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Chapter One


I
t was the strangest anniversary “gift” that Sherry Long had ever heard of. She had to double take, blinking with a confused expression on her face, and still wasn’t sure if her husband was being serious, or if it was some kind of mean test.

Sherry and Glen Long were celebrating five years of marriage together. It was a typical love story, at least to start, but one that would take a startling twist as the years dragged on.

They met at college upstate in Northern California, where they both attended schools in the Bay Area. Funny enough, they didn’t go to the same university.

Glen Long was a dorky, shaggy-haired guy in his early twenties at the time, but he was on the up and up. He was a computer programmer with immense talent, according to his professors, and it looked like he was going places. Pale, skinny, and a bit socially awkward, Glen wasn’t too far removed from your prototypical computer geek.

While his friends were out partying the nights away, squandering their parents’ money and trying to get lucky every night, Glen was busy studying, coding, and building a future for himself. He had had the idea that his career should come first, and if he was successful enough, the women would follow.

Plus, all the girls he saw his friends get together with just didn’t seem . . . his type. Shallow, heavy drinkers, club-goers in scantily clad outfits on a Tuesday. They were the perfect match for Glen’s friends, who were a decidedly eclectic, if not alcoholic, bunch.

Glen didn’t hang around too many of his fellow nerds, for whatever reason. Actually, the reason was pretty simple: he was selling pot to the cool guys. He became acquaintances and then friends with them, and even helped them in computer classes. Being good with numbers, Glen had been a pretty fair dealer. But it had been an ends to a means, of course, to get his way through college, and toward the end of his tenure he stopped selling weed altogether.

Magically, like smoke in the wind, his “friends” seemed to vanish.

And then, one day at a local, hip coffeeshop, he accidentally
 met Sherry. He actually didn’t even have his eyes out for her, which ended up being exactly what he needed in the situation.

Glen was clumsy. That helped, too, though he wouldn’t know it at the time.

He was turning around after getting his coffee from the barista, and didn’t realize that a sofa-style chair was directly behind him. He tripped on the edge of it and his coffee rocked on its tray. With wide eyes, he watched in slow motion as the hot liquid poured over the rim and splashed onto the lap of the girl sitting in the chair.

That girl had been Sherry.

He apologized profusely, but luckily didn’t give her third-degree burns.

Sherry had seen Glen at the coffeeshop off and on for months, but she was pretty sure that he had never noticed her. He was either completely caught up in his work, gay and uninterested, or simply oblivious.

She went with the latter, after watching Glen try to smudge out the brown stain on her dress, on his knees in the coffeeshop, not caring what anyone else thought. It had made her laugh, his endearing kindness—she didn’t typically let strangers touch the clothes on her body—and when he finally looked up to see what she was chuckling at, she noticed that he was actually pretty cute.

They went their separate ways that night, and that could’ve been the end of it, but like all good love stories, it wasn’t. Sherry made sure to show up at the coffeeshop for days after that, until she spotted Glen Long once more.

When she finally did, she jumped at the opportunity to get to know him, and that second, less frantic meeting was the first time they really chatted. She found out he was into computers, and looking at some nice starting job offers once his college life ended. He found out that she was a history student at a nearby school, and was probably going to move back to Southern California after class ended that semester. They were both from SoCal, so they had that in common, at least. Sherry, however, was decidedly beautiful, whereas Glen was decidedly . . . smart.

Much to Sherry’s delight, Glenn manned up and asked her out on a real date at the end of that second meeting.

Things quickly escalated from there. They became an item within a month, and had been together ever since.

Sherry loved Glen’s cute awkwardness, his sense of humor, and his slightly blasé attitude. She also liked that he took a job down in San Diego, rather than staying in the Bay Area, just for her sake (at least she liked to think so). So, he was committed. That was a high selling point for Sherry, after a college life of one-night stands and floozy guys and short relationships.

They spent one year in the Bay Area as boyfriend and girlfriend, then went down to San Diego together. After another year together, they married, and that had been five years ago to the day.

Sherry had always wanted something meaningful in her life, and Glen provided that.

It didn’t hurt that he also provided a substantial
 income, starting at six figures right out of college.

She had always wanted to get a Master’s, and Glen working and making so much money meant that he could float them by while she continued her studies. It was a compromise, and neither of them minded.

Then again, why would Glen mind? He considered himself the luckiest guy in the world, because Sherry was gorgeous, smart, and utterly likeable. She was a classic beauty with bright blonde hair, almond-shaped eyes, and a figure that wouldn’t quit. The epitome of an hourglass shape.

But she was more than just a looker—she was witty, ambitious, and dedicated. She wanted to be a teacher herself, of fine art or history.

Neither of them had ever cheated on the other. They didn’t have kids yet, but it was a foregone conclusion that it would happen pretty soon, if it was going to happen at all.

They had both just turned thirty quite recently, close to their five-year anniversary.

But that night, Glen finally figured out what was going on in his wife’s head. He was a smart guy, and Sherry was surprised it had taken him so long.

Things hadn’t been the same for a while. They were cordial, acted close, held hands when they walked down the street—all that good married couple stuff—but something was . . . off.

Glen knew it. Sherry knew it. Neither of them had ever broached the subject.

On their anniversary night, Glen took her to a five-star, hotel-rooftop dinner. They pecked each other on the lips, smiled as they stared into one another’s eyes, and spoke in whispers as they leaned over the table.

But the piercing glint of sexual tension that had been in both of their eyes at the beginning of their relationship had disappeared. Neither of them quite knew where it went, but Sherry had a much better idea than Glen about the whole thing.

She thought her husband was oblivious. But he would prove her wrong.

That night, they made love in their bed at home in Downtown San Diego. Glen was on top, as usual, taking up the missionary position like any other vanilla lover. You would think that after five years married and two years together before that, he would’ve learned a thing or two about getting his wife off.

But Glen had neglected his wife’s sensuality for his work. It was a mistake many husbands made, and it all started to come to light as he mindlessly thrust into Sherry on the bed.

Both of them were under the covers to their waist, so they weren’t even looking at one another’s southern regions.

The looks in both of their eyes were blank.

When Glen moved inside Sherry, she lurched her head back against the pillow to stare up at the ceiling, then started making fake moans to try to sell herself. She wanted it to be over with—despite the lovely dinner and hand-holding, and the sure love that she felt for her husband, she couldn’t get into the moment.

She wasn’t being satisfied. She hadn’t for quite some time. Perhaps it was Glen’s below-average size, or the fact that she’d only had the same penis for years now . . . but she was worried that she wouldn’t be able to continue the façade for much longer.

Glen would eventually find out she was faking orgasms, she knew, and it would hurt his pride. She didn’t want to see her marriage end.

It had started months before, possibly even years, but at first she didn’t pay much attention to it. Then it became a problem, because the only time she was climaxing was when she was doing it herself.

Glen found her dildos and vibrators one day, and he was still ignorant of what was going on around him, not thinking much of it.

Sherry had been angry—a couple with a healthy sex life shouldn’t need all those toys, unless they wanted to spice things up every once in a while. She thought Glen should have known that.

Perhaps he was too embarrassed to mention it.

But now, as the bed slowly creaked from the weight of their bodies rocking back and forth, slowly but surely, like an inevitable avalanche that would never quite fall . . . Glen’s brow furrowed.

A strange expression darkened his face. 

He grunted, pursed his lips like he always did, and came inside Sherry.

She wrapped her legs around his thin waist, her calves pressing against his buttocks, to try to get him as far inside her as she could manage. She moaned, faking an orgasm while he grunted a very real one.

When he pulled out, limp and wet, he sighed and collapsed next to her, lying on his side. His penis was shrinking on his thigh, like a sorry fish.

Sherry had always thought it was rather ironic that Glen’s surname was “Long” . . . because he was definitely not that. She would never call him baby-dicked or shrimp-cocked to his face, but she’d definitely thought about it, once or twice, during the heat of an argument . . .

She remained on her back post-coitus, staring up at the stucco ceiling. Her face was slightly flush, but her heartbeat had barely even been raised by the sex. That was a bad sign.

She could feel his stare from her peripheral vision, his blinking eyes . . . his worried expression.

“Do . . . Do you still love me, Sherry?” he asked suddenly.

Nearly snorting, Sherry’s face whipped over on the pillow. “Of course I do. Why would you say that, Glen?”

“Things have been different lately . . .”

He looked helpless and sad, and it made Sherry feel guilty and sad, like she’d done something wrong. But she knew she hadn’t. With her face softening, she said, “You’ve noticed that too?”

He nodded.

Sighing again, she said, “Maybe it’s me. I dunno, Glen.” She looked away, back to the ceiling.

Glen wrapped an arm around her shoulder, stuffing it under the pillow and bringing himself closer to her. “No, I know that’s not it, honey. You’re as beautiful as the first day I met you.”

Sherry blushed, and she couldn’t help but smirk. “Stop it, Glen.”

He shrugged. “I’m serious. I don’t know how I ever got you—much less married
 you.”

In a low voice, she said, “It was a great evening tonight, honey. I appreciate the dinner . . . and everything else.”

“Yeah, but it didn’t end great, did it? I can tell, Sher.”

An awkward pause, as Sherry tried to think of something to say. She was drawing a blank.

“W-What do you want me to say, Glen?”

“I’m not sure. Just tell me I’m right, I guess? I mean . . . if I am, that is. Which I’m pretty sure I am—”

“You’re overthinking things again, hun. Stop. You’re fine.”

“No, I’m not,” he said, his voice surprisingly stern. “I can tell, babe. I’m not satisfying you . . . I don’t think I have for quite a while, either.”

“It’s not your fault.” Sherry looked away. She was feeling ashamed, embarrassed, because they had never touched this subject before.

But their anniversary felt like the right time, when they were in each other’s arms, lovey-dovey, and not focused on work or school. Then again, it could’ve also been the right time for their marriage to fall off a cliff and crash on the jagged rocks below, never to recover . . .

Either way, it was time to air the dirty laundry.

“Of course it’s my fault, Sher!” Glen scoffed, throwing his free hand up in the air. “What, you’re saying it’s your
 fault?
 That you didn’t cum when I was fucking you?”

“No . . .”

“Then of course it’s my fault!”

“Okay, Glen, calm down.”

Her cold words shut him down quickly. He was always quick to get hot, but easy to burn out. Sherry knew how to play him like a fiddle . . . she just wished he was able to do the same thing for her.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“You have nothing to be sorry for.”

“I do. I didn’t make you cum, right?”

She slowly shook her head.

A strange look dawned on Glen’s face—a moment of realization, then a horrified expression. “Have I . . . ever?”

Sherry panicked, the color rising in her face once more. “W-What, made me cum? Don’t be silly, Glen—that’s such a stupid question. How could you even think—”

Glen’s eyes were bulging even wider as it became obvious. He knew his wife’s quirks, and when she verbally vomited like this, it was because she was nervous, not telling the whole truth.

“Oh my God, I haven’t?!”

Sherry bit her bottom lip, narrowing her eyes until they were almost shut. “Sometimes . . . when you go down on me?”

Glen slapped his forehead, leaning back on the bed. “Fuck.”

“I’m sorry, Glen!” Sherry yelled, helping herself up on her elbows. “That’s such a shitty thing to hear on our anniversary, I know . . . dammit. Why’d you have to press me like that?!”

Now she was getting aggravated, Glen could tell, so he became nonresponsive.

After another awkward moment of silence, Glen started shaking his head. “No, I needed to know. How can I improve if I don’t know?”

“We’ve been together seven years, hun . . .”

“You’re right. Jesus. You’ve been unsatisfied for seven years?”


“I didn’t say that. I’ve been happy this whole time, honey.”

“You know what I mean. Sexual gratification is, like, really important to keeping a marriage together, right? Right.”

“I still love you, Glen. Do I need to ask you to calm down again?”

“No, I’m just trying . . .” he mouthed the last words, trailing off as his gaze took on a faraway look. His brow furrowed, and it was obvious that a light bulb had gone off in his head.

“I think I have the perfect anniversary gift for you, babe,” he started to say, his voice low.

Sherry tilted her head, until she was looking at him sideways, her head nearly resting on her shoulder.

Glen cleared his throat, then scooted back to lift himself against the headboard. Leaning back, he seemed to get animated. “I’ve always known I’ve been punching above my weight-class with you, hun.”

“That’s sweet, Glen, but I don’t think it’s—”

He held a palm out. “Let me finish, please.” He scratched the bottom of his chin, trying to figure out how to proceed. He looked around the dark bedroom, but saw nothing that would help his plight. Finally, he took a deep breath, then turned to his wife.

“I’ve seen how you’ve looked at other guys, babe.”

Sherry’s head lurched back in surprise. “Excuse me?” she snapped defensively.

Glen waved his hands at her, trying to soften the blow. “Look, it’s normal! When two people have been together for as long as we have, it’s normal for our eyes to stray . . . I think.”

“If you’re alluding to adultery, Glen—that you think I’ve cheated on you, you’re way out of line.”

“No, no, nothing like that,” he said, waving his hands some more, like magician trying to make his words rewind. “I just . . . I’ve seen you get phone numbers from guys at bars, at dinners, at clubs, at the beach . . . come on. You know it’s true.”

“So what? I can’t help it if people find me attractive, Glen.”

“I know, and I love that about you, don’t get me wrong. Your confidence. That fact that you come home to me
.”

“Um, thank you?”

“What do you do with those phone numbers, hun?”

She ran a hand through her wavy blonde hair, flipping bangs out of her face. “I guess I keep them in my phone? I don’t know. I forget about them. I never use them, of course.”

“Of course. Well . . . what if you did?”

Silence.

In a flat tone, Sherry: “Uh. What?”

“What if you used those numbers, every once in a while, when you needed . . . satisfaction?”

“Hold up.” Sherry couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She shook her head, sat up straighter, so they both had their backs against the headboard. “Are you telling me to cheat on you, Glen? What the fuck?”

“No, babe, uh . . . I’m not thinking of it like that. Look, I want to make you happy, in all
 aspects. I cum every time we have sex—”

“You’d better,” Sherry muttered.

“—But I feel horrible to hear that you don’t. You can call it whatever you like, but I wouldn’t hold it against you . . .”

As he trailed off, Sherry leaned her head closer, as if trying to catch the words that weren’t coming from his lips, but were on the tip of his tongue.

“. . . if you . . . strayed . . . every so often,” he finished, rather timidly. Then he closed his mouth and fixed her with a blank stare, trying to read her reaction.

Sherry was too baffled to process what he was saying. “Let me get this straight,” she said. “You’re telling me to have sex with other men, to fill my sexual appetites—”

“Because I can’t fulfill them for you. Yes.”

“Are you hearing what you’re saying, Glen? I mean, that’s pretty weird.”

“I think it could be pretty hot . . .”

“W-What?!”

He snickered. “I’ve looked up cuckold relationships before, hun, and I think we could both
 have a good time.”

“So, not only is this whole thing your idea—which I still am too shocked to agree or disagree with—but you want to watch,
 too?”

Glen shrugged. It was like he was ordering Pepsi instead of Coke—shrug—
not like he was trying to convince his wife to fuck other guys so she could be sexually satisfied. Not like it was a momentous
 decision in their marriage plans and everyday life, or anything.

The room became quiet as they both let the words stew for a bit.

Finally, Sherry said, “I guess it’s sweet of you to offer, Glen, if not really fucking strange . . . but you know there’s no going back after doing something like that, right?”

He nodded. “I understand that. But it’s either this, or, what . . . divorce? I don’t want that.”

“Why does it have to be divorce?” Sherry asked, offended. “Why can’t things just continue like they have been?”

“Because the cat’s out of the bag, babe. We’ve already crossed that line. Listen, do you really think you can sleep with me for the rest of your life and just . . . never be satisfied? Never be fulfilled? Now that I know,
 nonetheless?”

“. . . Shit.”

“See?”

“You tricky dick,” Sherry muttered.

Glen flashed a smile. He reached over to his nightstand and grabbed his glasses, then slid them up the bridge of his nose.

“You don’t think we should, like, go to therapy or something, first?” Sherry asked. “I mean—”

“I can tell you right now, they’re gonna say this is a bad idea. But unless you think this monogamous thing can work forever for you, then I say we jump off the deep-end with both feet. Go for something big, you know? A huge change.”

Thoughts were already going through Sherry’s mind. Glen couldn’t read her bemused, rattled expression, so he said, “We don’t have to decide right now. I’m just saying, I think there’s a chance it could bring us closer together, in the long run . . . and anything is worth that, hun, to me.”

But he didn’t know that Sherry’s mind was reflecting back on her visit to Vons that afternoon, and the hot cashier she smiled at; or the hunky dudes in the gym that always eye-fucked her whenever she did squats; or the random cute guys on the street that she saw while going about her day . . .

It began to dawn on him, though—Sherry couldn’t hide the guilt from her face. A slow smile crept up Glen’s face. “You’re already imagining it. I knew it, you slut.”

“Hey! Don’t be a little shit.”

He snickered and leaned forward, kissing her on the lips.


I can’t believe Glen has just suggested we break our marriage vows,
 Sherry thought. Or, at least, that
 I break my marriage vows . . . wait a second . . .


“You’re not using this as an excuse to cheat on me,
 are you?”

Glen leaned back and shook his head fervently. “No. I swear I’ll never cheat on you, babe. It won’t go both ways.” He smiled. “Plus, do you think I could ever get better than you, my queen?”

Sherry snorted. “No, I don’t.”

She continued thinking about it, mulling it over in her mind.

But then Glen added the kicker.

“I have one caveat, though,” he said, pointing toward the ceiling. 

Sherry raised a single eyebrow.

“No friends of ours, and because of that—”

“This sounds like more than one caveat, Glen.”

He grinned once more. “I get to pick the guys.”
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Chapter Two


S
herry was incredulous at the idea—the mere thought that her husband would go out and pick up dudes for her to fuck.



