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"Thanks, Mark," Emma sighed as we stepped out onto the street, “I needed this." 
I’d planned a surprise weekend away for us after a busy couple of months. My wife had just been promoted to Deputy Head at the small school she taught at, and it had been a stressful time for her settling in to the new role. So, I had arranged for the kids to stay with my parents and booked flights, a hotel and a nice restaurant to help her unwind. 
When I told her last night that we were going away, she was thrilled. I said we could go wherever she wanted, my only stipulation was that she was not allowed to worry; she was under strict orders to let her hair down and relax. I'd even made sure to pick a hotel with a well rated spa. 
When I returned from the bathroom during the meal and saw her reading emails on her phone, she instantly knew she had been caught and smiled mischievously then turned her phone off and passed it to me. 
“Good girl,” I'd said as I slipped it into my jacket pocket. 
Over dinner I asked what she wanted to do for the rest of the evening and she had said “drinks and dancing.” 
So that's what we did. We hailed a cab and asked him to take us somewhere nearby where we could dance and get a decent drink. The driver said he knew a place and a few minutes later dropped us off at a nice looking bar.
The clientele was a little younger than us and they only served cocktails, but Emma didn't complain. We picked drinks at random from the menu and then swapped when she tasted hers and cringed at its strength. It felt like we were dating again as we danced for close to two hours (and three more cocktails) and when she said she was ready to call it a night, I was grateful.
After six years of marriage I wasn't as fit as I once was. I wasn't overweight and I tried to get to the gym at least once a week, although it was probably closer to a few times a month. Emma, however, was a keen runner and would jog most days, and it showed. 
Emma had always gotten a lot of attention from guys, and tonight in her short red dress, she was definitely drawing more than just my eye as we danced. The looks she got from guys (and some girls) had never bothered me&emdash; it came with the territory when you had a wife who looked like mine, I figured. She was tall and slim with dirty blonde hair and dazzling green eyes. Of course the attention she got was probably more to do with her full, rounded breasts and firm, pert ass, than from her eyes. 
“Having fun?” I asked her when we got outside. 
“Yes! Thank you,” she said, clinging to me arm, “now take me home,” she said in a sultry tone. 
I didn’t need asking twice and went to hail a cab, but Emma stopped me and said we should walk. 
“It’s a nice night and the hotel isn’t far,” she said. That was true, but I wanted to get her back as soon as possible. Nevertheless, I agreed. This trip was to help her relax and I did say we would do whatever she wanted. 
I pulled a map up on my phone and we started off walking, taking the side streets to cut down on the walking time. 
“The map says it’s this way,” I shrugged when she wondered why we weren't staying on the main road. 
After a while, we walked past an ‘adult store’, according to the sign. It wasn’t like the sex stores I’d seen before. It was brightly lit and had a tasteful display of lingerie and toys in the window; all high-tech looking vibrators which were particularly shaped, rather than just a collection of synthetic phalluses. Emma noticed me looking and giggled.
“You want to go inside?” She asked, teasingly. Slowing her pace, but not stopping. I felt myself blush. 
“No, I was just surprised when I noticed,” I said, embarrassed. Then she stopped, just past the store front and pulled my arm. 
“Come on,” she said, like she was daring me, “we might see something we like.” 
I was hesitant. I felt like I was being trapped. When she pulled my arm again and urged me to come with her, intrigue got the better of me and I followed her to the door. She looked around before going in, like we were going to be caught doing something we shouldn't. 
The store was bigger than I expected. There were racks of sexy outfits and lingerie at the front, and various books, lubricants and condoms, sex toys of all kinds and DVDs from what I could see from the doorway. 
A girl no older than twenty behind the counter looked up from her iPad briefly as we entered and smiled a greeting to us. I felt sure she knew that we – certainly I – had never been to one of these stores before, and was amused by our presence, but I ignored the thought. 
“You okay?” My wife giggled. I was determined not to let her know that I felt awkward and tried to look nonchalant. 
“Of course,” I said. She smiled like she knew my secret and started browsing, flicking through the bra and panty sets on a nearby rack. She picked a lacy white set up and held it against her, modelling the bra. 
“You like this?” She asked. I did. 
