at Vixen’s Cove. Hell, it felt like she’d gone through all the men in town.



And then two more cocks appeared through the holes.



Lorin looked from one to the other and then up at me. “I can’t.”



I nodded. “I know. It’s okay. We can go.”



She shook her head. “I don’t want to go,” she said. “I just can’t get on my knees anymore.”



“Okay,” I said. “What are you saying?”



“Open the door,” she said, indicating the door on the opposite side of the room from where we entered.



I laughed, despite everything. “What happened to anonymity? The thrill of not seeing their faces?”



“I don’t care,” she said. “I’m not done being your porn star. Please let me do this. For your birthday. For you.”



How could I tell her this was the last thing I wanted? That almost everything that had happened this evening had been the last thing I wanted? I couldn’t just open that door and expose her to whoever was waiting. Even if she was begging for it.



And yet.



As I looked down at my sweet wife, I couldn’t imagine ever not wanting what I saw. She was covered in the sticky pleasure of dozens of men, her fingers massaging her pussy. Her beautiful little cunt, which had been mine and mine alone for years. Which was now smeared with her own juices and a not insignificant amount of white, milky cum.



My cock strained against my pants, yearning to add its payload to the mess covering her, as I walked mindlessly to the door.



And I pulled back the latch, and I opened the door, and I saw a hallway filled with eager men of all shapes, sizes, and colors.



 



---



 



The men poured through the door and descended on my wife. They were, for the most part, surprisingly gentle and kind and handled her with respect. Which is a funny thing to say since they had their cocks in her mouth, pussy, and hands the whole time. What I mean is that I was never really concerned for her well-being.



And she wasn’t either. She seemed energized by the full-body physical connections and soon regained her ability to get onto her knees. And whatever other position seemed to be appropriate.



There were two men who Lorin and I knew, one from her old workplace and another from the church we used to attend. If she recognized them she gave no sign of it, and they didn’t say anything either. The church guy nodded toward me and smiled as he left, so that was fun.



After a while, the crowd dissipated until only a couple of men remained. I was too focused on watching the spectacle that my wife had become to pay too much attention to the couple of guys standing by who had yet to partake of her services.



Until one of them spoke.



“Hey, Lorin,” Lee said.



Lorin’s eyes went wide when she heard her ex-boyfriend’s voice. My heart pounded as I realized her worst nightmare was standing there, looking at her nude form. He’d never seen her naked, even though they dated for almost a year before she got with me. She’d always found him a little odd, even creepy, and frequently talked about how lucky she was that they never fucked.



I moved to get between them, and expected her to try to cover herself up. Instead, I was in for one last surprise of the evening.



“Hey, Lee,” she said, and she held out her arms to him and spread her legs.



She was going to regret this, I knew it, but she’d made her decision. I stepped out of the way as her ex-boyfriend dropped down and plunged his cock inside her, making her giggle and moan and squirm.



She came for him, and then he came for her.



 









 Epilogue



When it was over, Vixen looked at us through the doorway through which we had entered the gloryhole booth. I was surprised she was still there; the proprietor of Vixen’s Cove sure put in some long hours.



“Are you folks okay?” she asked, her gaze lingering on my wife’s exhausted body before meeting my eyes.



“I think so,” I replied.



“Yes,” Lorin said, her voice hoarse. “How much money?”



Vixen smiled. “Still counting it. But you set a record.”



Lorin giggled. “I’m the best!” she said.



“Do you need a few minutes?” Vixen asked. “You can have all the time you need.”



I nodded. “Thank you. We’ll be out in a bit.”



Vixen nodded back and walked away.



Lorin looked up at me and smiled. “Was this everything you wanted?”



I looked her over. Her hair was matted with what looked like gallons of cum. Her face was a mask of makeup and even more cum. Dried and drying spunk dotted every part of her body and drained out of her pussy. There wasn’t enough room on the floor to step without stepping in yet more cum.



My mind reeled and I felt panic set in, which is funny considering it was over now. Except it wasn’t really over, was it? There was the issue of her fertility, and the dozens of loads of cum she had willingly taken into her womb. We’d have to talk about that, and very soon.



But not yet. Not when I had more pressing matters to attend to.



I’d resisted taking out my cock the entire evening, despite badly wanting to. I couldn’t resist any longer, and I undressed quickly. Lorin watched me the entire time, saying nothing. Her expression was unreadable, but I knew she wasn’t going to turn down one final load of cum for the evening.



As I got between her legs, she opened herself up to me. To her husband. To her one and only, no matter how many others she’d pleasured this evening. I touched her inflamed pussy lips, through her juices and the cum gathered there, and she giggled.



“You haven’t answered my question,” she said. “Was this everything you wanted?”



I moved to position my cock at her wet, slimy entrance. As I pushed into my sweet and beautiful wife, who had performed my fantasy beyond my wildest expectations, there was only one thing to say.



“Yes.”



 









 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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