Has he lost his goddamn mind?!
 she thought, staring at his smug, stupid grin.

He promised her that he would do a good job of vetting the guys. After being together so long, and seeing her eyes wander enough, Glen assured her that he knew her type. He knew what to look for.

And if she didn’t want to go through with it, that was fine. She could always kick the guys to the curb if she didn’t approve.

Sherry thought it would be incredibly humiliating and demoralizing for her husband, and she couldn’t understand why he’d make that stipulation, unless—


Unless it turns
 him on!


Mouth gaping, she was starting to see this for what it really was—a kinky fetish that was just as much for Glen as it was for her.

Sure, he probably cared about her sexual satisfaction, but if he truly wanted to do this the right way, he would want nothing to do with it. He would allow her a polyamorous relationship, leave the house whenever the steamy stuff went down, and when he came back they would resume their loving marriage.

They would always return to each other’s arms.

But this was much more . . . grotesque. Lewd.

I mean, Glen, watching me fuck other men? Big, strong guys who can hold me up and pin me against the wall and dominate me . . .

Fuck.

She was quickly warming up to the idea.

If Glen has his own fantasies on this subject, then so be it. It won’t change what’s going on with me . . .

All throughout the next day, Sherry kept reminding him that it was his idea, saying that he could never go and use this against her—if they were really going to do this—in the future. He couldn’t guilt trip her, or make her feel ashamed, or anything like that.

Glen agreed with all of it. He did, also, make the suggestion that they don’t do it at the house—that they rent a hotel room or something—because he didn’t want strangers coming into their home.

She agreed that that was a reasonable, pragmatic idea.

They texted each other nonstop the next day, as if their marriage had already healed, overnight. They had never texted each other as much as they did on the day after their fifth-year anniversary.

Strangers would think that they had renewed their vows, they were both so giddy.

Sherry went about her day as usual—attending class, but leaving early once she noticed her eyes were zeroing in on a particularly fit classmate, over and over again. It made her feel guilty, and she thought about texting Glen and calling the whole thing off, right then.


If I can’t even
 look at a hot guy without feeling guilty, how could I ever
 fuck one and not feel deathly?


But then she ended up going into the bathroom stall near her class, yanking her panties down to her knees, and rubbing one out over the toilet. She felt reinvigorated as her hands slithered down to her wet vagina, squeezed her juicy folds, rubbed her engorged clit, and fingered her warm pussy.

She came in no time at all.

With her mind cleared after the initial rush and haze of endorphins, she was given a new outlook on Glen’s lewd suggestion.

She texted him: I seriously think you’re going to regret this, babe . . .


He said: But . . . . . .,
 and made sure to add tons of dots, as if to tell her to keep going.

Glen stared at his phone while the dramatic ellipses showed on his screen, then disappeared, then started again.

Finally, his wife’s answer:  

Fine. I’m in. Let’s flip the script on these bitches.
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“HEY, LONG, I DON’T
 pay you to smile at your phone like a goddamn fool all day.”

Glen looked up from his desk. It was his boss, James. Now there’s one guy I’ll never let get close to my wife..


He awkwardly stuttered, then nodded and put his phone away. “Right. Sorry.”

He couldn’t exactly tell his boss that he was excited to learn that he was going to go guy-shopping to find some hunk of manmeat to stuff his wife later that night.

What self-respecting man would be excited about that?

It didn’t take Glen long to realize that, just maybe, he wasn’t
 a self-respecting man. He had watched plenty of cuck porn in his day, and he’d always sympathized with the beta bitch watching his wife getting railed by a bigger, stronger man.

But he had always remained hard, erect, and those were the videos he found himself jerking off to, more often than not.

He realized that maybe he was one of those beta males, and he wanted to put himself to the test—to see if it was true, and if there was anything wrong with that.

For the love of his life to be happy, he would do anything
. That, in its own right, he thought, was probably a pretty unmanly sentiment.

He hadn’t really thought through his hairbrained idea to its climax, as it were—last night he’d just been riffing on the idea, to put out the feelers to see what his wife thought about it.

But Sherry quickly went from astounded, to contemplative, and now it seemed like she was completely sold on it.

So, per his caveat, the rest of the plan was up to him. He’d made it explicitly clear that if he came home from work and found Sherry banging a random guy in their bedroom, he would be royally pissed. Probably irrevocably.

But she promised that she would never do that. And, in hearing him talk about it like that, she probably got a better idea of why he wanted to pick the guy, and then watch.

He wanted full involvement. Well . . . maybe not full involvement,
 because he wouldn’t be the one screwing her . . . but he wanted to know what was going on, every step of the way.

That way, if things got too out of control, he could possibly step in and stop it and . . .

No, what am I thinking? I won’t be able to butt in once things get going, Sherry would never allow that. She’d never forgive me.

I’ve never been a control freak, which means I can’t start being one in a situation like this.

This was my idea, and if I want to see it through . . . I have to put up with the inevitable outcome. 

And hopefully like it.

We can deal with the fallout later . . . right?

He and his wife didn’t text for the remainder of the workday. He hoped she was as giddy as he was about the idea, now that she’d given him the OK.

He left work in a hurry, at 5 o’clock on the dot. He felt like an amateur, like a newborn just plucking its head into the world for the first time.

Glen knew he was way out of his element. He was already socially awkward, and he could hardly imagine how awkward things would become when he made his big ask!

“Hey, man, want to fuck my wife?” he muttered to himself as he walked to his car from his office. He stared at the ground, shook his head, and chuckled. “Maybe a bit more nuance than that, Glen. Ease these people into it . . .”

He wondered: Was there a place where people who were looking for this type of thing went to meet up? An app, perhaps? Cucking professionals? Burly dom guys who you paid to seduce your significant other? Was there an escort service for masters and slaves?

He got into his car and took a deep breath. He was overthinking it, as Sherry would say—second-guessing and over-analyzing, like he was prone to do.

So far, over-analyzing had made him a pretty wealthy guy. But there was a time and place for everything, and he quickly understood that this would need to be something organic.

No apps, no meet-ups, no escort services.

He started his car and headed toward the local bar down the street.
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GLEN PARKED HIS CAR
 and started walking toward the Star Club, which was a dive bar near his work. Before he got more than ten feet away from his car, he looked up at the entrance and frowned.

Two guys were walking into the bar, chatting to each other, dressed in button-downs and ties, with their sleeves rolled up to their elbows. Glen recognized them as coworkers at his firm.

He turned around and hopped back into his car.

Definitely don’t want to see people I recognize . . . maybe coming to a bar so close to work was a bad idea.

He drove around the one-way streets of Downtown until he found an empty-ish looking bar called The Reef. He shrugged, parked, and walked in. The sun was beginning to set as he finally made his way into the bar.

The dive had pool tables, a dartboard near the back, and a long bar where a few lonely men sat, drinking their booze and gazing up listlessly at the TV screens that hung down from the ceiling, behind the cute bartender.

She couldn’t have been more than 25, the bartender, and she gave Glen a slight smile as he approached. Glen walked up to an empty chair and sat next to a burly guy with a Fu Manchu beard and a blubbery gut that showed beneath his too-short T-shirt.

Glen grimaced.

“Hi there, hun. What’ll it be?” the bartender asked.

He blinked, looked over to her, and said, “A Shock Top, please.”

She got him his citrusy beer, and then he sat down.


This guy won’t do,
 he thought to himself, eyeing the morose man next to him again. He had a pudgy face and receding hairline, as well as a wedding ring on his left hand. Sherry likes fit guys—tough guys, sure, like this one, but he seems to be a bit bent out of shape . . . Don’t think I’ll strike up a conversation with him.


More people began walking into the bar—more prospects—as the Downtown workday was reaching its end.

Within half an hour and two beers, Glen realized that The Reef inhabited a mix of young and old drinkers. There were a few young, hip guys dressed like him, in button-down shirts, who were probably trying to avoid the hubbub of more popular places. Then there were the regulars who probably sat at the end of the bar all day and night, wallowing away, drinking themselves into oblivion. The guy sitting next to Glen seemed like a biker type.

At first, he was anxious and worried he’d made a mistake. But as the beer started to flow, his inhibitions lessened and he became looser, less uptight. He knew that in a couple beers, his unflappable attitude was going to become very flappy. He was likely to say anything, as he was a pretty bad drunk.

He didn’t want to get too shithoused to get home, of course, but he had to make his appeal seem reasonable . . . realistic. He definitely didn’t want to give off serial killer vibes and scare everyone off.

As the bar filled and tables became crowded, others started playing pool at the two tables. A couple of younger guys went to the dartboard, laughing and setting their beers down to play.

The ratio of men to women was about 70-30, Glen quickly surmised, which was good odds for him.

After guzzling down the second beer, he got an idea. He meandered over to the dartboard in the back of the room, and sat down on a stool at the bar, behind the two men playing.

They were perfect targets: mid-30s, probably, so older than Glen, but not by much. They were fit, handsome, and clearly had good jobs, judging by the way they were dressed.

The first man had a blazer he took off to throw his darts, so he was unimpeded. Glen noticed the bulge of his biceps through his thin dress shirt. So, he worked out, or else he was naturally gifted with good genes.


I wonder if he’s gifted with
 other good genes,
 Glen thought, then snickered to himself. He turned, ordered another Shock Top, and started watching the duo play their game.

He quickly noticed that they were both surprisingly good at darts. They had expert technique, as far as Glen could tell given his lack of darts knowledge, and flicked the pointed little things without so much as moving their bodies. Almost every shot seemed near the bullseye.

That first man had close-cropped brown hair, nicely done with pomade that gave it a shiny luster. His face was chiseled, undoubtedly handsome, and he wore no rings on his fingers. He was tall, and it seemed like his body was just aching to bust out of his tight-fitting shirt and cramped jeans.

These were all good signs.

He threw a dart and scored it right down the middle—bullseye.

“Damn, Wy, you been practicing without me? This is bullshit!” his friend said jokingly. This second man wasn’t as tall as the first, and he was stockier. He looked like he worked out even more often, but with worse results—or else, he would just never have the natural physique that his friend “Wy” had. 

“Yeah, Tom, I’ve been showing up here everyday after work, just to make sure I can beat you.”

Tom looked stunned. “Fuck off, man. I’m gonna go piss.” He walked away, past Glen, toward the other side of the bar where a hallway led to the bathrooms.

Glen took his chance, clearing his throat. The handsome dart-thrower turned, his bushy eyebrows raised.

“I’ll buy your next round if you can hit that bullseye again in the next three tossess,” Glen said, trying to sound confident and sure of himself.

The man frowned, thrown off a bit by Glen’s proposal. “Uh, do I know you, man?”

Glen shrugged, then poked his glasses up the bridge of his nose. He stood up, realizing he stood an inch or two over this man. But he felt decidedly frail and weak looking into him—this guy could’ve easily been military, if not now, then in the past.

“No,” Glen said, “I’m just impressed with your . . . talent.”

The man looked over Glen’s shoulder, behind him, as if trying to gauge where his friend had gone. But he was all alone. He leaned a bit closer. “You’re not trying to hit on me, are you?”

Glen cracked a smile, chuckling. He held up his left hand, showing his wedding ring. “No, man, I’m married. I’m just bored. And I like gambling. It was either this”—he thrust a thumb over his shoulder at one of the pool tables behind him—“or bet on that Tinder date couple falling all over themselves trying to figure out how to play Billiards.”

The man laughed, his face softening. He scratched the back of his head and shrugged. “It’s your money.”

“That’s the spirit.” Glen stuck out his hand. “Glen Long.”

“Wyatt.” The man took Glen’s hand, enveloping Glen’s more fragile fist in his own, then squeezed tight. Glen winced at the iron handshake.

That’s a powerful name there . . . Wyatt. Like a cowboy, or a Navy SEAL. You don’t fuck with Wyatt.

He also seemed reasonably nice, to begin with.

Glen watched as Wyatt threw the first shot wide, by only an inch or two.

Wyatt clicked his tongue and turned. He nudged his chin past Glen, and said, “If I hit this, you’re gonna buy the next round for my friend, too?”

Glen shrugged. “Sure.”

At that moment, Wyatt’s stockier friend returned, brushing past Glen. He said, “What’s going on?” as he arrived.

“Glen here is gonna buy our next round of drinks if I hit this bullseye in the next three throws.”

“Oh—”

“Two throws,” Glen corrected, smirking. “You just tossed the first one.”

The stocky guy turned, stuck out his hand, and gave Glen a similarly constricting bear-shake. “Tom.”

Wyatt took a deep breath, lined himself up at a profile angle with the dartboard, and flicked the dart . . .

Bing. Bullseye.

He pumped his fist and grunted.

“Damn!” Glen said. He pat the guy on the back, felt his strong shoulder muscle flex with excitement. “What’re you drinking, bud?”
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OVER THE NEXT TWO HOURS
, Glen became the life of the party. More people began congregating as his offer stood—a bullseye gets you a free drink. Everyone had a go at it, since there was nothing to lose—Glen wasn’t asking for anything in return . . .

Not yet, anyway.

Wyatt was getting sufficiently sloshed after a while. He’d nailed two bullseyes and had gotten two stiff doubles for his efforts, plus the drinks he’d already imbibed before Glen had gotten there.

People were starting to cheer the next person in line, whether they made it or not. People were hugging and laughing and Glen was at the center of it all.

It was amazing how his social anxiety was quashed with just a few beers and a stupid idea. His wallet would take a hit, sure, but he earned enough to write it off as a business expense.

The business of making his wife happy.

At one point, Glen leaned forward over Wyatt’s shoulder, in between him and Tom, and took a selfie of the three of them. They all smiled drunkenly into the camera as Glen snapped the picture. “For my wife,” he said, “so she doesn’t think I’m out having too much fun . . .”

Both Tom and Wyatt chuckled. Then, Wyatt announced he was going to the pisser.

“I gotta go too,” Glen said.

“Don’t worry, Glenny boy, I don’t need any help!” Wyatt snorted.

Glen scoffed. “I’m not trying to hold your dick, Wy, so how ‘bout you fuck off?”

They both laughed and slapped each other on the back. Glen had moved onto water rather than Shock Tops, but he’d had four beers and was definitely feeling it, lightweight that he was.

On the way to the restroom, walking in step behind Wyatt, so he wouldn’t see, Glen’s fingers worked furiously to type out a text message. He attached the selfie he’d just taken, saying, The one on the right,
 and then sent it off.

In the small bathroom, though it was reasonably clean and white, there were only two stalls.


Perfect,
 Glen thought. Had there been more, he wouldn’t have been justified standing right next to Wyatt . . .

He was embarrassed as he walked up alongside Wyatt, but he put it in his head that his newfound acquaintance was clueless as to his ambitions.

He unzipped, hid his limp cock in his fist as he peed, and casually glanced over, feeling his cheeks go red . . .

Sure enough, Wyatt was manly in every sense of the word. When he unzipped and pulled the top of his jeans down to loosen himself, a heavy dick flopped down into his palm, making an audible, fleshy slap as it landed. It draped down over his hand, his fingertips hardly touching as they circled around the girthy shaft.

Glen’s eyes widened, then he quickly looked at his own work. He felt pitiful, spying like he was, and even more pitiful that he was so outclassed by this handsome, fit young man.

But thinking about his inadequacies made his own cock twitch to life. He stuffed it in his pants before he found himself getting hard.

“So, what brings you to this shitty bar, Glen?” Wyatt asked, staring up at the white wall directly in front of him. “Troubles at home? Trying to catch a break from the old ball and chain?”

Glen sighed. Moment of truth,
 he told himself. It had been easier getting to this subject than he would’ve imagined. 

“Something like that,” he said. “Me and my wife got a new poly thing going on. You know what that is?”

Wyatt snorted. “Like, you fuck other people?”

“Basically.”

“Brutal.”

“Yeah, especially because she’s the looker in the family. So, I didn’t exactly want to be home right now . . .”

Wyatt put his powerful cock away and turned to face Glen, a stern expression on his face, his eyebrows arched. “You telling me your wife is getting dicked down while you’re out here buying shots for strangers?”

Glen shrugged. “Probably.” He reached into his pocket and got out his phone, then clicked a button to bring up the screensaver of himself and Sherry in Cabo. Sherry was dressed in a skimpy bikini, the cups of which barely held in her heavy breasts. She was thin at the waist, bronzed like she hadn’t been in years, and had wide hips that were caught in still motion in the air as she was jumping with glee in the picture.

“I mean, wouldn’t you?” Glen asked, turning the phone to show Wyatt the picture.

Wyatt’s eyes went wide. “Jesus Christ, that’s your girl? No offense, but what’d you have to buy her to get her to pose in that picture with you?”

Glen chuckled. “None taken. Sure, I’ve got money, but we love each other in our own unique way. We’ve been married going on five years, actually. In fact . . . five years as of yesterday.”

“Congrats on the anniversary . . . I guess? I mean, not if she’s banging other guys. That sounds fucked up. But she is hot as shit. I mean, those tits . . . ”

“It’s a two-way street,” Glen lied, trying to act like he knew what he was talking about.

“Oh, so you’re here trying to pick up some tail? Why you been chatting up dudes the whole time, like me, then?” He laughed. “Sounds counterproductive.”

Glen frowned. “Not . . . exactly.” 

“If you’re not trying to find girls to bring to a hotel, what’re you looking for?”

Glen scratched the back of his head, running a hand through his curly hair. The shame was starting to build on his face, and it was almost too much. Reverting to his usually-awkward phase, he said, “Fresh blood.”

Wyatt threw his head back, as confused as ever. “Fresh blood? The hell does that mean?”

Glen sighed. Might as well be out with it, make myself seem even more pitiful.
 He said nothing, waiting for the cogs to turn in Wyatt’s head.