“Looks great,” I answered. She thought for a second and then put it back, wandering further into the store. 
Looking around, I noticed that apart from the clerk there were no other women in the store, but maybe half a dozen men. Strange, I thought, as most of the items on display seemed to be aimed at women. As I followed Emma around, I caught several of them surveying her. Something about their gaze was different than the normal looks of appreciation she got- it was as though they were assessing her, rather than just enjoying how she looked. 
Emma had stopped at the DVDs, there was a huge selection of every kind of porn imaginable. While we had a good sex life, we didn't talk about porn and I was interested to see what she might be looking at. Emma didn't give anything away, but she was taking all of the covers in with intrigue, a smile on her face. One step ahead of me, she asked “anything you like the look of?” I was on the defensive again. 
“Nothing particularly grabbing me,” I answered. I had intended to go on the attack and ask if she had seen anything, but she shocked me by gently grabbing my crotch. 
“How about now?” She joked, stroking me for a second before turning back to the DVDs. 
She was acting like a naughty teenager. I was pleased to see her having fun and decided to play along. I slapped her ass lightly and she squeaked her surprise then smiled widely at me. We continued through the store until we came to a selection of dildos. Unlike the ones in the window, these toys were all shapes and sizes of rubber cock. Emma picked up an enormous eleven and a half inch black dildo, complete with veins, and held it next to her face, feigning a look of terror. 
“Too big for you?” I laughed. 
“I think it would kill me,” she murmured, “that thing’s like a wiffle bat.” 
She instead picked up a more reasonable seven incher, closer to my own size. She read the information on the packaging and laughed to herself, then carried on moving through the store. The next display were the vibrators, some of which were in the window. Emma seemed more interested in these ones, picking a few of them up and examining them. 
“They look interesting,” I said. Half a statement and half a question. 
“Yeah,” she agreed. “Just think, it's someone’s job to design these things. I can't imagine their thought processes,” she said. She had a small ‘rabbit’ vibrator in her hand still. 
“Do you like that one?” I asked her, gently rubbing her ass through the dress. 
“It looks a lot more specialised than mine,” she said. Emma had a vibrator already, but it was very plain and certainly, to my knowledge, she didn't really use it. 
“Let's get it and give it a try, then,” I told her. She bit her lip as though I’d suggested she steal it. She didn't say ‘no’, though. We headed to the counter to pay when Emma pulled my arm again, I look at where she gestured with her head and saw a sign reading ‘Video Arcade’ in pink neon letters. I wasn’t so naïve that I didn’t know that was where patrons could go and watch (and masturbate to) porn videos. I was a little surprised when Emma asked what it meant. 
“I think that you can watch some of the videos they sell there,” I said, “sort of like a try before you buy.” 
Emma blushed for a moment, obviously realising what that meant. 
“See anything you liked?” The chirpy girl at the counter asked as we approached. Emma put the small vibrator down and the girl rang it up without flinching. 
I was looking at the card machine when she asked “interested in the arcade?” I snapped my head up quickly and saw that she wasn’t talking to me. Emma had been looking down the store toward the video arcade sign. She wheeled around but didn’t have a response. 
The girl at the counter smiled knowingly, “there’s machines there that take tokens and you can pick a movie to watch. Tokens are $2 each. There’s private booths, so it’s not like a movie theater or anything. We even have two ‘couples’ booths’,” she said. 
Emma looked at me, that same excited and mischievous look she’d worn when we were coming in, on her face. 
“Can we get some tokens?” She asked the girl, who chuckled.
“Sure, how many d’you want?” 
Emma asked for $10 worth and the girl dropped the tokens to her hand as I paid. 
“Enjoy,” she told us smiling to herself, “the couples’ booths are the two on the far left.”
Emma waited for me to go first. I moved through the store with her at my heel, holding her hand. I noticed that a few of the remaining guys in the store were watching her with more interest now. We reached the sign and went through a heavy red velvet curtain to reveal a corridor with maybe a dozen doors along the wall. There was very little light, only a faint glow from some security lighting overhead. There was a distinct but muted sound of several different porn flicks showing in the booths. The whole thing was a little surreal.