Eventually, just staring into Glen’s soft face, Wyatt’s face twisted into realization. He tilted his head, eyes going wide. “No . . . way.”

With a nod, Glen said, “Ever met anyone like that? Sherry has me on a leash and chain, man. It was my mission to find someone for her . . .”

He didn’t know why he was being so forthcoming and honest, but it felt right. The less he lied—which he’d already thrown a few out there—the better. And the easier it would be to keep everything in line, he hoped.

Wyatt put a hand on his own burly chest, running it down his pecs. With an air of mock boastfulness, he said, “I am considered one of Downtown’s most eligible bachelors, if I do say so myself.”

Glen smiled. “I could see that.” He gave Wyatt a once-over, from head to tow, which he’d done more than a few times already.

A more serious look came over Wyatt. He rubbed at his stubbled chin. “So, you’re actually trying to find a guy to bang your wife?”

“Yes.”

“What kind of guy are you looking for?”

Glen sighed, exasperated. “Well, you might not be the smartest peanut in the turd, but at least you’re good looking. Come on, Wyatt . . . why the hell do you think I followed you into the bathroom?”

A new look of understanding fell over Wyatt’s chiseled features. He blinked. “Oh. Shit.”
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Chapter Three


“T

om, I gotta head out,” Wyatt announced as he returned to the group of people surrounding the bar and the dartboard. “Glen’s gonna give me a ride home.”

Tom frowned, hooking his fingers into the suspenders that went over his dress shirt. It was the first time Glen realized he wore suspenders, and it made him look like a burly leprechaun.

“Aw, there goes our meal ticket, guys,” Tom said, and was rewarded with a round of boos from his new acquaintances. He pat Glen on the back, hard, but stayed looking at Wyatt. “See you at the gym tomorrow morning?”

“Yeah,” Wyatt said, “I’ve got to sweat this booze out.”


Hopefully you’ll sweat it out in the next hour or two,
 Glen thought, but stayed quiet. He squeezed past the nearest people and made his way to the bar to check out the damage.

The cute bartender rang up his bill: over $200.

Glen winced. Pretty harsh for only drinking four beers, but that didn’t take into account the 10 or so rounds of drinks he’d bought others. He told himself that it was worth it.

Then he checked his phone, feeling it buzz in his pocket.

At the same time, he heard Tom speak up out of his peripheral. “Maybe you should bring Glenny to the gym. He could do some good to put some meat on those skinny bones.”

He and Wyatt both laughed.


Wow,
 Sherry had replied, you really do know my type.


Glen: So we have a winner?


Sherry: See you at the Four Seasons in half an hour.


Glen paid his bill, drank another cup of water, and put his arm around Wyatt’s shoulder. “Let’s make our escape.”

“I’ll Irish Goodbye these fools,” Wyatt agreed, then stepped around a drunk couple making out next to him. They made their way out of the bar, into the warm San Diego night.
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SHERRY WAS SITTING
 by herself at the lounge area of the Four Seasons hotel, also in the Gaslamp area of Downtown. She sipped on a Manhattan, then downed it, then drank a second one.

After her nerves started to slip away, she footed the bill to her hotel room and left the mostly-empty, upper-class bar area. “See you later, Caesar,” she told the bartender—a nicely dressed man with a thick handlebar mustache and a clean-shaven look.

The Greek man winked at her. “Until next time, ma’am.”

Sherry sighed. She pulled her leather jacket tighter around her dress, to cover her ample bosom, but made sure to show a bit of cleavage from her plunging neckline.


I wouldn’t mind letting him give me a mustache ride upstairs . . .
 she thought.

She made her way upstairs and went into the room. It was clean, brightly lit, with a single queen-sized bed and some other nice accouterments like a TV, fridge, and long walk-in bathroom and closet area.

Rummaging through a purse, she went into the bathroom and sat on the toilet, then started trimming herself. Her fingers moved deftly with a tiny pair of scissors, then a razor.

Glen never cared how bushy she made her nether region, but she wanted to look spick and span for this newcomer. She had to admit that he looked hot and built, and she was feeling a bit squeamish and nervous.

She sprayed herself with some good-smelling perfume, both on her neck and down below, and stared at herself in the mirror. She debated taking her jacket and dress off, but decided against it—she wanted to leave things to the imagination, as it were.

She also didn’t want to seem too eager.

After pacing around the room for ten minutes, biting her lower lip anxiously, she walked to the window of the room, pulled the curtains open, and stared out. Downtown was beautiful this time of night, especially looking out from the fourth floor of a nice hotel room. 

Then she heard the door crack open.

Trying to present the newcomers with an ominous air, she didn’t bother turning around, but kept staring at the lights and cars passing by down below; the people walking along the sidewalk; the traffic lights and the high-rise bustle of Downtown.

“So, you’re the one Glen set me up with,” a voice called out, deep and gruff. He already sounded more manly and domineering than Glen ever did.

Sherry slowly turned, letting her dazzling dress whip around in a striking pose. Lifting her eyebrows, she said, “Damn, you’re even better looking than in the picture.”

“What picture?” Wyatt asked. He furrowed his brow, then nodded. “Ah. The selfie. That tricky dick.”

Sherry laughed, baring her teeth and covering her mouth with her hand. “I call him that sometimes, too.”

“Oh? Too bad his tricky dick can’t get the job done.”

Still smiling, still covering her face, Sherry’s eyes wandered to the bulge protruding from his tight jeans. It looked remarkably satisfying, seeing the outline of a cock that looked like it could do some serious work on her insides. “It looks like you’ll be able to get the job done just fine . . .” she said, trailing off.

Wyatt grunted. He had been standing at the doorway, and only now shut it and took a step toward her.

“Where is my forlorn husband, anyway?” Sherry asked.

“Don’t worry about him,” Wyatt said. “He’s at the bar downstairs. Said to get going without him . . .”

“Oh.”

“Move your hand from your mouth,” Wyatt said. “You have a pretty smile.”

Sherry acquiesced, moving her hand slowly, to show her pearly whites. She couldn’t help but bite her bottom lip again, though. She was starting to stir awake inside, for the first time in a long time. The nervousness was being shut out by the calming presence of the whiskey. She took a step away from the window. “T-Thank you, sir.”

Wyatt grunted his approval again. He was tall, thick around the torso but with a rather slim waist. His thighs were bulky—almost as big around as Sherry’s toned legs—and his clothes struggled to stay fitted on his strong body. His face was smooth, with only a hint of five o’clock shadow in his dark features, and a short head of healthy, glistening hair.

But Sherry’s eyes kept returning to that mound between his legs.

“If it’s going to be like that,” Wyatt said, “call me ‘daddy,’ not ‘sir.’ You have to listen to your elders and respect them, yes? Don’t want Glen to get the wrong impression, after all. He needs to know who’s in charge around here.”

Sherry nodded profusely. “Yes, daddy, I think you’re right.” As the words escaped her lips, they felt . . . right. She was ready to melt into this man’s embrace.

Another step by the two of them brought them to opposite edges of the bed, mere feet apart from one another. They locked eyes—Sherry’s brilliant blue orbs slightly twinkling, as bangs of blonde hair curled toward her nose; Wyatt’s steely eyes were brown, almost gray in color.

There was an entire mysterious world behind the seductive gaze that he fixed Sherry with.

Sherry wanted nothing more than to dive into that world, to know everything about this stranger, who had barged into her room like he owned the place and quickly set the rules for her to follow. Perhaps in the future, she thought.

But for now, I just want to know every inch of his body . . .

She knew she would oblige his every wish. She was at his whim—his to command. Whatever doubts she had had over this crazy idea of Glen’s had gone by the wayside.

She would do this lewd act . . . this crazy thing that she’d never imagined in her five years of marriage . . . and she would deal with the fallout later. 

Her fingers fidgeting in front of her stomach, she said, “So . . . what do we do now?” She didn’t take her eyes off Wyatt’s. She couldn’t. She was in a trance.

She shifted her feet, already feeling damp below, her panties growing sticky.

“Sit on the edge of the bed and take that jacket off. I want to take a good look at you . . . I want to know what kind of woman I’m about to demolish.”

Sherry gasped, a hand going to her throat. He spoke so matter-of-factly, so dominantly, and she’d never had anyone say such things to her before.

It was awakening a new sensuality in her that she never knew existed. And she hadn’t even made it out of her clothes yet.

“Y-Yes, daddy,” she squeaked. “As you wish. Are you . . .”

As she trailed off, he said, “Am I what?”

“Are you . . . going to be rough with me?”

A single harsh nod. “Yes.”
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SHERRY SAT ON THE EDGE
 of the bed, taking her jacket off and throwing it aside as she did. She put her hands in her lap, unsure what to do with them, and started fidgeting again.

“My, but you are a pretty one,” Wyatt said, staring down at the beautiful blonde with a hungry look in his eyes. He took a step closer and rested his hands on his hips, giving Sherry an eyeful of bulging manmeat, sticking out from his pelvis like he’ smuggled a hamster in his pants.

Sherry’s eyes went wide as she swore she saw the fat package . . . move. Twitch.

“You’re making my unit angry, woman, sitting there all helpless and antsy.”

“I don’t think I’ll like him when he’s angry, daddy.”

Wyatt scoffed. “Oh, you will. I’ll make sure you do.”

“What should I do?”

“Take him out of his cage, of course. Unbuckle me and pull my pants down—I want to see your reaction once you realize what you’re getting yourself into.”

Sherry gulped. She tentatively reached out, her hands trembling. Slowly, she unbuckled Wyatt’s belt, then undid the top button of his pants. She unzipped the crotch area . . .

At that moment, the door to the room opened.

Glen walked in and immediately took a step back, startled. His mouth fell open, and he was about to say something, but before he could—

“Sit down in the corner like a good little boy and enjoy what you’re about to witness, Glenny,” Wyatt muttered, not bothering to look over at his stunned face.

Eyes still wide, Glen simply nodded and closed the door behind him. He stood with his back against the door, as if trying to blend in with the bland, beige color, trying to disappear.

A million thoughts swirled through his mind, but he couldn’t find the words to voice any of them.

“Do you see how impatient your lovely wife is to get dominated by a real man?” Wyatt asked. “I bet you’ve been dreaming of getting stuffed and filled by a fat dick for years, haven’t you, you doe-eyed slut.”

Sherry nodded adamantly. “Y-You have no idea, daddy . . .”

“Sherry . . .” Glen croaked, still unable to move. Every instinct and muscle in his body was telling him to lunge forward, to shove Wyatt away and protect his wife from the anaconda she was about to unleash. He’d seen it in the bathroom stall—he knew what she didn’t . . .

But he couldn’t bring himself to do it.

I promised not to intrude once they got started. Oh God, should I even be in here?

I can’t believe this was . . . my idea?!

“Quiet, cuck,” Wyatt snapped. “I don’t want to hear you open your mouth again unless I say, got it?”

Glen said nothing. He couldn’t believe the change he was witnessing in Wyatt, even, in the short time he’d known him. It was like he had transformed from a giddy, fun-loving guy into a serious dominator.


Perhaps he’s just playing a part,
 Glen thought. The part that I told him to play.


Sherry, what have I done?

“Now, back to it, my little minx,” Wyatt said. “Unleash this monster before it starts aching.”

Sherry zipped down his trousers. She slowly tugged on his pants, her red nails gleaming as they hooked into the waistband and brought them down toward his knees.

Wyatt shocked her. He was wearing briefs, which only worked to magnify and enlarge the bulge sitting directly in front of her ravenous eyes.

Her eyes grew bigger in her head as the hefty unit stirred to life, protruding even further from between the strong man’s legs. His legs were hairy, but not overly so. The V running down either side of his abs, like a runway to his prized possession, was defined and sharp.

Sherry elicited a slight gasp, unable to hold back. She realized she had been holding her breath.

“Take it out,” Wyatt demanded. His hands stayed at his hips. 

She knew there was no turning back after this point. If she wanted to forget the whole thing, declare it all a bunch of shenanigans, now was the time . . .

But no. That meant going back to Glen’s pathetic penis, and then acting like everything was okay. No, after she’d gotten a sight of the massive thing in front of her, she was mesmerized by it.

There was no going back. She had resigned herself to her fate long ago. She just hoped he would fit—that it wouldn’t be too painful once the time came . . .

“Hurry up, slut!” Wyatt yelled, causing her to jerk from being so shocked.

“I’m s-sorry, daddy! Glen, I’m sorry!” She shouted the last words like a parting gift, like she’d never forgive herself for what she was about to do . . . right in front of her husband.

Her hands moved deftly, yanking down Wyatt’s briefs before she could continue thinking about it. Her legs were quivering with anticipation, her knees drawn inward to hide the seeping mess she was making beneath her dress.

The moment Wyatt’s huge balls and thick cock flopped out of his tighty-whities, Glen knew he had lost his wife. If not forever, than at least in the lusty moment. The passion was clear on her face, and it was only reinvigorated once that heavy slab of meat came tumbling out like a freed prisoner. The eagerness to be satisfied was all too clear. 

Wyatt’s big cock unraveled before her eyes. It had been smooshed and squeezed to fit inside his little underwear, and it was even larger in person than it had seemed when it was confined inside his tighty-whities. It snapped open like Swiss army knife and draped over his enormous hairy balls, the whole package dangling between his powerful legs, reaching down toward his knees.

Sherry’s mouth dropped open.

“Wipe that drool off your face,” Wyatt said, “before I plug it up until you can’t breathe. Unless . . . that’s what you want, isn’t it?”

Sherry nodded, zombie-like, entranced, unable to take her eyes away. A large blue vein scored down the middle of his shaft, wiggling like lightning toward the bulbous red head. It was growing bigger by the second—wider, harder.

The smell emanating from his nutsack and cock were overwhelming—a mixture of manly musk and sweat from being packed inside his underwear all day. It was an aphrodisiac odor that both repulsed and aroused Sherry.

“I want to hear you say it. In front of your beta bitch husband. Tell me what you want, or you’ll never get it,” Wyatt said, torturing her further. As a last minute touch, he wagged his hips from side to side, which in turn caused his hulking package to sway in her face.

“I . . .” she trailed off, her voice little more than a rasp. Clearing her throat, she continued. “I want you to destroy me with that monster cockslab, daddy. I want you to stuff me until I can’t feel anything but the pleasure roaring through my filled holes.”

Wyatt cracked a smile for the first time, but it seemed cruel. “Ah. There it is. Look how eager you are, like a lost puppy. You can’t wait for me to rub this huge cock all over your face and make you drink my cum, can you? You’ve been longing for something this big filling your greedy, tight little holes. I can see the unbridled horniness in your eyes, Sherry—don’t try to deny it.” He reached down and cupped his balls in a single large paw. They would have been too big to cup with Sherry’s smaller hands, at least with one . . . they were two-handers, for sure.

“Look at these meaty cum tanks, my dear. You want these heavy boulders bouncing off your fat, flappy asscheeks?”

Sherry nodded again.

“Speak up, slave. I can’t hear you.”

“Y-Yes! Do it, please, daddy! Before I lose my mind! Please slap that big fat dick right onto my face! I want to feel its weight!”

Wyatt snorted. “Well, well. Why didn’t you just say so to begin with, my horny little minx?”
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Chapter Four


G
len sat in the corner of the room, feeling guilty and ashamed. But he couldn’t look away from the trainwreck. And, strangely enough, he was starting to get hard from his voyeuristic daydream.

His penis ached for release, but he hadn’t been given the go-ahead by the burly dom using his wife for his pleasure. He knew that being a cuck meant doing as he was told, and it was difficult for him . . . he was so used to being in a position of power all day. At work, at least, he had a team working under him. Sure, his boss James was the manager, but he usually had free reign to do what he wanted.

But here, he didn’t have that power.

In the way it manifested itself, it started to feel comfortable, though. Oddly enough, it was a relief, giving up that authority . . . a burden off his shoulders.

It was like he’d been holding onto that heaviness for too long, and now he was as light as a butterfly.

But he still wanted to free his cock and cum.

Wyatt pulled down on the neckline of Sherry’s dress, hard, and her heavy tits popped free, jumping into place. She yelped as he manhandled her and nearly tore her dress in two. She hadn’t expected it, though he had warned her that he was going to be rough.

She’d honestly never had it rough before—not in the five years she’d been married to Glen, at least.

She couldn’t bring herself to look over at him. Not yet. She was too embarrassed, her cheeks too flushed, and knew that it would break her heart to see the pitiful sadness on his face.

She had to just keep reminding herself that this was his idea.
 She couldn’t be blamed! Even though she knew he would probably try to use this against her in the future, regardless of what he’d said.

It made her mad at Glen without anything even happening yet. Just for putting her in this lewd position, of which she now felt there was no escape.

But she didn’t want to escape. Once her big breasts were freed, her nipples hard as diamonds and poking up toward Wyatt’s stiffening cock, the happy chemicals in her brain started shooting off.

She wanted to plunge her fingers in her pussy and work herself over—give a good rub—but she hadn’t gotten the OK from her daddy yet. She needed master’s approval to do anything, and it seemed like it would be hard to get . . .

Wyatt roughly grabbed at her tits, fondling and squeezing them with his callused fingers. His fingers were like sausages, and Sherry morosely noted that his thumbs were nearly as big and of the same width as Glen’s little dick.

“Nice fucking milk jugs you got here, girl.”

“T-Thank you, daddy. They’re all for you.”

“Oh, I know.” He pressed himself forward, until the tip of his cock rested between her cleavage.

Goose bumps sprung up on her flesh. His heavy penis was warm, and a dabble of pre-cum stamped itself onto her luscious flesh.

Suddenly, Wyatt grabbed her shoulders. He pushed her back onto the bed—not hard, but hard enough so she got the picture of where this was going.