We noticed a couple of guys loitering in the hallway, openly eyeing Emma up and down. We quickly moved to the end of the row, where the couples’ booths were. We tried the door at the very end, but it was locked. I almost apologised to the person inside, but guessed they would probably want as few distractions as possible. So, instead I tried the next door and it swung open. Emma pushed in quickly after me and we locked the door behind us. As soon as the door was locked, Emma swung her arms around my neck and started laughing, burying her face in my chest. 
“What are we doing here?” She asked, almost crying with laughter, but whispering at the same time. I was disappointed&emdash; I had been looking forward to seeing what would happen with Emma in this unusual mood. 
“No idea,” I answered, “I thought you were the one with the plan.” Then trying to salvage the idea, “do you want to see what they have?” 
The naughty teenager look was back. She was still amused, but she looked at me with light in her eyes and her lip in her teeth again. Despite it being a ‘couples’ booth’, there was only one chair. The booth was small, with just enough room to move around each other and the only source of light being from the screen, telling us to insert tokens. Emma guided me to sit down and then she placed herself on my lap. She leaned over to the machine and dropped the tokens into the slot. 
Instantly the screen lit up with a scene of a woman in a maid outfit being pounded by a large black man. A gasp and a short fit of giggles came from Emma and she pushed a button on the control panel to change the movie. She skipped through a lesbian scene, threesome, a particularly vigorous anal movie and a couple of straight forward guy on girl videos before shrugging and leaving the screen to play a video in which a slight brunette was energetically riding a large cock, with another in her mouth and a third in her hand. 
Emma made out like she had just given up looking. But I had noticed how quickly she flicked through some things, how she spent a couple of seconds assessing others and how she hovered her finger over the button when the image of three guys taking this girl came into the screen. She chose to leave it on. There was also the fact that she was surreptitiously rubbing her thighs together, which I could just feel as she was sat on my lap. 
I stroked the back of her neck as she watched and her body responded to my touch. She sighed softly and stroked my inner thigh. Having received a positive reaction, I kissed her neck and ran my hands over her body. She shuddered and began grinding her ass against my hardening cock, still watching as the girl on screen positioned herself to be penetrated by two of the guys at once. 
As she got more worked up, I slid my hands down her leg and hiked up the dress, stroking her pussy through her panties as she turned to kiss me. We kissed deeply and passionately, our tongues and hands exploring one another in the practical darkness. Emma adjusted as I tried to raise her dress over her head, allowing me to pull it away from her, much to my surprise. As neatly as I could, whilst at the same time not remotely caring, I dropped it to the floor, leaving Emma in just her underwear as she struggled with my belt buckle. No matter how may times she had undone it before, she always struggled. 
She managed to unbuckle me and freed my cock from my shorts, stroking me as we continued to kiss. I caressed her breasts, reaching around to unhook in her bra. Emma leaned back to remove it, revealing her luscious, pert breasts. As she did, I saw something out of the corner of my eye. There was a hole in the side of the booth, and someone was looking through, watching us. I squinted in the semi-darkness to see that there was also a hole on he other side. 
I nodded in the direction of the hole and Emma followed my gaze. Her face dropped from a smile to horror as she noticed the eye peering through the hole. 
“What the fuck!” She said as she stumbled to grab her dress and hold it against herself, covering her nudity. It was, in retrospect, hilarious to see her trying to hide her body whilst on the screen a foot away from her the girl in the movie tried to fit two large cocks into her pussy at the same time. 
I traced my fingers across her the small of her back as she looked at me incredulously, as though she was saying ‘can you believe that!’ I reached out and took a hold of her dress and softly coaxed it away from her. She didn't relent initially, not understanding. But after only a second, and with another glance to the hole, she held her dress away from her and dropped it to the floor. 
She was once again on display, only this time she knew we had a voyeur. Her naughty smile had returned. She slid down my body, sticking her shapely ass out toward the hole, giving our viewer a good view, as she rubbed my hard cock against her exposed tits. She licked her hand, slowly- looking not at me but at the hole in the wall – and rubbed the saliva on my dick, slackening it as she placed it between her breasts and gripped them tightly, stroking my hard cock between them. 
The feeling was amazing as Emma bounced her tits, jerking my cock between them; but what really got me was the way she asked “you like that, baby?” She was looking at me, but I couldn't help thinking that the question was aimed at our audience. 
She bit her lip and then sank further down, so that as I began to thrust up between her breasts, she could stick out her tongue and lick the head of my throbbing cock, until finally she took me into her mouth, sucking me enthusiastically as the stranger watched. 
I closed my eyes as she rolled her tongue around my engorged prick and took me deep into her mouth. When I opened them after what felt like only a minute of her sucking, I saw that the voyeur had pushed his cock through the hole, clearly hoping to do more than watch.
I tapped Emma lightly on the shoulder and she opened her eyes and slowly took my cock out of her mouth, licking from base to shaft and smiling up at me with that naughty smile before turning to see how our viewer was enjoying the show. She gasped and covered her mouth as she saw the hard cock sticking through the hole and then looked back to me in shock- and question. 
I smiled down at her and took a risk. 
“Do you want to play with him?” I asked, whispering. She looked aghast, but not angry. 
“Go ahead, give it a try,” I encouraged before she could answer, “the door’s locked- if you don't like it, you can stop. He's never going to see us again. We don't even know who he is. You don't have to do anything you don't want to do,” I whispered. 
She looked from me to the cock sticking through the wall. I could see that she was thinking about it. 
“Do you want me to?” She asked, unsure. I leaned over and kissed her intently, reaching down and sliding my hand into her panties. She was slick with wetness already and moaned softly into my mouth at my touch, as our tongues danced and I rubbed her clit slowly, teasing her. 
We broke our kiss and she glanced from me to the stranger’s softening cock again, and shifting slightly, she gingerly reached out for it. With one last glance to me for reassurance, she took the shaft in her hand. The dick twitched at her touch. Emma stared at the cock as she stroked it, and I stared at her- fixated. My wife, who was normally loving but reserved, was on her knees jerking off a total stranger- she hasn't even seen the guy; only his disembodied cock poking through a hole in a sex store video booth. I wouldn't have believed it if I weren't seeing it for myself. 
Emma was smiling widely as she worked the now fully hardened cock with her hand, caressing the balls with her other, changing her technique every few seconds. I stood and moved over to her and she turned her head to take me into her mouth as she jerked the cock. She quickly bobbed her head up and down my length as she began to pump the stranger’s dick. I could hear him groaning and sighing through the wall as Emma furiously jerked him as she sucked on me. 
She took me from her mouth briefly and spat into her hand, before taking returning her attention back to my cock and jerking the stranger’s, now glistening with her saliva. She let out soft moans around my cock as she pleasured us both. She was engulfing my cock whilst pumping the stranger’s so quickly that he occasionally slipped from her grasp until we heard a knock on the wall. 
She looked up at me quizzically just as the first rope of cum erupted from the strange cock, splashing across her collarbone. She recovered from the shock just in time for second, aiming his pulsing cock at her chest as the she jerked streams of cum over her tits, covering them and rubbing his cock against her breasts as the last of the cum trickled down onto her stomach, until the cock withdrew. 
Emma looked up at me, dazed and then leapt to her feet, lunging at me and driving her tongue into my mouth. We kissed deeply, exploring each other’s mouths as we embraced. We heard the door to the next booth open and close as our anonymous friend left. Emma gently bit my lip as she pulled away from our kiss. Her face was alight with excitement.
“I can't believe I just did that!” She said, still whispering like she was afraid of being overheard, barely audible over the sound of the actress in the film on screen. 
“I can't believe we just did that,” I told her. She smiled warmly at me and, the picture of the loving schoolteacher wife she was- a complete dichotomy to the mess of cum covering her bare tits as she stood in just her panties in a booth at the back of a sex store, with hardcore porn playing in the background. And I adored her. 
“Ready to go?” I asked her, eager to get her back to the room. Before she could answer the door next to us opened and closed again. This time there was no preface, as a soft pink cock popped through the hole. This one was definitely larger than the last, and than my own; thick and even soft, fairly long. I felt a jolt of excitement when we both looked from the cock to each other. Emma's eyes were question. 
“You want another go?” I asked, hoping. 