As she was flung back, the big man shrugged out of his pants and underwear, flinging them aside so he could stand uninhibited. A moment later, he lunged onto the bed and straddled her, one hand going beneath her dress, caressing the warm insides of her thighs.

She moaned, biting her lip, as those powerful hands squeezed at her supple, unblemished flesh. They inched their way up and up . . . and then she felt her panties getting tugged aside.


Oh no, he’s going to feel my wetness! He’s going to see how much of a whore I am for his hard touch!
 Sherry’s mind screamed.

Contrary to what she believed would happen, Wyatt didn’t just plunge his fingers into her pussy like an inexperienced, horny boy.

First, he gently stroked the folds of her labia, feeling the flesh get soft and wet, molding to his touch. She continued to let out moans as he groaned happily and finally slid two fingers inside her.

At the initial penetration, Sherry lurched. Her body was betraying her as she was feeling a man for the first time in nearly a decade—a new
 man who knew how to take what he wanted. He knew what to do and how to do it.

Wyatt helped himself off the bed and kneeled at the foot of it. He stuck his head underneath her dress like a gynecologist inspecting a woman underneath a tarp, making him look like a ghost from the waist up.

He nearly giggled to himself as he laid eyes on the dark majesty of her sex. He tossed his head and made the dress fall back around Sherry’s tummy, bunching up. It revealed Wyatt’s chiseled face, and his concentrated expression as he mouth-lunged at Sherry’s pussy and enveloped her juices and fold in his mouth.

He sucked at her clit as he roughly fingered her.

Sherry’s legs shook, bending at the knee and lifting around Wyatt’s head. Her head was pushed back against a pillow, eyes unseeing as they clamped shut and stared toward the ceiling. It was much different—staring at the ceiling—than it had been with Glen the night before.

There was no faking this. There was no faking the rush of blissful pleasure that racked her body, making her tremble and twitch with desire.

Within minute she was on the verge of cumming—exploding, really, right into Wyatt’s face.

She had expected to get used and abused from a male dom, with no concern for her own pleasure and well-being. But this was something much different . . . this was an experienced master who knew how to bring her to the edge and moan and lose her mind.

But he didn’t let her go. His tongue worked in circles masterfully, but the experienced lover knew when to recoil and keep Sherry right on the edge of the cliff, without ever going over it.

“Oh my God, daddy! Please make me cum! You’re so fucking good at this!” she yelled. Her hands clutched fistfuls of sheets all around her, trying desperately to grab onto something.

Her thick thighs locked around Wyatt’s head, crossing at the knees, so she wouldn’t let him go.

One hand unclenched the sheets and then bee-lined for his head. He didn’t have much hair to grab onto—she would have preferred Glen’s curly hair at that moment—but that was okay. She managed to feel around his skull, her fingers roughly running through every divot and mark of his head as his fingers perused her wet hole and set her fluids going.

Finally, he tongued her pussy hard, eating her out like she’d never been eaten, and she exploded in a torrent of lovely juices and earth-shattering twitches.

She arched her back on the bed, her spine and butt lifting from the mattress, putting all her weight on her shoulders and the backs of her calves. She squeezed even harder with her legs, until she felt like she would pop Wyatt’s head like a watermelon.

But he didn’t complain. He just kept slurping at her soaking cunt, working his tongue in circles, while he pinched her clit and dug in deeper with his fingers.

The orgasm lasted a lifetime. It rippled through her body, starting at her wet center and expanding out from there, like an acupuncturist working through her body with pins and needles.

When she released her thigh-grip on the man, her body collapsed onto the bed with a creak.

It had taken her no time to climax at all—her body had truly betrayed her.

She finally glanced over the stranger’s shoulder and saw Glen sitting there in the corner, pathetic and helpless looking.

However, it appeared that his body had been disloyal to him, as well, because his pants were ringed around his ankles and he was stroking his shaft while he watched.

Wyatt hadn’t noticed that Glen had gone against his orders—he’d been told not to enjoy himself, like the cuck he was meant to be.

But Glen had gone ahead and done it anyway, disregarding the command.

Oh no, Glen, what will you do when this huge masterful man finds out you’ve disobeyed him, husband?
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Chapter Five


G
len was panting as he jerked off. He couldn’t help but masturbate like a frantic teenager, as if he’d just learned the wonders of stroking his own cock. He knew he had gone over the chain of command . . . the beta had disobeyed the alpha . . . but there was nothing to be done about it.

In fact, he was partly looking forward to whatever punishment the big man enacted. He wanted to be humiliated and put in his place, just as his wife was being serviced and put in her place at the moment.

He’d never seen her so ecstatic and eager to cum. Her body had writhed on that bed like it never had when she had been under him.

And Wyatt hadn’t even penetrated her with his cock yet!

Glen was awestruck.

Shortly after she came the first time, Wyatt sat back on his haunches and lapped at his lips. He made a low sound in his throat, like “Mmm,” and then stood up. He didn’t bother turning around to see that Glen had his pants around his ankles and was beating off.

His focus was elsewhere.

Wyatt hopped onto the bed again, straddling Sherry’s twitching body. She was still heaving, her breaths coming in shallow spurts.

Wyatt dragged his heavy nutsack over her body, slowly, which caused the goose bumps to return to her flesh. The damp, heavy package made a snail trail over her puffy, trimmed pubis, then it moved over her rising tummy and came to rest at the base of her tits.

Wyatt took a seat where his balls landed, and Sherry let out an “Oof” as his weight settled onto her stomach.

“G-God, you’re so heavy!” she cried.

“I’m guessing you mean my nuts.”

“Y-Yes, of course, daddy.”

“What do you say for letting you cum so quickly? Aren’t you pleased?”

“Absolutely, Wya—daddy! Thank you! That was amazing!”

“And how are you going to repay me?”

Sherry frowned.

Glen could only see Wyatt’s pale asscheeks as they settled on his wife’s belly. He could only imagine that hefty spear splayed out in front of him, lodged between his wife’s huge tits.

“W-Would you like to fuck my breasts, daddy?”

“I thought you’d never ask.” Wyatt grunted and leaned forward, putting his hands palm-down on the bed, on either side of Sherry’s head. As he lifted his butt up, Glen got another eyeful of his huge nuts dangling down, plopped onto Sherry’s flesh.

“Squeeze them together for me. Make a nice, tight pocket—I want to feel the friction of your tits against my cock, woman.”

Sherry studied Wyatt with a concentrated expression, her tongue poking out cutely from her mouth. She did as she was told, mashing her boobs together, until they enveloped Wyatt’s thick shaft. Her tits were big enough so her hands sank into the soft, pillowy flesh, and Glen wanted nothing more than to rest his head in between them.

He wanted his face to be where Wyatt’s penis was right now.

But that would never happen . . . not with Wyatt in control.

The big man’s hips started moving forward, the insides of his warm thighs grinding slowly against Sherry’s sides. The friction of his cock planted between her sweaty funbags was immediate. All he had to do was thrust—Sherry was more than a willing participant. She was eager to please.

Craning her neck, she stared down at the powerful cock punching between her tits. Wyatt moved expertly in this regard, too, thrusting his hips with the slow moves of an experienced dancer.

Before long, however, he picked up pace, and his cock stiffened to its fullest potential as it rested between Sherry’s warm breasts. The pocket she created was getting slick with sweat, both from her own body heat and from the pressure of Wyatt’s heavenly shaft.

Her eyes widened as she watched the dark red cockhead inch its way closer to her mouth and chin, even as the rest of his cock speared through her tit-hole.

A second later, the pre-cum laden dicktip smashed into her chin, then her lips. She tasted the salty sweetness of Wyatt for the first time, and couldn’t help but lick her lips.

“Ha!” Wyatt exclaimed, pleased with how hard and big he’d become. “Look at the way it slides right through the top of your tits, smacking you in the face. I bet your little husband could never do that, could he?”

“Never, daddy! Gmph—” Wyatt’s dick punched her lips again and forced them to close around the bulbous glans.

“Dammit, that feels good,” Wyatt growled. His arms and triceps flexed with every thrust. “Suck that dick helmet while you titfuck me, you hot slut!”

Sherry nodded.

In the corner, Glen groaned. He was on the verge of cumming, and he was prepared to unload his weak pool all over his own stomach. Or, he would cum on the carpet in front of him, and make the hotel staff clean it up.

Or maybe Wyatt would force him to lick up his own cum . . . that would be interesting, he imagined.

“Argh, enough of this foreplay bullshit!” Wyatt roared at last, crawling over Sherry a few steps. His weight lifted off her tummy and she let go of her tits, letting them decompress and flop to her sides. Her sideboob showed her own red handprints because she’d been squeezing so hard. She hadn’t even realized it.

Wyatt’s balls smacked her bosom, rolling over the flesh mounds, and came to rest in the nook of her neck. He guided his cock with one hand as he straddled her head, then thrust down, not caring if she suffocated or choked.

In fact, that’s what he was waiting for—the telltale sign of her gagging, couching fits, from taking such a large member down her throat.

Sure enough, Sherry was forced to part her lips as the descending cock tore open her jaw and that smelly, thick cock dove down into her maw.

It pushed over her tongue, forcing it down to the base of her mouth. It filled her cheeks with its size, until she looked like she was blowing a balloon from all the exertion.

Wyatt angled himself so his cock wouldn’t have to bend too badly in order to go down her throat. He came at her from above, so he could dive into the depths of her neck and fill her esophagus with his absurd girth.

She choked immediately, spitting and making a mess of her face and Wyatt’s shaft.

Wyatt simply laughed, craning his neck down so he could see the wonderful facefucking he was giving his new prey.

Sherry had little defense against such a monstrous cock, and even less experience. Her jaw hurt almost immediately from the size of the fuckstick getting plunged into her mouth.

A wave of dizziness washed over her as the throbbing heat of his swollen organ filled her mouth-hole and kissed the back of her throat. It filled her up like a wine cork, not allowing any air to pass through, and when she tried to breathe through her nose, a wad of snot shot out and landed like a sticky mess onto his shaft.

A second later, that wet, stinky shaft was plunging deeper down her throat. She could feel her neck distending and bloating as he fucked her face like a rabid dog.

It brought her to another peak, and she was ready to go over the mountainside any moment . . . there was no stopping the incoming tidal wave of pleasure that was about to rack her body. Her fingers were playing with her puffy cunt once more, rubbing eagerly to bring herself to another climax as Wyatt worked to bring himself to one.

He started moving fast, once he his cock had good purchase inside her throat. He was jackhammering her face now, not caring about the damage he was causing.

Sherry felt asphyxiated, the edges of her vision growing dark and blurry. She was lightheaded and could hardly even tell when she blew her load, her body was so numb from the constant pleasure.

All she knew is that her fingers stopped working inside her pussy, and her arms came to rest at her sides, then they reached up and grappled Wyatt’s buttcheeks, urging him closer, to fuck her face even harder.

His swollen nutsack pelted against her chin, drawing out lewd, wet slaps that filled the room with a stench of sex and sweat.

“Hey, Glenny, how do you like that?” Wyatt called out suddenly, maintaining eye contact on the submissive woman under him.

“How do I like . . . w-what?” Glen asked from the corner, freezing and knocking his knees together in fear.

“Do you love the sound of my big thick nuts slapping your wife’s face? I can tell you do, boy, I can practically hear
 how hard you are! Poor little shrimpdick.”

Wyatt stared down at her face. Her eyes were wild in her head, the pupils rolling around aimlessly. He laughed and grunted. “You really don’t care who this giant cock is attached to, do you, little mama? You just wanna slobber all over this rod and go crosseyed as I bounce my heavy nuts off your chin, right?”

Sherry gurgled as a response, foam and spittle surrounding her lips. She nodded, which only caused her to gag even more. Her head was getting pummeled into the bed from the weight of Wyatt’s thrusts. The slapping balls against her chin rang out and it was like someone was constantly pressing defibrillators against her body, over and over, until she could no longer move or breathe.

Wyatt saw that Sherry’s face was turning red, then purple. He finally yanked his cock out and she gasped back to life, coughing and choking on her own spit and the pre-cum that trickled down her throat. She looked like a mess—where her makeup had previously made her into a beautiful angel, now she was a cum-and-sweat covered whore, barely unable to see out of her own two eyes.

Wyatt scooted forward and gave her no respite. He hadn’t pulled out because he was afraid of hurting her, but because he didn’t want her to pass out before he got his chance to skewer the bitch on his monstercock.

When he scooted forward, his smelly, sweaty balls brushed over her lips and nose.

Then he sat on her face, chuckling as her nose rimmed his asshole. “That’s right, slut, slid your face in between those cheeks and tongue-fuck that hole of mine! Come on! Make sure to slide your tongue up and down my balls and lick up all that nasty sweat, you nasty bitch! If you can make it to the head of my cock without suffocating, I’ll give you a reward!”

He laughed maniacally as he smashed his asshole against Sherry’s face, planting his balls all over the circumference of her pretty visage.

Without looking over his shoulder, Wyatt called back to Glen. “How does if feel to watch your wife succumb to a bigger, strong, superior man, beta boy? How do you like watching me smother her pretty face—the same face you kiss every day before work—with my huge alpha nutsack and my smelly asshole?!”

Glen groaned, leaning his head back against the wall. He’d never seen his wife so demoralized and degraded—he’d never thought it was possible. In outside life, she was such a powerful woman . . . a strong, independent lady who strove for the best. Ambitious. Beautiful. Intelligent.

But now she was tonguing a stranger’s butthole and her face wasn’t even visible underneath the stinking weight of those huge, heavy balls. Now, she was nothing but a cum-drunk, cock-dazed slut, eager to please and make this stranger think better of her.

“You see, man, girls secretly want to be used like cum-toilets, yeah? But only from big, powerful men like me. It seems your wife is just more open about it! Look how eager she is to slurp up my hefty nuts, and all I had to do was ask!”

He laughed and looked down at the pitiful face of Sherry Long, her tongue working overdrive as it slid up the crease of his balls, her eyes the only visible thing beneath his thick cock and hulking nutsack. Her eyebrows were arched in a sad, pathetic way, her bloodshot eyes rimmed in red.

Glen held his breath and grunted. All the talk of debasing his wife was too much. Seeing her get so completely ravaged, her legs kicking out at the foot of the bed, her wet pussy flinging spittle and juices across the carpet—it was all just too much.

He came, grunting and holding onto his cock for dear life as it disappeared into his fist. The think stream of spunk spit out from his pisshole and pooled around his ankles and feet. He could feel the sliminess against the curve of his bottom.

Wyatt heard Glen losing himself to orgasm, and he finally looked over his shoulder. “Uh oh, who told you you could cum, Glenny?”

“I’m . . . sorry, Wya—”

“Hey! If you’re gonna be a bitch like your wife, then act like one. Call me daddy, you beta cuck!”

“Y-Yes, daddy . . . I apologize. I couldn’t help myself.”

“Then it looks like you’ll need to be punished, too. But not until I’m done with this cock-crazed minx.”
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Chapter Six


W
yatt didn’t just put Sherry into the missionary or doggystyle position to fuck the life out of her. No, he wasn’t vanilla enough for that.

Instead, he got off her, finally letting her breathe some much-needed air, and then squeezed his way under her.

Now he had her in a full nelson—a wrestling position where her legs were splayed out far apart, her knees pressed back against her heaving tits. He had her twisted like a pretzel in her lap, and she was yelling for mercy, but not the kind Glen would have expected—

“Please, daddy, put that thick fucking cock inside me! Stop teasing me and ruin my insides! I want to feel you filling me up like the dirty slut I am!” she screeched.

Her head was sloped forward, her legs arm-barred by Wyatt’s powerful forearms, his hands cupping the back of her head to press forward so she would see every aching inch of what he was about to do to her.

His cock jutted up like a telephone pole, thick and meaty as it rubbed across her slick slit and then parted her folds, opening her up like a sewer grate.

As the fat cockhead rocketed inside her, she came, her body jolting and writhing in ecstasy. Her dress had been torn off and thrown aside long ago, and now she was naked and sweaty and begging for release.

Her mind went blank as Wyatt’s fat dick plugged her hole and lodged itself inside her aching walls. It filled her, just like she wanted, in ways that Glen had never been able to.

It widened her cavernous hole and plugged her up like she was nothing more than a cum-drain.

Wyatt’s oversized horsecock penetrated her and touched deep spots within her that hadn’t been touched in years. It slid even deeper than her big dildos, at first jutting into her in a painful way.

But that pain quickly gave way to utter, screaming delight.

In the position they were in, at the top of the bed with Wyatt’s back against the headboard, Glen could get see every cruel, grotesque image of his wife getting impaled and fucked into a mindless heap.

Her body bounced on that alpha cock like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted or felt. It slammed into her over and over again, reaching deep into her cunt and bulging her belly with its size.

She was immobile, slightly airborne from the full nelson position, with only her careless legs waving around and bouncing with every body-jolting shock to her system.

She hadn’t even known that she’d been this flexible, and neither had Glen. Sherry knew she’d be sore the next day, but it was nothing compared to the pleasure she felt now, the lewdness of having her husband watch as the strong man behind her fucked her raw and hilted his cock to the base.

Glen had never seen his wife’s vagina spread so far. It was stretched beyond belief from the thick girth of Wyatt’s shaft, and liquids were pouring from her on a constant basis, like a cum waterfall.

The bed creaked with their heavy bounces. Wyatt grunted as he manhandled Sherry like a doll and continued to press down on her head, so she could watch herself getting split in two.

“You’re so freaking huge, daddy! Oh my Goddd!” she wailed.

“Shhh, you’re doing so good taking daddy’s big cock! Look how helpless your hubbie is in the corner over there with his sad little weenie!”

It was true, Glen was a mess. His mind was whirling with shameful thoughts, but at the same time he was getting hard again. He couldn’t help it—it was like watching a porno in the hotel room, like gazing at the beta cuck boys on Pornhub and relishing in their pitiful gazes.

He started jerking off again, moaning at himself for his own wretchedness.

How could I be so weak?! How could I let such a big penis open up my beautiful wife like that?!

How can she love it so much?

He knew he couldn’t blame her. This was the release that she’d been hoping for. This was what she needed, and what Glen needed, he thought, in order to keep his marriage happily intact.

If it meant spending a night in a nightmare scenario like this, then so be it.

He would do it all over again if he needed. If that’s what it would take.

Which, he quickly understood, was probably exactly what would happen . . .

Now that Sherry had submitted to the forbidden fruit of a massive cock, and had felt it plunging inside her, tearing up her tight, sweet snatch, she would become addicted to it.

He knew there was no other way around it.

Glen had created a monster, and it was definitely a monster of his own making. Now, he could have nothing to do with the outcome.

“Ahh! It’s churning up my insides! You’re making a mess of my guts, daddy!” she yelled.

Her voice was coming from faraway now, to Glen, who was lost in his thoughts. He mindless masturbated, like the pathetic weakling he felt. He was a coward, and no amount of money in the world could change that.

As long as she comes back to me after this is all over . . . please, Lord, let that be the case. Let Sherry jump back into my arms with an open heart.

Let her forgive me.

And let me forgive her.

Sherry’s ass slapped down onto Wyatt’s lap. The bouncing became louder and the bed creaked even more, until it sounded like it was on the verge of collapsing from their powerful fucking and heavy weight.

Glen started relishing in the sight of his wife’s floppy flesh—even though she worked out and was toned in all the right places, she was also a curvy woman, and it showed in the way she hopped on Wyatt’s cock. She had no control of how she was fucked, or how her body looked and moved while she was being used.

Eventually, Wyatt’s grunts slowed. His sweaty body stopped moving so fast. Instead of moaning, he was letting out deep breaths, trying to hold in his own explosion.

Glen worried that Sherry would let the stranger cum inside her. That would be touchy . . .

But if that’s what she wanted, there was nothing he could do to stop her, he knew. It was out of his hands completely.

But Wyatt had a better idea. He shouted, “Crawl over here, bitch boy! Get on your hands and knees and feed on your wife’s lovely cunt!”

“W-What?” Glen asked, incredulous.

“Clean her up while I blow my load inside her, Glenny! Don’t you want to partake in the festivities?”

Glen sighed. This wasn’t how he’d hoped it would go down. If anything, he could’ve been happy with a spitroast . . . if anything.

But was there an alternative?

His mind battled, debating on whether to listen to Wyatt. He didn’t want to be a coward, but he also didn’t want to give this alpha shithead the satisfaction of watching him grueling like a beast.

But it was when Sherry spoke up that the decision was made for him.

“Come on, Glen!” she shouted. “Get over here and lick up our cum! Let it swirl in your mouth! Taste the greatness!”

Glen frowned. “H-Honey, this wasn’t part of the deal . . .” But he was already getting on his hands and knees. It was like an imaginary force was pulling him closer to the bed. His cock wagged as he nakedly crawled toward them.

“Yeah, come on, sissy boy, what’s it going to be?” Wyatt egged him on. His cock squelched as it sank deep into Sherry’s soaking wet muff again. A splatter of juices spurt out of the clogged hole. “I bet you secretly love licking up the thick cum of your enemies, don’t you? After I plow my seed deep into your wife’s belly . . .”

“N-No—”

“Come here and get it straight from the source, goddammit!” Wyatt roared. There was no use arguing against him. Glen didn’t want to disobey, and he also deserved the punishment. Plus, he didn’t want to get beaten up, if it came to that . . .

He was a mere foot from the bed now, his head peeking over the edge. He was close to tears—Wyatt’s thing looked even bigger up close. And it was so wet and slimy and gross . . .

“Do it, sweetie!” Sherry begged. “Open wide and let him plunge that superior cock down your throat! Feel what I feel—show me how much you love me! I want to see this big hulking stranger abuse you like he did me!”

It seemed she had lost her mind, in Glen’s estimation. That was never part of the bargain. But Wyatt had not only fucked into submission, he’d fucked her stupid.

He shook his head, still debating.

At that moment, Wyatt lifted Sherry off his cock. It pulled out like a suction, a flood of cum and juices flowing after it.

Glen’s eyes went wide as Wyatt’s stiff dick wavered in the air, then wobbled in his direction from the power of its own weight.

“Gahh!” Wyatt groaned.

Glen saw Wyatt’s slick pisshole widen in anticipation. His red helmet cockhead glistening and broadened until Glen could nearly see his reflection off it.

A thick gout of cum surged from Wyatt’s cock, surprising everyone in the room. The initial spew jetted out and splashed across Glen’s face, splattering off his glasses and forehead.

He recoiled from the grotesque explosion.

Then another string of jizz coated his face and he coughed as cum flitted up his nostrils.

Wyatt’s cock waved around like a mad hose, spraying his thick seed into the air, across the bed into Glen’s face, and up onto Sherry’s stomach and tits.

Sherry came simultaneously, a rush of fluids leaving her body, her belly going concave as she shook and trembled from the shockingly powerful orgasm.

Glen’s face twisted with disgust. But then he found himself licking at his lips—he couldn’t help it.

Sherry giggled as she watched her husband taste the splattered cum on his face. He looked like a damn fool, but she could only imagine how she
 looked—sweaty, cock-drunk, and cum-ridden. Very non-proper of her.

Wyatt shoved Sherry aside, off his lap, and she collapsed onto the bed in a heap. He turned over and smeared his spurting cockhead onto her asscheeks, then spread her legs at the edge of he bed.

“Go ahead, get in there and lick up all that spunk, beta boy. I know you want to—I can see the hunger in your eyes.”

Glen’s eyes were indeed wide, but it was with fear more than anything. He couldn’t believe how much of a gaping mess Wyatt had made his wife. On her belly, she looked like a used cum-dump, with cum-spittle leaking down the raw folds of her vagina, pooling onto the bed.

“Jeez, look at that gaping pussy,” Wyatt said, taking pride in his handiwork. He spanked Sherry’s ass, causing it to jiggle and ripple down her body. She merely groaned, already close to passing out from the exhausting fuck session.

Wyatt shrugged. “It looks like your little cock probably won’t fit inside anymore because I’ve stretched her out so severely, Glenny. But at least your fist might work!”

He bellowed with laughter as he stood from the bed, bouncing up, his long flaccid cock swinging in the air.

Glen was wiping cum off his glasses, still awestruck at what had just happened. He refused to believe that he’d licked up this stranger’s semen, off his own face, but he knew it was true . . .

And there was no going back from that, either.

Wyatt reached into the pocket of his crumpled jeans and checked his phone. “Shit. I take it you two have it covered from here?”

The dominating seriousness of his voice was gone. He was back to the slightly-drunk, charming young man that Glen had first met at The Reef.

But how things had changed over a few short hours . . .

Irreversibly. Irrevocably.

Glen sighed. He hunched down on his knees, leaning forward on the bed, still naked from the waist down.

“Ok, well, I have to be at the gym early in the morning. Here’s my business card, in case you ever want me to plow your wife again, Glen.”

Wyatt laughed to himself as he dropped a card on the ground near Glen’s feet. It landed in a drying puddle of cum, much to Glen’s chagrin.

A moment after putting on his pants and shirt, Wyatt was gone without so much as a goodbye to Sherry.

Just like she’d wanted, Glen supposed: used like an object, for mere sexual gratification.

That’s all this was . . .

Right?

“H-Honey,” Glen said meekly, moving his face up to her feet, which dangled off the edge of the bed. She was still facedown, her body moving slightly from her shallow breathing.

No doubt she was trying to get feeling back in her used, sloppy pussy, and the rest of her extremities.

“Are you okay, sweetie?” Glen asked.

“Let’s talk about it later, Glen,” Sherry said softly. “For now, how about you just get up here and clean my pussy up, yeah? Lick me like cat, honey.”

Glen frowned. “Okay. If that’s, uh, what you want.”

It is.

Glen made his way onto the bed.

I suppose this isn’t the best time to tell her that I got us two tickets to Hawaii for our anniversary . . .
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Chapter One


G
len and Sherry Long watched the continuous row of people walking down the airplane aisle, shuffling along, bumping into one another as people in front of them abruptly stopped to load their bags into the overhead compartments and take their seats.

It was like herding cattle—a spectacle that neither husband nor wife could take their eyes from. Boarding an airplane was always a hectic, stressful event. Everyone wanted to be onboard at the same time, in their seats, ready to go. But it was never that easy.

And that came after
 the strenuous security lines and making it to your gate on time. And then when you sat down at your terminal and finally took a sigh of relief and started to relax and put your earplugs in, your plane invariably started boarding right then, and the whole chaotic wheel of motion was set into play once again.

For people like Glen and Sherry, it was extra-stressful because they didn’t travel very often. Glen worked, it seemed, more days than there were in a year, and that’s how he managed to bring home the big bucks. He was the breadwinner, while Sherry was the early-thirties bombshell that was way out of his league, studying to get her Master’s to become an art or history teacher.

Glen didn’t mind supporting Sherry, because he knew he hit the lottery when he managed to score the lovely woman as his wife. Not only was she a complete knockout, but she was kind—generally speaking—incredibly sharp, and she oozed sensuality.

But on the eve of their fifth-year wedding anniversary, Glen suddenly booked two tickets to Hawaii, without telling his significant other. He knew that things had become lax and, dare he say, boring, over the years, and he wanted to change things up.

After a rather disappointing night of sex—for Sherry, anyway—that followed a fantastic night out on the town for their anniversary, Glen knew that the tickets wouldn’t be enough to save his marriage. He hadn’t known if Sherry was on the verge of divorcing him, because he’d never asked, but as the post-coital pillow talk wound down, he finally grew the balls to ask if he was satisfying his wife.

The answer had at first been a timid “it’s not your fault,” but as he pressed more, it became a resounding “NO.” It nearly broke Glen, to learn that he was correct in his assumptions—there had to have been a reason that Sherry masturbated in secret after they fucked sometimes, after all—but he swore to sack up and change things up.

Glen Long would do whatever it took to make his wife happy. He was still very much in love with her.

His first half-baked idea actually ended up working, though it was much more effort to pull off than he’d expected.

After spending years watching porn and sympathizing with cucked beta males, he thought that he would do well in a position like that, in real life. He didn’t take the psychological effects of doing something like that to heart, at first, and it would nearly be his downfall.

But, Glen managed to convince his wife to fuck other guys—he was surprised that it had taken as much convincing as it had. He thought she would have jumped at the opportunity, especially given how often he caught her eyes veering to beefy, handsome men that they passed by randomly.

Sherry ended up being the smarter of the two, however, because she realized that it could easily have a perversely negative effect on their marriage—and the likelihood was just as probable, if not more, than it having a positive effect.

In the end, though, Sherry obliged.

The caveat to Glen’s strange idea-slash-request was that he got to pick out the man that Sherry would fuck—based on the specifications he knew turned her on—and he got to watch, and it wouldn’t be done on their bed. He didn’t want Sherry fucking any of their friends—that would be too much, both emotionally and spiritually. He also didn’t want a stranger screwing his wife in the same bed where their marriage vows had been consummated.

Glen had found a hung, charming man at a local bar, got the guy somewhat sauced, then brought him to a hotel to fuck his wife. It went off without a hitch, with the hardbody Wyatt ending up being much more dominating and commanding than he’d originally let on.

Sherry had enjoyed herself immensely, judging by her twitching body, rolling eyeballs, and the sheer number of times she came. Glen had whimpered and jerked off in the corner like a good little bitch, and he’d had one of the best orgasms of his life, too, though he’d never tell Sherry that. In the immediate heat of the moment, it had been a win-win.

After the intense hotel session, Wyatt had taken off and left Glen to eat out his wife, lick up the superior man’s cum out of her pussy, and generally clean her up. That had also been nice for both of them.

Glen had found his new place as a cuck, and it turned him on more than he’d thought possible. He wasn’t ashamed of it, either—there were plenty of powerful, high-earning men, he knew, who held authoritative positions in their day-to-day lives, but just wanted to unwind and be punished in the privacy of their own homes. As it turned out, Glen was one of those men.

For Sherry, it had been a little more difficult. The guilt of “cheating” on her husband—despite it being with his blessing, and even his urging—had hit her almost immediately after the surge of happy chemicals wore off, when the incredibly satisfying sex ended.

She had given Glen the cold shoulder for the next couple of days, enough so that Glen started to become worried. He was afraid that his crazy idea had backfired, that it had indeed strained their relationships more than it had mended it, and that he’d lost his wife completely.

But slowly, she came around.

By the fourth day after the one-night-stand with Wyatt, they were talking again, and then eating together again, and they even had sex that night. It wasn’t gratifying for Sherry, of course, but it was a start.

And this was the fifth day post-Wyatt, and now they were boarding a plane to Honolulu, Hawaii, with a renewed vigor in their veins, after just boning the night before for the first time in nearly a week.

They were both excited for the vacation, albeit for entirely different reasons. Glen was excited to finally get some much-deserved rest and relaxation. He’d been toiling like a workhorse at his IT job, raking in the cash but hurting his soul in the process.

Sherry said she was also excited to sunbathe out in the beautiful Hawaiian sun—though Glen somewhat doubted that, seeing as that they came from San Diego . . . the other
 place in the world with the best weather.

In reality, Glen knew that Sherry was excited to see what kind of guys she could meet on this five-day excursion. Even before the plane took off, as the other passengers walked down the aisle and took their seats, her eyes languidly fell on every passing man, as if gauging their worth to her, both physically and sexually. 

Yes, Sherry wanted to get fucked up and dicked down. She wanted to become a stretched, twitching mess as she screamed another man’s name while Glen hopelessly, pathetically looked on and wanked off.

And she wanted to do all of this in the western-most United State, away from home, in a new place, on a new adventure.

Glen didn’t mind. He’d already bought the tickets before their cuckold-hotwife relationship became a thing, and now he had to live with his decision.

He was actually just as excited about the prospect—okay, maybe not as
 excited about it, but still enthusiastic—as Sherry was.

Glen had the window seat, and he stared out at the morning sun as it peeked over the horizon in the distance and glared into the plane. He slightly lowered the visor halfway down, then turned back to the aisle.

Sherry had her eyes fixed on the line of passengers cruising by. Seated in the middle of the row, there was an empty seat to her left.

Glen wondered who would take that seat.

Sherry had her purse sitting on the empty seat, one hand on the bag, while the other rested in her lap. She had her legs crossed, one knee over the other, with her dress slightly hiked up to show her knee and a satisfying glimpse of her lower thigh to every person passing by—women and kids included.

Glen thought it was a bit shameful, but he quickly picked up her game and realized what she was doing.

She was making herself into an object of desire . . . something she was so damn good at.


My God,
 Glen thought, realization dawning, she wants to fuck someone on this plane ride! Shit. Sherry wants to join the “Mile-High Club.”


He frowned, feeling a bit sorry for himself.

. . . I want to join the club, too.

An older gentleman passed, good-looking but easily in his mid-fifties, with a prickly white beard that gave him a Santa Claus sort of vibe, and his eyes passed over Sherry and raised slightly.

Sherry kept a stone-cold look on her face and the bag on the seat, signifying that the seat was taken.

The man passed by with his luggage, a slightly discouraged frown on his face, and disappeared into the mass of people passing by the aisle.

A fit man with a tank top and bulging muscles sauntered by, a confident expression on his face. He stood with a straight back, with perfect posture, which made him seem taller than he was. His eyes momentarily searched and found Sherry’s handbag, and Sherry raised her eyebrows, made eye contact, and was about to lift her purse from the seat—


Please, don’t let it be him,
 Glen thought. I don’t know if I could take the public humiliation. Yes, I like the humiliation . . . but Sherry is going out of her bounds. She’s picking the guys—that was supposed to be
 my job! It was the only thing that made me feel worthwhile!


Then a small child scampered up behind the young man, from behind his broad waist, her hand reaching up to clutch at the man’s much bigger hand.

Sherry frowned, her purse plopping back on the seat. The man smirked at her, and Glen thought he saw him give a slight shrug as he continued on with his kid.

A few more couples and families passed by. Hawaii was one of the most popular destinations for families, after all, because there was something for everyone there—fun for the whole family.

Toward the tail-end of the herd of passengers, the look on Sherry’s face showed that she was feeling a bit desperate. Pretty soon, she would have waited too long and her pickiness would have meant she was riding alongside Glen, and Glen only, for the entire five-hour plane ride.

Another older gentleman began to pass by, with a backpack on. He was one of the few who had shown up without any luggage besides a backpack, which Glen immediately took to mean that he was low maintenance and self-sufficient. He didn’t need much to get by.

He was also quite handsome in that silver fox kind of way, with more white than black in his hair, and a mustache and goatee that were also nearly completely silver. His face was chiseled, and his skin was tanned. He looked like he could’ve been a native Hawaiian, in fact, given how dark his skin was, and how much it contrasted his stark gray-and-white facial hair. But Glen guessed he was just out in the sun all day long. 

He looked slightly unkempt, but still esteemed. He was easily fifty-five, if not older, making him almost twice Sherry’s age.

Nonetheless, Sherry gave out a slight sigh and lifted her purse just as the man was about to pass by.

He stared down at her with a hard look. Glen managed to gaze into his eyes for just a moment and saw a steely expression, and it was then that he knew that this guy had seen some shit in his life.

He was a stern, serious-looking man, but with a surprisingly fit body. He probably surfed or rock climbed or hiked all day long, Glen figured.

“Hello, sir,” Sherry said with a slight smile, resting her purse in her lap, then circling her hands around it.

“Is this seat taken, miss?” the man asked, a respectful tone in his gruff voice.

She shook her head. “It’s all yours.”

“Thank you.”

“No worries.”