“Do you want me to?” She asked, being coy whilst at the same time slowly stroking my cock which was straining with hardness. 
“It seems like you do,” she cooed, teasing me. I couldn't argue. 
“I do,” I said- not appreciating the irony of the wedding vow at the time. Emma smiled, like she was both entertained and aroused by my admission. She kissed me, pulling her body toward the hole without her lips leaving mine until she could no longer reach, and then dropped to her knees in front of the new stranger’s cock. 
She took the cock in her hand and massaged it gently, looking at me. The soft dick started to come to life as she stroked it, growing and stiffening. She adjusted once hard enough to work her hand up and down the shaft. 
“Is this what you want to see?” She asked, playfully. I answered by rubbing my own hard cock as I watched her. She turned her face from me to the stranger’s cock and brought her lips to it, tentatively licking the underside of the head. My mind was racing, but at the same time completely serene; totally focused on the image of my wife on her knees about to suck another man’s cock, as the traces of cum from the first glistened in the light from the screen. 
She continued to slowly jerk the stranger’s cock, lifting it and then kissing his balls before running her tongue from shaft to tip and finally, whilst looking me straight in the eyes, opening her mouth and taking the head of his cock into it. I heard the sigh of relief from the other side of the wall and she moaned ‘mmmm’, sliding her lips up and down his cock as she sucked. She bobbed her head, taking him most of the way into her mouth and then shifted so that she could reach between her legs and touch herself as she blew the total stranger. 
I watched in awe, jerking my own cock as I watched my wife sucking on another. She was rubbing her clit hard, letting soft moans escape her mouth whenever she opened it enough, as she built up pace. I could see that the stranger was starting to thrust and she held her mouth in place, allowing him to fuck her face, something that I had never done. I groaned as I rapidly jerked myself watching her.
After a minute or so of him fucking her mouth, she moved her face away and furiously pumped his cock. She sucked on and licked the stranger’s balls, then, running her tongue up and down his length, she took his cock back into her mouth and despite his size, after a couple of attempts, she took him completely into her mouth and throat. She held the position for a few seconds and then slid her lips all the way up and all the way back down his hard cock. She then stopped rubbing her pussy and put both hands against the wall, bracing herself and allowing him to start thrusting again, fucking himself into her willing throat. I couldn't believe what I was seeing, or the effect it was having on me as my cock throbbed with hardness. 
The stranger fucked her throat for another minute or so, as Emma adjusted her position from time to time, furiously rubbing her clit whenever she didn't need to support herself with her hands on the wall. After a while of this, she took the initiative back, sucking and jerking his cock rapidly until, again, we heard a knock on the wall. This time she was prepared, rather than jerk him onto her tits as she had the last guy, she engulfed his cock, sputtering slightly and I knew he was pumping his load into my wife’s mouth. She took it all, until he withdrew. She stayed on her knees and looked up at me, her face drunk with lust and her hair dishevelled, and patted her lips just enough to show me that she had a mouthful of this stranger’s cum, which she then swallowed as she looked me in the eyes. 
“Did you like that, baby?” She purred, teasingly playing with her pussy. 
“That was the hottest thing I've seen in my life,” I started to answer, but she stopped me, bending over the chair and saying “don't tell me, show me- show me that I'm yours.” 
I didn't need asking twice. I moved toward her and moved her panties to the side, sliding fully into her in one motion. She was wetter than I had ever felt before and cried out as I pushed inside her, no longer concerned about being overheard. I pounded her waiting pussy, thrusting into her with all I was worth, revelling in her moans and gasps of pleasure, I wanted to make her scream for me. 
Her noises had gotten some attention, and after only a few minutes of us fucking, both of the holes in the walls were occupied. To the left a hard black cock was sticking through the hole and to the right an arm was teaching through to touch her. Emma didn't ask my permission this time as she shifted slightly, leading the hand to her bouncing tits as I continued fucking her. He groped at her, squeezing her nipples and grabbing her breasts before taking his arm away and replacing it with a thick, hard cock. 
Emma scooted the chair forward, being careful not to let me slip out of her soaking pussy, and without hesitation took it into her mouth, using her hands to steady herself. She quickly bobbed her head on his cock as I fucked her, grabbing her hips hard as we bucked against one another and she sucked the anonymous cock. 