“What?” the man asked as he started to shrug his backpack from his shoulders and squatted to sit.

“Er, you’re welcome,” Sherry said.

Glen quirked his brows. He thought it was strange to hear the man say “What?” in response to Sherry’s words. At first he figured that the old-timer was hard of hearing, but then he realized that this man was from a different generation. “No worries,” didn’t have the same effect or meaning on him, probably, as a simple “You’re welcome” did.

With the seating arrangement finally decided, Glen sighed and leaned back . . . only to be told two minutes later by a cute but demanding stewardess that his seat had to be in its upright position, as they were about to take off.

“R-Right, sorry,” Glen said.

Sherry and the new mystery man were already in a quiet conversation with one another.

“I’m Robert,” the man said, holding out his powerful, veiny hand.

Sherry shook it, then smiled meekly. She scrunched her arms together and pulled her dress tighter around her bulging bosom, hiding her cleavage but also drawing attention to it at the same time. “Sherry.”

“Pleased to make your acquaintance, Sherry.”

Sherry giggled at the formality of the man’s words.


Yes, this guy definitely comes from a different generation,
 Glen thought, leaning his head against the half-open window, and craning his neck so he could keep an eye on his wife and Robert the Gray.

“And is that your husband, Sherry?” he asked.

Glen raised a brow, waiting to see how Sherry would respond.

“Oh, him? Uh, yeah,” she said, rather offhandedly, nudging her chin over her shoulder.

“Glen, sir.” He pushed himself off the window and struck a strong posture to make himself seem bigger than he felt.

Robert’s hand enclosed his own, clamped down, and shook. It was an iron grip, but Glen had expected nothing less.

When Robert finally released his grip, he sat back in his seat. “Are you two excited about visiting Hawaii?”

Sherry nodded emphatically. “Oh yes, very.”

“Your husband doesn’t seem to be on the same page, Sherry.”

She glanced over, a slight scowl on her face.

Glen blinked, then sat back.

“Don’t mind him,” she said, turning back to Robert. “He’s just in a sour mood.”


I wasn’t five minutes ago,
 Glen thought, but yes, I’m starting to feel a bit . . . shitty.
 He nearly bared his teeth, but then pulled up the visor on the window and stared out at the passing runway as the plane began to move.

Let them have their little fun. See what I care.

He knew he was being a jealous little twat, but it couldn’t be helped. He’d made his bed, now he had to lie in it.

The last thing he heard Robert ask, was, “And is this trip for business or pleasure for you two?”

Sherry paused for a moment, soaking in the words. Then, in a low, sultry tone, she said, “Oh, Robert. Pleasure . . . absolutely.”

Glen rolled his eyes.

This is going to be one looong fucking flight . . .
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Chapter Two


A
bout an hour and a half into the flight, the airplane people put on the new Frozen
 movie on the big screen that created a wall to separate business class from first class. Passengers slowly began putting in their cheap, Southwest-provided earphones, and it especially helped to quiet the yapping kids.

Parents mostly dozed off while the movie played, the thirty or so kids onboard were immensely attentive with big bug-eyes, leaning forward in their seats, and other passengers ignored the movie altogether and either slept or read or played on their phones.

While everyone got as comfortable as they could on the flight, Glen steamed. He was staring out the window, his eyes glazing over the sparkling Pacific Ocean below, but he could hear the things his wife and ol’ Robert were talking about next to him.

Sherry and Robert spoke in hushed tones, with Sherry’s voice becoming lower and raspier the more the flight dragged on.

At first, it was innocent enough. They talked about where they were from, where they were going, what they did for work—it turned out Robert was a construction worker, which explained his toned physique at such an age, and his dark skin. He had been born in Seattle and moved to California pretty young, and he’d been living in San Diego for nearly thirty years.

Sherry listened to all the boring details with rapt attention, one knee crossed over the other, her chin on her fist in the classic philosopher pose. She nodded along with Robert’s brusque, low tonal delivery, and she giggled at his corny jokes.

He was a perfect gentleman.

Also, it turned out that he was a project manager—he joked that his “advanced age” didn’t permit him to work in the field any longer, lifting the heavy stuff.

Sherry’s hand fell on the man’s knee, and Glen’s eyes flickered over as he noticed, jealousy spreading on his face.

“Oh, Rob, you look amazing. I would’ve never guessed you were sixty years old, had you not told me.”

The humble man shrugged, not bothering to look at Sherry’s precariously placed hand on his knee. “Yeah, well, these old bones aren’t as sprightly as they once were.”

“I’m sure they’re sprightly . . . enough . . .” Sherry said, rather seductively (in Glen’s opinion), and then trailed off with a knowing look on her face.

Robert acted oblivious. “Yes, I suppose they’re strong enough to still get stuff done. But I do wish I could get in there with all the young guns, show them a thing or two . . .”

“Mm, I’m sure those young bums could definitely
 learn a thing or two from you, old timer,” Sherry purred, continuing her act.

Glen felt like his eyes were going to get stuck in the back of his head, he was rolling them so much. He made sure not to sigh or make any exasperated noises—he was trying to be incognito with his eavesdropping, after all—but Robert had to have known that Sherry’s husband wasn’t enjoying this little conversation very much.

“You’ve got experience and wisdom under your belt . . . and probably a whole lot more,” Sherry said, then cut herself off. She blushed as Robert gave her an odd look, but it probably didn’t help that her eyes looked away toward his crotch, rather than literally anywhere else.

Glen’s only saving grace at this point, he thought, was that Robert might not be interested in what Sherry was undoubtedly about to propose. Maybe he was married himself, though Glen didn’t see any rings. He found it odd that Sherry hadn’t brought up that little tidbit . . . yet. She’d cunningly made sure to skirt any subject of other women that might be in the man’s life.

Sherry giggled nervously. “I, uh, just mean that you have qualities that I’m sure take years to learn. On the job. And off the job. I don’t know.” She seemed quite flustered suddenly.

Robert smiled, and it was a charming smile that made Glen want to reach over and smack the guy in the face. Quit flirting with my wife, you heathen!
 he wanted to scream.

“It’s fine, Sherry,” Robert said, maintaining his pearly white smile. With a shrug, he added, “Nowadays I just point and order people around.”

“I bet you’re pretty good at ordering people around . . .”


Laying it on a little thick there, honey, don’t you think?
 Glen thought.

He realized that, just maybe, this plan of his had been a bit ill-thought out. He never expected to get so envious of another man successfully flirting with his wife, which was why he wanted to make sure to pick the guys out for her to screw.

It wasn’t really fair, Glen knew, but he wanted to use these men as, well, sacks of meat. He wanted to use them as objects that Sherry could use and get pleasure from, and then they would get tossed aside and Glen and his wife could resume their happy marriage, but with Sherry feeling giddy and satisfied sexually.

He had never expected Sherry to actually want to get close
 to these brutes. Then again, Robert didn’t exactly have an out—he’d fallen right into the buxom, lovely woman’s trap right when he sat down next to her. And they were stuck sitting next to each other for five hours, so might as well pass the time cordially, right?

Glen hated it. He wanted to be off the plane. He wanted to jump
 off the plane. His knees bounced incessantly where he sat, as the blood boiled in his body.

At one point, Sherry actually turned to him—for the first time all flight—and slapped her right hand down on his knee, to stay him. His legs stopped fidgeting immediately.

“Stop, honey, please. You’re shaking my chair and it’s annoying.” She gazed into his eyes, saw the hurt and anger there, and gave him a slight smirk.

It only made things worse. Just stick a cock in that mouth and shut it up, already, Robert,
 Glen thought, his mind veering a bit sadistically. 

Then Sherry surprised him by leaning over, smiling, and kissing him on the cheek.

He was stunned frozen, eyes wide.

Before she pulled away, she whispered in his ear, “I’m doing this, Glen. I know you don’t like it, but you’ll live with it, right? I mean, isn’t this what you wanted?”

“Not exactly, hun . . .” Glen mumbled, trailing off. He wanted to remind Sherry that it was one of their rules: no throwing it in the other person’s face—no making the other feel guilty. That seemed to be what she was doing now.

“And what if I let you have a little fun, too?” Sherry asked, raising a brow.

Glen was caught off-guard, to say the least. “W-Well—what? Really?”

Sherry simply smiled and turned back to Robert.

Glen heard the man say, “What was all that whispering about? I hope I haven’t caused any problems with your husband, Sherry . . .”

“Oh, not at all, Robert. He’s right as rain.” Sherry leaned closer and pitched her voice down to the lowest level it had been all conversation—similar to the whisper she’d just spoken to Glen with.

“Me and my husband have an understanding, of sorts, Robert . . .” she began.

The silver fox tilted his head. “What sort of understanding?”

Sherry took a deep breath, then nudged her chin over Robert’s shoulder. In her low, raspy tone, she said, “Why don’t you meet me in the bathroom stall at the back of the plane and slam me up against the wall, and I’ll show you what kind of understanding we have.”

Robert’s eyes flashed wide, but he quickly controlled them. Though he was surprised to hear such an obscene thing coming from the cute woman’s mouth, he didn’t appear clueless to her seductive musings, after all.

He opened his mouth to say something, but then closed it.

“Show me what all that experience has given you, huh?” Sherry said. “Let’s see how good you really
 are at ordering people around.”

Robert scratched the white stubble on his cheek.

“Excuse me,” Sherry said, before the man could say anything. She began standing, all but forcing Robert to get out of his seat and move into the walkway.

She stepped past him, and as she walked down the aisle she looked over her shoulder and saw that Glen was watching her sashay down the aisle, her wide ass almost bumping into the passengers she walked by.

She gave Glen a wink. Her husband sighed, then turned around and stared out the window at the Pacific Ocean again.

A moment later, Robert sat back down, and Glen could feel the man’s eyes boring into him. He didn’t need to look at the handsome older man to know that he was staring.

Glen could also feel that Robert was on the verge of saying something.

“Just go, Robert,” Glen said without turning, his voice flat as he spoke to the window. “I don’t want to hear it from you. Believe me, the last thing you want to do is disappoint my wife.”
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SHERRY WAS SITTING
 on the tiny countertop that tried to play itself off as a sink, when the suction-like door opened and Robert squeezed himself inside.

The quarters were cramped—incredibly tight, with little wiggle room.

Sherry was okay with that. She didn’t want much wiggle room.

Robert closed the door behind him, and had his back to the door. He pulled the lever to mark it “OCCUPIED.”

Sherry was smiling at him, her eyes half-lidded and utterly seductive. She put her hands on her knees, then rolled them up her thighs, grabbing her dress along the way. She gave Robert an eyeful of her thick, warm thighs as her dress bunched up near her waist.

Robert grunted. “Hrm.” There was a split second of perfect silence, then his belt buckle was coming loose. His jeans were unbuttoned. His fly was zipping down. His pants were lowering to his knees.

Sherry kept a sharp watch on everything going on. As his pants were lowered, she noticed how much paler his thighs were than his upper body. And how hairy his legs were.

He was definitely a manly man—no doubting that.

A pronounced bulge showed at his crotch, all packaged tightly together by a pair of boxer-briefs. It looked incredibly inviting, and Sherry couldn’t help but lick her lips.

The man peeled his underwear down. A large, thick cock tumbled free, pulling away from his fat furry nuts. He had a veritable bush covering the top of his shaft, but it still was an imposing sight as it dropped into view between his legs.

Thick and wide in all the right places, it was like a Coke can. The middle was thicker than the rest, almost as thick as Sherry’s arm, and it tapered off at the end with his red cockhead just poking out from beneath his foreskin. 

“Goddamn you’re huge,” Sherry said. “Just as I thought you’d be.”

“How did you know?”

She shrugged. “The way you talked. Nothing to prove—no one to impress. Experience.” She winked at him, then reached her legs out. They encircled Robert’s strong waist and pulled him toward her.

Robert took a step forward and pressed the front of his body up against Sherry’s warm thighs. His big veiny tool rubbed against the slightly damp, warm inner flesh of her legs, then it started to harden.

“I love huge uncut cocks, Robert,” Sherry whispered to him. “Think you can fuck me without making me scream? Don’t want to alert the stewardesses, after all.”

Robert smirked. “Right. They might want to join.”

Sherry giggled.

“I can’t make any promises, young lady.” He reached down and lifted the front of Sherry’s bundled dress, revealing her black thong. He pulled the front of the underwear aside and Sherry’s wet pussy plopped out. “You look tighter than a Chinese fingertrap, and I’m not sure you can accommodate my girth . . .”

“What, you think I’ll scream right when you stick it—”

Robert pushed forward, while his free hand pulled back on his cock and made the head pop free from its shell. In the same fluid motion, he plunged his cock into Sherry’s cunt, spreading her warm walls, stretching her out.

Sherry’s eyes bulged, her mouth dropping open in a silent scream as her sentence was pushed out of her lungs. She let out a heavy, breathy sigh, her body trembling as Robert scooted even further in and shoved his girth into her.

A lightning strike went off in her head, quick and powerful enough to make her go dizzy. Her vision swam, and she was worried she might pass out from the immediate, incredible penetration.

Her pussy went from feeling wet and loose to feeling full and completely spread, in a single moment. Her legs dangled down off the countertop, and she had to will herself to lift them and tighten them around Robert’s waist.

Her big calves squeezed into Robert’s asscheeks and urged him forward, until the older man hilted his fat cock on her wet folds. His pubic hair bristled and tickled her sensitive flesh.

She jolted, letting out an “Oof” as Robert skewered her on his huge pole. “F-Fuck, Robert, so fucking big!” she croaked, clambering to stay on the countertop.

Robert chuckled once, like a bark, and reeled his hips back. His cock slid out from her halfway—looking down at it made Sherry even wetter—and then he pushed hard and impaled her once more.

Sherry’s eyes rolled. She couldn’t help but fall forward, wrapping her arms around the man’s strong neck. She leaned her head into the nook of his shoulder.

Then she felt Robert’s hands curl up underneath her fat ass, inching between her wide booty and the hard countertop, and clutch handfuls of supple flesh. He squeezed, then pulled her body closer.

His hips started rocking back and forth, now that his cock was properly lubed by her spewing juices. Sherry’s liquids poured down the front of the countertop, then made little splashy sounds as Robert grunted and fucked her.

The man wasn’t as long as Wyatt, but probably thicker. It was just as satisfying, too, having her cunt stretched by such a thick member, having her walls filled and pushed aside like her insides meant nothing to the gruff man.

She felt like an absolute, scandalous slut, getting screwed 30,000 feet in the air.

She loved it.

“Whaaa,” Sherry whined, her eyes going wide.

Robert’s shoulders flexed into big, hard muscles, and pushed on her forearms. His neck went taut.

Then her asscheeks left the countertop, and Sherry realized that the powerful man was lifting her to carry-fuck her.

Airborne, she couldn’t do anything but lock her legs and arms around her meaty prey. She was speared on his cock like a stuck pig and as it plowed into her bumpy cavern, an orgasm rocked her body.

“G-Glen could never do this!” she cried out in a harsh whisper.

“Poor fellow,” Robert said simply. “Don’t you feel bad for doing this?”

Even as he spoke, his cock pelted into Sherry, driving the breath from her stomach.

Her breathing became labored, shallow, as he thrust into her and fucked the life out of her poor wet pussy.

“Don’t worry about my cuck husband, he’ll get a turn to—” Sherry coughed and grunted, digging her forehead into Robert’s flexing shoulder. “Gah, fuck, just punish me, daddy—fuck me into oblivion with your big fat cock! I don’t wanna hear about Glen!”

Robert’s rough hands embedded in her fleshy buttocks, lifting her higher so he had better purchase to fuck her with.

Sherry’s heavy body bounced on the man’s renegade cock. She wasn’t a light woman, not with her large tits and wide ass and thick thighs, but Robert was proving that he still had the strength of a fit man half his age.

And the endurance.

His hips started to go wild, which made Sherry’s body buck and writhe in ecstasy. The slight swell of her belly rubbed against the man’s tight washboard abs, grinding and sweating onto each other.

Her pussy felt blown out, used, worn, and filled to capacity. She thought she’d tear from being stretched so far.

And the weightless feeling of getting fucked in the air . . . it was like nothing else. They were already flying through the sky, and she did one better by getting dicked down while she flew through the sky a second time.

She imagined it was like getting railed in an elevator that was going down at the same time as she was getting penetrated.

Her arms ached from holding her up, keeping her lifted on Robert’s thick manhood. They were giving out, ready to lower . . .

Drool dripped down her chin, her mouth still open as she bounced. Her teeth nearly knocked together from the strength of Robert’s thrust, which sent her higher and higher, both physically and mentally. Her head was almost hitting the short ceiling.

Leaning her head forward, she let her arms finally fall, wanting to see if Robert could keep her afloat with only his pure strength.

He did.

Her arms dangled at her sides like useless noodles, while Robert continued to soar into her. Her head fell forward, forehead leaning as if she’d passed out and had become a useless fucktoy.

Cum and warm juices splattered on her pubis, leaking down and trickling onto the bathroom floor.

Robert growled. He thrust his heavy cock into Sherry’s tight snatch, arching his back. Then he pushed forward and set the woman back on the countertop.

Stable once more, Sherry let out a breathless moan. Her head lurched back as another orgasm rocked her body.

Robert reached out and grabbed her neck. Her eyes bulged at the sudden strength of the fingers clamped around her throat.

“R-Roberrr—”

“Quiet, slut!” the man roared, then smashed his hips into hers, hilting himself once more.

Sherry’s eyes turned bloodshot, her skin blushing and reddening. Air struggled to make its way through her constricted breathing tube.

Another ridiculous wave of bliss washed over her, enhanced by the loss of feeling at her face. Her extremities tingled with pins and needles.

Robert’s free hand reached to her top and ripped open her buttons. Her heavy tits spooled forward, covered by her big bra, which he casually pulled down.