“That's it, baby,” I encouraged her, giving her ass a small slap. She squealed around the cock and wiggled her ass, so I slapped it again. Emma quickly fell into a rhythm; bouncing on my cock as I thrust into her and bobbing up and down the stranger's cock, occasionally stopping to gasp with pleasure or catch her breath. 
It didn’t take long for the stranger to climax and, after a short while of Emma sucking him with intent whilst I fucked her, we heard the now familiar knock on the wall and he emptied his load into my wife’s mouth. She swallowed it all as he disappeared from the hole and was immediately replaced by another. Emma took hold of the average sized cock in her hand and jerked it as she backed up against me, whispering ‘yes’ over and over until I felt her orgasm on my cock. She shook uncontrollably and let go of the cock, resting both of her hands on the chair and trying to regain composure. 
I slowed my pace, now gently, slowly thrusting as she came down. 
“Holy shit,” she said as she recovered. She looked at me with a huge smile and noticed that both holes were now occupied by a cock she hadn’t shown her oral talents to. I slipped out of her and allowed her to move off the chair, sliding over to the cock on the left to wrap her lips around it. There was no warm up this time, as she forced the thick cock fully into her mouth and throat and sucked him like I'd never seen her suck before. 
 The change in her was incredible. I had never imagined we would ever be in a place like this in the first place, but here we were. And she had gone from being unsure about touching another man’s – a stranger’s – cock, to taking three loads of cum and looking for more. I couldn't have taken my eyes off of her if I'd wanted to. I'm not sure when the video had stopped playing, but I suspected that no-one was interested in watching porn when my wife was so eagerly sucking every cock that came through the holes to our booth. 
After a minute or so, she looked up at me as though she were in a trance, and then checked to make sure the second cock was still there. Of course it was and she tried to reach it, but the other wall was just too far away. Instead she reached for me and I stepped toward her so she could pleasure us both. She alternated between us, jerking and sucking so expertly and intently that I thought I wouldn't be able to last. Both myself and the stranger she was also blowing were groaning loudly, I could hear him encouraging her through the wall, telling her ‘yeah baby, suck that fucking cock’, or ‘just like that, bitch’. Emma seemed to love this and would moan her approval, engulfing his dick each time. 
When the stranger let out a loud “fuck!” I thought he was going to start cumming. Instead he pulled away. Emma looked up and me with confusion, as though she wanted me to explain to her why, while continuing to jerk my cock. The stranger reached his arm through the hole and touched her face. Emma instantly sucked his thumb into her mouth, I assumed hoping he would replace it with his cock again. He allowed her to suck on his thumb for a few seconds whilst stroking her face, then moved his hand down. Emma pressed out her chest so that he could squeeze and play with her breasts whilst she leaned over and sucked on my aching cock. Again after only a matter of seconds his hand was reaching down.
Emma stood and I watched as he moved her panties aside and groped at her soaking pussy, working his fingers inside her. She kissed me deeply, sighing with pleasure into my mouth as she stroked my cock, until he tried to turn her around. Emma obliged, facing away from the wall and allowing him to finger fuck her from behind. By the sounds of it, he was good at what he was doing and she leaned over the chair, saying “come here, I need your cock.” 
I moved to her face, noticing that the other guy on the right side of the room was watching through the hole, and she swallowed my cock. I held her hair back, thrusting and fucking her mouth for the first time in our marriage. It felt incredible as I thrust into her willing mouth, my legs almost bucking when I pushed myself in deeply and held her there until she dug her fingernails into my legs. I quickly pulled out, worrying, but she only gasped for air and than impaled herself back on my cock, grabbing my ass and pulling me into her. 
She squealed around my cock and took me from her mouth, looking up at me with wide eyes and quivering lips before biting her lip and exclaiming “fuck!” I looked behind her and saw that her ass was now fully pressed against the wall. I realised quickly that he was no longer using his fingers, and when I heard her gasping and the wall creaking, I knew the stranger was fucking my wife. I was driven wild, taken by a need to hear and see her cumming on the anonymous cock. She tried to keep sucking me, but struggled to stay focused on my cock. I grabbed her breast in one hand and stroked her face with the other. 