His rough, callused fingers fondled her breasts hard, pulling at her nipples and weighing her heavy bosom with the cups of his hand.

Her head was pushed back against the wall.

The lovers were making an incredible amount of noise now, with each of Robert’s hip-thrusts bursting against the countertop.

Sherry’s body wobbled, her asscheeks jiggling from his powerful lunges.

Consciousness was leaving her, her vision growing dark around the edges.

She opened her mouth to say something but it just caused her tongue to fall out like a lapping dog’s.

“Don’t you love being put in your place by a big dominant guy, Sherry? Is this what you wanted? An older man to punish you and humiliate you in front of your husband?”

She fervently nodded.

Robert lessened his hold on her neck, slightly.

“Y-Yes, daddy! Please fuck me stupid!” she gasped through a ragged breath torn from her lungs. “Play with my fat tits and punch my insides!”

Robert had full control of the woman. Sherry had lost all sense of what time it was, how long they’d been in the restroom together, and where they were—

The silver-haired man groaned, baring his teeth. His hand moved from her neck and she coughed and gasped.

Both hands moving to her thighs, he squeezed her legs around him, tightening her hold on his hips. 

Sherry’s eyes widened once more. She felt the man’s fat girthy cock expanding inside of her. The head was slick and bulbous, like an apple fisted deep into her pussy.

Then he exploded with a rolling growl that carried for a good ten seconds. He thrust one last time, held it there as his penis pulsated, and his body jerked.

Robert’s cock twitched, stuck inside her, growing like a hose that had water pumping through it.

But it was thick, viscous cum that poured into Sherry—directly into her dark, tight tunnel.

“Yesss, pour it all inside me! Dump your seed in my tight twat you barbarian! Fill my fucking womb with your nasty spunk!”

Robert’s load was heavy, thick, and powerful. It spurted into her, then he abruptly pulled out. A torrent of cum followed his cock, backwashing and flooding out of her used pussy, spilling onto the floor with a splash.

Sherry’s arms still dangled at her sides, on either side of the little countertop. Her puffy asscheeks enveloped the counter, spilling over the sides, barely keeping her aloft. Her breathing struggled to come, deep and laborious. Her heavy tits lifted against her body with every breath.

She simply stared at the man with dead, tear-rimmed eyes, her mouth open in shock.

Then her body jerked from a sudden aftershock. Her right eye twitched.

Robert chuckled as he stuffed his fat, uncut cock inside his underwear, then he settled the whole hefty package back in his jeans.

“G-Go tell my husband, p-please, daddy,” Sherry said, her voice gingerly and soft.

Robert tilted his head, raising a brow.

“T-Tell him that his p-p-presence is requested . . .”
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Chapter Three


W
hen Glen wandered into the restroom, he was astonished at what he found, though he knew he shouldn’t have been.

Robert had returned to his seat, and his stoic stature seemed to be in tatters. Eyes followed him as he walked down the aisle—more eyes than usual.

He was slightly sweaty as he sat down, his forehead and cheeks damp, and he reeked of sex. His silver hair was even more unkempt than before. He was breathing heavily, then shifting in his seat to loosen the load at his groin—readjusting, Glen noticed.

“Your wife wants you in there,” he said briskly, then reached forward and found something to read.

Robert had been slightly embarrassed . . . at something. 


What did you do to her, you big brute?
 Glen wanted to ask. But he figured he’d go find out for himself. He got up and squeezed by Robert, then shuffled down the lane, feeling antsy and a bit squeamish.

He really didn’t want to walk in on his wife looking abused and used and—

He did. His eyes bulged at the sight he saw.

Sherry was seated on the countertop above and off to the side of the makeshift toilet. Her legs were splayed open, her dress hiked up to her pelvis, revealing her yawning pussy that leaked huge rivulets of cum down her legs and down the front of the countertop. Her tits were out, heavy and red from being squeezed so hard, her nipples puffy but hard. There was a slight handprint on her neck that was quickly fading, but her face was still flushed and pink from the exertion.

A tired but satisfied look filled her face—joy and pleasure chasing away sadness, hurt, and pain.

“M-My God,” Glen muttered, shutting the door behind him. “Jesus Christ, Sherry! What if a random stranger walked in before I could get here? The door wasn’t even locked! And you’re stuck up there like a slutty, used scarecrow.”

She shrugged, all the effort gone from her movement. She seemed dejected, or at least utterly cum-filled and lazy. “Then I guess that lucky stranger would have gotten to fuck the daylights out of me, too, Glen . . .”

“What if it had been a kid?! I mean, I definitely got enough eyes on the walk up here. It felt like the whole plane was watching me!”

She snorted. “Enough, honey, please. I can hardly . . . move.”

Glen’s face softened. He felt sorry for her, to be so utterly used like nothing more than a rough toy for Robert’s amusement. “Were you . . . hurt? Was he too rough with you, babe?”

She slowly shook her head. “Just . . . the right . . . amount,” she managed. A smile spread across her beautiful face. “Kiss me, husband.”

Glen moved between her legs and did as he was told. He leaned forward, kissed her sweet, salty lips, and made sure to keep his feet out of the cum-puddle that had formed on the floor in front of her.

Kissing her was like kissing another woman, Glen realized. He hardly recognized the arch of her full lips or the taste on her tongue.

But that was to be expected.

“W-What else do you want me to do, honey?” Glen asked, slowly pulling away. “How can I help?”

“Lick Robert’s cum off my pussy, honey,” Sherry said. “But be gentle, it’s still tender down there.”

Glen frowned. Then he started to lower himself, squatting in front of her. His tongue stuck out, but it stayed within an inch of her pussy. It was smelly, sweaty, and slick.

Her vagina didn’t look inviting—it was still gaping, a large hole puckering and breathing at his face. Robert’s cum ringed her labia.

But Glen would do anything for his wife.

In fact, his cock was starting to push against his jeans as his beta tendencies spiked within him and took over.

He pressed his tongue against the cold clamminess of her snatch and licked up the wet, sticky jizz. It wasn’t even warm anymore, but it was cold and thick like jelly.

Glen started to push his tongue inside her, where even more cum had filled the base of her pussy. Then he felt a hand caress his curly hair, pulling at his head.

“N-No, not inside. I said to lick it off outside, baby. Slurp it up like a good little bitch . . . and then stick your cock in there. I want you to feel good, too.”

Glen tilted his head. “But, Sherry, that’s . . . gross. There’s another man’s—”

“I know, Glenny, but you’ll do it for me, won’t you? Won’t you clean up your poor, abused little wife?”

Glen sighed and stood. His dick was aching inside his pants now, begging for relief. He nodded solemnly at his wife, lowered his pants with an embarrassed look on his face, and grabbed his stiffening cock in his fist.

When he entered her, it was like pushing a needle into a hose. It was spacious, wet, slimy . . . and Glen couldn’t help but make a grotesque expression. He felt humiliated at having to take sloppy seconds on his wife—very sloppy
 seconds.

Robert’s cum splurged around his cock, wetting it, making it even easier to dive into her.

“God, he must have been thick as hell, babe . . . it’s like I’m fucking air,” he muttered.

“Oh, Glenny, he was such a strong alpha man. His big balls slapped against my poor wet pussy and he held me in his powerful arms and carry-fucked me over the floor. It was amazing, but . . . exhausting.”

Her words made him harder inside of her. He was finally starting to fill out some of the emptiness around his cock. The loose feeling was tightening around his shaft.

He moved in a quicker rhythm. The cold cum made a squelching sound around his dick every time he thrust forward.

Glen grunted and leaned forward to hug his wife while he fucked her. He was already on the verge of cumming, just from hearing her talk so highly of Robert . . . and from the strange sensation of his cock torpedoing into Robert’s jizz like he was punching Playdough.

Sherry let Glen hug her. Then she said, “That’s a good boy, honey. You’re doing so well.” She felt nothing from him pounding away at her pussy. As if he wasn’t already inadequate enough—with her gaping vagina busted open like it was, Glen didn’t stand a chance.

She wanted to ask if he was still mad at her, but she knew he wasn’t. His enthusiastic hips told the whole story. Not to mention, she didn’t want to take away the iron grip of dominance she held over him at this moment. It was cathartic and empowering. Any sign of weakness—any question or trepidation—could steal the fantasy away. 

He was humping away at her like a bunny rabbit and she wasn’t going to make him stop. She wanted this to be a good vacation, and he deserved to fuck her, too.

Just not first.

“So good, babe,” Sherry said, her voice flat. She rubbed his back with her hand as he whimpered and rocked his hips back and forth. “I can tell you’re giving it your all, honey. It’s so cute. What do you say to mommy for letting you do this, Glen?”

“T-Thank you, mommy,” Glen said, feeling even weaker and more useless than before. It made him so hard inside her, his cock was ready to burst.

The noisy wet sounds of churning butter filled the bathroom cabin. Sherry’s body hardly jiggled or moved while Glen fucked her—nothing like when Robert manhandled her and made her entire body heave with every motion.

But he was having a great time. His head was stuck inside her cleavage now, licking the sweat from between her tits. She patted his back like he was a good little boy, and he felt disciplined and helpful for the first time in a long time.

Tears were actually falling down his cheeks. “Thank you for letting me . . . join the cluuuub,” he groaned, then spurt his load inside her, mixing his cum with Robert’s virile spunk.

It swirled and mingled together to create a lumpy pile of semen inside Sherry’s poor cunt. Her body twitched one last time as Glen let out his weak little splooge and equally weak warcry.

She smiled, continuing to rub his back, pressing his head into her bosom.

Then they both heard a voice come over the intercom outside the bathroom:

“Please take your seats and fasten your seatbelts, ladies and gentlemen, as we prepare for our initial descent into Honolulu . . .”
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THE DESCENT INTO THE
 Honolulu Airport was awkward to say the least. All three members sitting in row F had embarrassed, tired looks on their faces. It had been a whirlwind sexual escapade a mile in the sky, and yet somehow they hadn’t gotten caught during all of their shenanigans.

Sherry sat in the middle, between the two men, with her hands placed on her lap, her fingers fidgeting. She couldn’t stop biting her lower lip, but she kept a straight face and only looked forward, not wanting to catch either Robert’s or Glen’s eyes.

She could still feel the warm, sticky cum dripping out of her vagina, despite all the cleaning she’d done after she had finished with Glen. It made her panties wet and uncomfortable.

She couldn’t wait to be in a hotel room so she could tear herself out of her clothes and take a nice, long, hot bath.

Before landing, Robert reached into his backpack in front of him and came out holding a pen. He took a cocktail napkin and scribbled a few things on it. Then he quietly handed it to Sherry and said, “In case you two get . . . bored. This is where I’m staying.”

Sherry cleared her throat. “Thank you . . . daddy,” she whispered, stuffing the napkin in her purse. She still stared straight ahead, afraid of making eye contact with the dominant man, lest she get horny all over again.

Glen saw the napkin exchange and said nothing. He was feeling a bit better about his predicament—soon, he would have his wife all to himself, in their hotel room, and they could honestly relax.

The plane landed with little fanfare. Everyone onboard stood up before they were told to, as per usual, eagerly waiting in the aisle, bumping into each other and impatiently trying to reach the overhead compartments for their luggage.

Robert, Sherry, and Glen remained seated.

As the door opened and people started to funnel out, Robert finally stood. He turned, grabbed his backpack from the floor, and said, “It was a pleasure meeting you, Sherry.”

“You too, Robert. It was a nice flight . . . if not exhausting.”

Robert smirked at her. He turned to Glen and frowned. “Glen.”

“Sir,” Glen said with a simple nod. He felt strange about the strong, silver-haired man. On one hand, he was awed at his apparent sexual prowess and how he had satisfied Sherry, giving her everything she wanted. On the other hand, he had quite frankly brutalized his poor wife in the bathroom and degraded her beyond belief—which was what she wanted, but it still stung.

In the back of his mind, Glen wished he could do something like that. But it simply wasn’t meant to be.

He was jealous of the older, more experienced, more endowed man. Then again, Glen was jealous of most people that he deemed superior to himself.

He just had to remind himself that he probably made more money than Robert, because he was smarter, and at the end of the day, he
 got to go home with Sherry, while Robert remained alone and lonely.

At least, that’s what he told himself. A little voice in the back of his head told him that he was fooling himself—Robert probably got all the tail he could ever want, judging by how he manhandled Sherry.

The husband and wife duo waited for the entire plane to empty before exiting. Sherry had a minor limp she was sporting, which she hadn’t boarded the plane with. Glen stayed by her side and held his arm in hers, like a noble suitor walking his queen down the red carpet.

They got their luggage at the baggage claim carousel and ventured out into the warm Hawaiian afternoon, but not before Glen set up an Uber XL to come pick them up.

Their Uber took them to the Hilton Hawaiian Waikiki Beach, where Glen had booked all five of their nights.

Husband and wife spoke as few words as possible between them during the entire ordeal of leaving the airport and getting to their hotel.

It wasn’t until they stepped into the brisk, air-conditioned lobby that Sherry said, “Ahh, that hits the spot,” while she lifted her head and let the cool air wash over her.

“It’s nice, isn’t it?” Glen said rhetorically. He pulled both of their rolling bags in either arm, opting to let Sherry walk unburdened, at least until her limp went away.

A bellhop greeted them at the door with a luggage cart. He was a tall, handsome young man in that cute, dorky bellhop outfit that they all wore—a velvety vest and white shirt underneath it, with a velvet newspaper-boy hat to denote his duties.

Glen nodded to the young man, who couldn’t have been more than twenty, and handed him a $5 bill. “Room 302, please.”

“Yessir,” the man said. He was white, with no accent, which led Glen to believe that he was imported from the mainland, stateside.

Sherry watched the young man go, and couldn’t help but check out his rear-end, which was rather large and round for a man. “He’s got a bubble butt,” she said, chuckling.

Glen sighed, raising his eyebrow. “Really, Sherry, do you have to check out every
 guy we come across? He couldn’t be more than twenty, without a single whisker on his face.”

She shrugged. “You know what I’m here to do, Glen. And, hey, twenty is still legal. Even in Hawaii.”

“Still jailbait, too, the way he looks.”

Snorting, Sherry said, “Let’s just follow him up to our room, please. I need to get out of these clothes.”

Glen frowned and followed his wife toward the elevator. He wasn’t going to object to her wanting to get naked. But he couldn’t help himself, so he muttered, “You just want an excuse to follow our bellhop jailbait so you can watch him walk, you cradle robber.”

“Maybe I do, honey. Maybe I’m curious to see what our young bellhop is like in bed.”

As the elevator door closed, Glen shook his head. He was feeling better already. “You’re incorrigible, Ms. Long.”
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Chapter Four


T
heir hotel room was gorgeous, with a single king-size bed and a wall of windows looking out at the sparkling ocean. The sky was outrageously brilliant and blue, without a cloud in sight.

Glen could have gone the entire trip staying inside this room, but he knew Sherry would never allow it. Plus, he wanted to get some kind of tan, to try to counter the pastiness of his skin that was blinding everyone back home at work.

But the Hilton had a nice restaurant attached, a bar, a pool, and a view . . . and there wasn’t much more he could have asked for.

“Wow, it’s gorgeous,” Sherry said upon entering, her eyes scanning the room. She immediately started for the window at the other end, to check out the view.

Their bellhop pulled the cart into the room, unloaded the luggage and stood there for a second. “Enjoy your stay, Mr. and Ms. Long.”

“Thank you, hun,” Sherry said, spinning around. “What’s your name?”

The young man smiled, forming dimples on his cheeks. “Gabe, ma’am.”

“Excellent, Gabe. Thank you for your help. I’ll be sure to ask for you personally when we leave here . . .”

“Great!”

“. . . and maybe before,” she added, drawing an odd, slightly confused look from the poor sap.


Kid is probably still in college, if even,
 Glen thought, frowning, living with his parents
. He crossed his arms over his chest, waiting for Gabe to leave, but the young man was just standing in the doorway like a fool, idly watching Sherry as she turned and scoped out the view again.

“Okay, Gabe, that’ll be all for now, thank you,” Glen finally said, urging the bellhop out as he started to close the door on his face.

“R-Right, thanks again for the tip, Mr. Lo—”

His voice was cut off as the door closed on him.

“Kid’s too nice and too eager by far,” Glen said, shaking his head.

Sherry shrugged. “He just wants a chance to give me his
 tip, after you so graciously gave him yours.”

Glen chuckled. He went to the huge bed and plopped down on his back, bouncing and staring up at the ceiling. His arms splayed out at his sides like a marionette. “Oh, my slutty, awful wife. What are we gonna do with you?” he said jokingly, a smile on his face. He closed his eyes.

“Get me in a bath!” Sherry exclaimed, clapping her hands.

When Glen opened his eyes and tilted his head, he saw his wife was down to her thong and bra, the wrinkled dress in a pile on the floor. He admired her broad hips and the straining string of her underwear as it flossed down her heavenly asscrack, splitting her huge buttocks apart. Her bra struggled to keep her large bouncing tits in place as she started to walk toward the bathroom, located near the front door. She had slight curves at her midsection and large thighs that showed little in the way of a thigh gap, but Glen only appreciated it even more. She was voluptuous to the highest degree, and all that soft, pillowy flesh just made her more desirable in his eyes.

More cushion for the pushin’, as they say. 

“Damn, but you do look good,” Glen mumbled. “I didn’t get to see you in all your glory in the airplane.”

“But you got to fuck me in all my glory, at least. You should be happy I gave you that.”

“I am, hun, don’t get me wrong. I guess it would have been nice to go first, rather than letting Mr. Robert the Bruce break you open.”

Sherry threw her bra aside, letting her boobs fall out in front of her. She stood in the doorway with her hands on her hips. “Be grateful you got anything, cuckboy. I could have left you in your window seat with your little pecker aching stiff in your hand.”