“Is he fucking you, baby?” I asked her. She nodded yes, her mouth open, her hand jerking my cock irregularly. 
“Do you like it?” I asked, twisting her nipple in my fingers. 
“Fuck, yes,” she breathed, bouncing her ass against the wall so hard I thought it might break. 
“Do you want to feel his cum?” I asked, no longer sure what she was enjoying more; his dick or me talking to her. 
“Oh God… yeah,” she breathed, then almost immediately she announced, “I'm cumming!” 
I leaned down and kissed her, running my hands through her hair as she squealed and writhed. When I pulled away she was flushed and whimpering softly with pleasure. 
I heard the door open and close and looked to see that she wasn't pressed against the wall anyone. I moved behind her and lifted her ass. Her pussy was red and glistening, and trickling from the lips and down her thigh was a trail of fresh cum. A man who she had never even met and just fucked and come inside my wife’s pussy. I looked over to Emma, she was looking back at me, over her shoulder. A wicked grin on her face. 
“I've been a very bad girl,” she purred. 
I stood and drove my cock into her, feeling the warm gooey cum inside of her as I slid myself deeply into her hot cunt. I grabbed her hair as I thrusted, fucking her used, wet pussy. 
“Do you like fucking other men?” I asked her, punctuating the words with rough thrusts. 
“I loved it,” she said, “but this is the best.” I could feel myself approaching climax already. 
“That's it, baby,” she encouraged breathlessly, “I need you to fill me up!” 
That was almost more than I could handle; I my muscles tightened as I continued to fuck her, gripped by carnal desire.
When I felt her contract and shudder, moaning an orgasm, I felt myself starting to come. I held on as long as I could, clenching my muscles until I couldn't hold back any longer and started pumping my cum deep into her. I felt like I’d never come so much, or so hard; I could feel wave, after wave of cum flowing into her as she moaned softly. 
When finally the stream of cum had subsided, I slipped out of Emma, eliciting another soft gasp. She stood shakily and embraced me, kissing me tenderly. 
“Oh, wow,” she said, “I'm exhausted! That was incredible.” I brushed her dishevelled hair away from her eyes. 
“Did you have fun?” I asked her. 
“So much,” she said giggling. “I had no idea you would be into something like that,” she said. 
“Neither did I,” I admitted. 
The remaining watcher had pushed his cock through the hole, hard and hopeful- obviously having enjoyed the show. I nodded toward it and told her, “I think you forgot about someone.” Emma looked at my slyly, “how rude of me,” she said, then dropped to her knees again and started jerking the cock, licking the head. She quickly took him into her mouth and it was clear from the way she sucked and pumped his cock that she was racing to bring him to a finish. She bobbed her mouth up and down, sliding her lips over his dick and then jerking him roughly onto her tongue. 
It didn't take long for the stranger to start groaning and then coming. This time there was no warning knock, but Emma was ready for him, taking his load into her mouth and swallowing loudly. When he was done, he whispered “thank you,” through the hole. Emma giggled.
 We dressed quickly and gathered our things, then cautiously unlocked the door. Leaving quickly we saw a good looking younger guy heading down the corridor to the booths. He looked severely disappointed when he saw us leaving, but we paid no attention to him. We passed through the curtain and back into the brightly lit store. 
As we headed to the door, the girl at the counter caught our eyes. She smiled knowingly and pointed to her cheek. Emma instinctively raised her hand to her own and turned bright red, wiping a stray streak of cum off her face. She wiped her hand on her crumpled dress and waved a thanks to the girl and then we stepped outside. 
“How far from the hotel are we?” She asked, moving away from the entrance. I pulled up a map on my phone. 
“About five minutes,” I said, “easy walking distance if you want to come back again,” I smiled. 
“Maybe I will,” she laughed, “but tonight let’s hurry,” she said, “I’m ready a shower- and for the rest of the night I only want my husband. If you're ready for another round?”
Boy was I ready. 




Thanks for reading! x
Sign up to my mailing list for news, updates and advanced previews of upcoming releases. 
Click here for more titles by Lana available on Amazon.
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