Glen frowned. He wasn’t used to this nasty side of Sherry, but he couldn’t blame her for taking advantage of it—he had practically created the monster. And she knew that it turned him on, being spoken to that way.

“True. I am very grateful, madam,” he said with a mock formal tone.

Sherry sighed and shook her head, then disappeared into the bathroom. “I’m taking a sixteen-hour bath now, honey,” her voice echoed.

“Can I . . . join you?” Glen probed tentatively.

“Don’t even think about it!” Sherry snapped.

With a frown, Glen said, “F-Fine. Dammit.” It was worth a shot. Though I know if I was able to satisfy her, she’d have no qualms with letting me fuck her in the warm, refreshing water . . .


“And when I’m out,” Sherry added, “I expect there to be a feast awaiting my arrival! If you want to get lucky at all this trip, you’re going to have to do as I say.”

Glen smiled, staring up at the stucco ceiling again. “Yes, mommy, I will. I promise. Your wish is my command.”
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CONTRARY TO HER CLAIM
, Sherry’s bath didn’t take sixteen hours. In fact, it took less than one. But when she came out of the bathroom wrapped in a fuzzy pink towel that went down to her knees, with her hair in a pineapple on her head and another towel wrapped around it, she looked rejuvenated and refreshed.

Gone was the bloodshot eyes and awkward limp. She was bright-eyed and bushy-tailed and seemed much calmer and in control of herself.

Droplets of water sizzled off her skin, disappearing like condensation on a clouded window as she walked out into the crisp room.

“Goddamn, I feel like a million bucks now,” she said, sighing loudly in relief.

In front of her, to her surprise, was a table with sandwiches and cold beers and hors d’oeuvres. Glen was stationed behind the table, sitting on the foot of the bed, with his arms raised at his sides in a sign of great victory. “Ta-da!” he said, a wide grin on his face.

Sherry smiled at him and rushed to the bed, leaned over the table, and kissed him on the lips.

Glen closed his eyes, trying to become lost in that kiss—she felt and tasted like Sherry again, and he loved it—but his wife pulled back before he could start to enjoy it too much. He didn’t have time to melt in her sensual embrace, and it made him sad.

They ate happily, though, scarfing down their sandwiches and slugging two beers each within fifteen minutes.

The sun was starting to lower, and a bright glare cast in through the window.

Squinting, Glen turned and shielded his eyes as the golden light reflected on his face. “Looks like we only have a couple hours of daylight left, hun. Want to hit the beach?”

“You read my mind, Mr. Long. I want to be at the beach every waking moment of this trip!”

“You mean every moment when you’re not in the sack with Jailbait Gabe.” Glen smirked, winking at her.

Sherry rolled her eyes, making it as noticeable as possible. “You’re not gonna let that die, are you?”

“If you had never said a thing about his bubble butt, maybe . . . but, no, I’m not.”

“Then you better not be jealous when I let him bend me over that king-size bed and stuff my asshole with his big young cock.”

Glen’s eyes bulged. “Jesus, woman.” His dick twitched in his pants. “What if he’s gay? I mean, did you see that smile he gave us?”

She shrugged. “Then I’ll let him bend you
 over the bed and stretch your tight ass with his bitch-breaker.”

“And what makes you think he has a big dick, oh sweetest wife of mine?”

Sherry crossed her legs, resting one knee over the other. “All young guys these days have big cocks. At least, from what I’ve seen in pornos.”

Glen snorted. “Real life isn’t porn, honey.”

“Also,” she added, “he has wide hips and a fluffy ass. With all that junk in that trunk, I bet he’s sporting a nice python down the front of his trousers.”

Glen cocked his head to the side. “That makes no sense at all, babe. What does having a big butt and wide hips have anything to do with it? To me, it seems like skinny guys are always the most hung—or at least they look like it by contrast—”

“You’re a good exception to that rule.”

Glen frowned, his head sinking.

“Sorry, hun, but you ran into that one. No, I think when you’re sturdy down below in one aspect, then you’re probably endowed in all aspects. That’s why I think if women had penises, they’d be huge—bigger than guys’ peckers. Women are naturally curvier, bulkier, with way bigger butts.”

“I’m not following your logic, hun,” Glen said, then pulled the last dregs of his beer.

Sherry waved him off. “Forget about it, Glenny. Let’s go hit the beach before we lose all the light!”
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SHERRY MADE SURE TO
 wear the skimpiest bikini to the beach that she owned, much to Glen’s delight and chagrin. Being the jealous man that he was, he was worried about all the predatory eyes that would inevitably fall on his wife’s incredible body, but he also liked looking at it himself . . .

So he was in a bit of a Catch-22 predicament—damned if you do, damned if you don’t.

But there was no dissuading her from wearing whatever she wanted, of course. So, tight bikini top that sunk from the heaviness of her tits, the flesh bulging out from the top and bottom and sides, mashing her boobs together to create massive cleavage? Check. Skimpy bikini bottoms that were little more than strings tied together loosely at the sides, just waiting for her to make one wrong move and burst the bottoms apart? Check. The tight string of her thong bikini creased her ass just like her underwear, but this string was even tinier, and it seemed to strain against the heavy bumping rhythm of her butt as she walked.

Or, rather, marched. Sherry Long going through the lobby of the Hilton couldn’t be described as “walking.” It was a show, more than anything else, and she received more than a few eyes before they’d even reached outside the lobby.

Glen stayed close, but two steps behind her shadow. He wanted to be close enough so that people knew she was with someone, but not close enough to earn her ire and wrath.

He was more scared of his wife since becoming a cuck than he had ever been before.

The beach was literally mere footsteps away from the hotel. Glen couldn’t have picked a better locale.

The sun was waning as they reached the bright beach. The sand was a light beige color, healthier and grainier than the sand back in San Diego. The colors all over were magnificent. The waves were pristine and blue, and hundreds of tourists and locals were still out in droves, sunbathing, playing ballgames, frolicking in the cresting, frothy waves.

They walked through the sand barefoot, holding their flip-flops in their hands. The unevenness of the ground only made Sherry’s voluptuous body bounce even more.

Glen started to feel self-conscious about all the eyes honing in on him and his wife—mostly his wife, of course, but plenty of people were staring at him with odd looks. They were mostly locals—dark-skinned Hawaiians with their board-shorts hanging off their hips, showing off the Vs that went down to their pelvises.

There were also plenty of tanned, handsome young men from out of town, who had come to Hawaii on surf vacations. The waves were pretty minor in this part of the beach, but a mass of surfers were out in the water, waiting in the lineup for the next set of waves to crash toward the coast.

Sherry managed to find a spot out of sight of most of the tourists, to Glen’s surprise. He thought she would have chosen a spot front and center, given her great need for attention, and her great want to get shagged by every big swinging dick in town.

But, no, she chose an offshoot from where the main body of tourists lay, near a rocky outcropping on either side that created a small lagoon in front of them, where the water casually rolled up and spit back out into the sea. They were surrounded by rocks in a crescent circle around them, but their little spot had a nice plot of flat sand for them to lie out on.

They took their hotel towels and laid out, letting the sun bask them in warmth.

“Ahh, this is the life,” Glen said from his back, putting his hands behind his head. He closed his eyes, letting the sun blare into his dark sunglasses. His pale white skin burned almost immediately, and it felt ravenously good, if not blisteringly hot.

He was flat on his back, without a care in the world, while Sherry was propped up on her bum, arms outstretched behind her, belly craned, scoping out the surfers in the distance.

She saw one young man catch a wave and soar across the lip of it like a golden god—his glittering hair blowing in the breeze, his dark bronze skin reflecting the shimmer of water spewing off his body as he caught the barrel inside the wave.


God, these guys are so fucking hot,
 Sherry told herself, biting her lips, unable to take her eyes off the spectacle.

More fine young men slashed across the waves, were spit out toward the shoreline, and then started to turn on their boards and paddle back out.

Seagulls flocked overhead, squawking and drawing Sherry’s eyes toward the sky. Palm trees fluttered in the breeze, their top-heavy limbs leaning outward like great natural buildings that were about to collapse.

“No kidding,” Sherry said to herself in a low voice. “This really is the life. I could get used to this . . .”

“What’d ya say, Sher?” Glen asked, eyes still closed, his voice warbly. It was clear that he was on the verge of passing out in the sun, which made sense after their long day of travel, plus the sandwiches and beer they’d just eaten and drank.

“Oh, nothing, honey. Go back to sleep.”

Glen groaned and said nothing, turning his head away from the sun. His mouth fell open, and he looked cute as sleep took over.

Sherry surveyed her surroundings. She had chosen this spot strategically, of course—it was secluded from outsiders, and it was hard to look in. You’d have to be on top of the rocks to spy on whatever was going on here . . .
 

They had managed to scoot into the crescent bay by skirting the rocks while a dramatic tide pulled the waves out into the ocean. They had hurried past the jutting crag and found themselves in the little nook.

It was perfect for all sorts of scandalous things.

Sherry’s mind started to wander, back to the airplane and the severe dicking she’d taken from that old silver fox, Robert.

My, he had been something else . . .

Imagine what he could do with a proper bed at his disposal! Or a laundry room . . . a fridge . . . shit, anything but the tiny, cramped quarters of an airplane bathroom.

As her brain started to arouse her, she wondered how she could find someone in this throng of tourists and surfers. Surely there were horny, hot people just waiting for the opportunity to bone in public . . .

It was such a scandalous thought, getting pounded in a public beach, where the chance of someone finding you and spying on you was so high.

She was too lazy to try to push past the tide again, to leave her reclusive cocoon lagoon and try to poach a prospective lover.

But just then, lady luck was on her side.

Her eyes quirked and she looked down at the approaching wave rolling in, pushing over little bumps of seaweed and shells like a tiny avalanche. The tide was still easily twenty feet from her and Glen, but she noticed something as the water neared.

A surfboard, laxly floating and spinning in the froth, at the tip of the water.

As the tide rolled back out, it left the white surfboard sitting in the sand, stuck in the wetness like a turtle that couldn’t get the oomph to shove back into the water.

Sherry frowned. She debated getting up and either pushing the board back into the ocean, or snagging it so it didn’t get lost.

But before she could act, a head popped out from the crag to her right—from where she had entered earlier.

A handsome, dark face stared at her, with piercing eyes and glittering blond hair. “Hello there,” he said. “Don’t mind me, yeah? I’m just here to collect my board. Got spit out and flung this way.”

It was the same surfer that she had just watched moments before, gliding and cutting through the waves like an absolute sparkling deity.

A smile crept up Sherry’s face as the young man rounded the corner of the rocks, displaying his body in full view.

It was an immaculate, toned body with a six-pack full of bulging abs and his board shorts suctioning tightly to his toned legs, from them being soaked by the water.

Sherry noticed another bulge showing, south of where his abs protruded . . .

As the boy bent down to pick up the board, and then turned to walk away, Sherry said, “Well, w-wait.”

The young man turned, his board stuffed under his arm like a briefcase. He tilted his head at Sherry, his bushy eyebrows arched downward.

Skittishly, Sherry pulled herself forward, until she was on her knees at the edge of the towel. Unsure how to break the ice, she went with a simple opening, though she was a bit nervous and embarrassed:

“W-What’s your name, hun?”
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Chapter Five


S
he stayed on her knees as the young man approached. Sherry could see the outline of the boy’s cock as plain as day as he walked toward her with an undeniable swagger in his step.

He knew he was a beautiful boy, and his confidence was absolutely shining off his body, much like the sun. He had a warm, pleasant brown tone to his skin, rippled and wiry muscles from surfing all day, and he was packing more heat than should have been allowed in his smallish frame.

He was probably shorter than Glen, even, and at least a few inches shorter than Sherry, but it didn’t matter when his board-shorts showed off such an impressive weapon, the thin fabric of his shorts clinging to his skin, watertight.

Sherry had to keep from drooling as he stepped forward. “Jesus. Guys like you should be illegal,” she drawled, her eyes unable to move from his package.

When he finally stood over her, blocking the sun with his body, he dropped his surfboard on the sand near Sherry’s knees. He put his hands on his hips, making sure to thrust forward a bit to show that what he was smuggling in his drawers wasn’t just an illusion.

Wetness dripped from him. Wetness dripped from Sherry, too. Her knees instinctively pushed inward, her thighs clamping tightly shut at the arousal that stormed through her being. Her libido was on fire, enflamed by the essence of perfection standing before her.


I really need to visit Hawaii more often,
 she thought. Then again, she knew that San Diego had boys just like this, if only she went out and searched for them.

His jaw was chiseled and clenched, almost square, but it gave way to a rounded, sublime face that lacked any bit of stubble or shadow. His hair was sun-bleached, dark gold at the ends and bright platinum at the top, like Blondie.

He could have been the same age as the bellhop, Gabe, or he could have even been younger. Sherry didn’t know, and she didn’t care—Glen was asleep, so she wouldn’t be getting any chastisement from him.

The boy chuckled as he stared down at her, his eyes hovering over the tops of her bulging tits. He could see down her bikini top, into her mashed cleavage.

“I’m Johnny.”

“I’m Sherry.”

Johnny nudged his chin at Glen’s sleeping body. “Who’s this pasty bag of bones?”

“My husband.”

Johnny’s face screwed up. “How the hell . . . whatever, I don’t want to know. I can see by the way you’re looking at me, you’re trying to cheat on him? That’s pretty slutty, little miss MILF.”

“MILF?! I’m only thirty, Johnny.”

He shrugged, his perfect shoulders bobbing. “Way older than me. And you didn’t answer my question.”

Sherry was turned on by his aggressiveness and straightforwardness. Entitled, gorgeous boys like this were used to getting what they wanted, and he probably screwed all the hot girls his age on this very beach, if not on the beach back home, wherever he came from.

“My husband is a cuckold, honey.”

Johnny’s face twisted again. “I don’t know what that is.”

“Do you care?”

“No.”

“All right then. So, it’s settled?”

Johnny tilted his head, keeping his hands on his hips. “What, you want to throat my fat cock and worship my big bloated balls?”

Sherry’s eyes widened from the boy’s sudden tone and his filthy words. She struggled to speak.

“What? I can’t hear you, lady. Speak up, you big-titted cow.”

She finally just nodded. In little more than a whisper, she said, “Y-Yes, please . . .”

“Aww, she’s shy now. Jeez, you cock-hungry sluts just love having your throats filled by big thick cocks, feeling your faces getting ruined as heavy nuts slap against your chin and make a sloppy mess of your face. You’re all the same.”

Sherry felt like such a lewd slut, listening to this hung little surf rat degrading her so, but it made her so damn horny. And she couldn’t deny his words—it was exactly what she wanted.

“M-My pussy is dripping juices like a waterfall, Johnny,” she said meekly.

Just imagining getting my throat used like he said gets me in heat. It fills me with such a need to have someone’s cock deep down my throat, until his balls slap my slutty face and he chokes me until he pours cum-loads down my neck like the silly little fucktoy I am . . .

Where Robert had been brusque and pretty non-verbal, this kid seemed much different. Sherry loved dirty talk, and he seemed quite experienced in it. What he might lack in actual experience, he would hopefully make up for in—

Johnny slid his board-shorts down to his knees.

The most beautiful cock and balls Sherry had ever seen flopped out, hanging down between his legs like a full snake. It was brown and smooth and huge, with a bright red, spongy crown leaking pre-cum already. His ballsack was also smooth, hairless—if he had been pale, he might have had that naked molerat look, but with him being so tanned and colorful, it only heightened the beauty of his thick shaft.

“Jesus Christ, you’re so freaking hung!” Sherry exclaimed, slapping a hand to her mouth. “What is it about all you mean, abusive punks having huge cocks?”

Johnny shrugged nonchalantly. “I guess alpha studs like me are just born, not made, honey-tits.”

“God, I bet that monstrous cock and those giant balls need to get milked 24/7, huh?”

It was just inches from her face, smelling of ocean water and salt. It looked fresh and clean, not like a wrinkled mess that some dudes looked like—not like Robert’s thick veiny rod, or Glen’s pale, meager little wiener.

This boy absolutely had all the best genes—perfect skin, a gorgeous face, and an award-winning cock like she’d never seen before.

“24/7? I guess we’ll see, huh? I’m gonna fuck your face now.”

Before Sherry could nod her understanding, Johnny had his hands behind her head, cupping her skull and bringing her face forward. Her lips and nose smeared with pre-cum as Johnny’s heavy manhood dragged against her face. It was becoming bigger and bigger as the seconds passed, while Sherry was becoming wetter and wetter as she waited for the hung boy to do his worst.

Johnny’s cock lifted up from his legs, arching and curving like a banana.

God, that thing will absolutely hit all my deepest spots . . . I can’t wait!

The boy pushed forward, his shorts still ringed around his knees.

Sherry reached around and cupped his small butt, squeezing his cheeks and pushing him into her. His cock parted her lips, then slid past them and plunged into her mouth. It forced her tongue down as it filled her cheeks with manmeat and a salty taste.

Johnny was bucking his hips while Sherry still had a surprised look on her face. Her eyes bulged as the boy’s dick kissed the back of her throat, then went further down her neck and pushed apart her esophagus.

Her neck bloated.

The boy’s balls swung pendulously between his legs, dangling low and menacingly. As he grunted and picked up pace, keeping a tight hold on her blonde head, those balls started to pummel her chin, swinging up into the bottom of her jaw where it punched her muscles and made her tongue bounce and get all screwy.

He lunged and clutched the back of her head, sending as much of his cockmeat down her throat as he could muster, then keeping it there until she was choking and gagging. 

Tears filled the corners of her eyes as she deepthroated the boy. Panic swept through her body as she was dominated for the second time that day.

Johnny held his position and groaned like an eager fuckboy, not caring if he was doing the older woman harm.

Sherry couldn’t believe that she had gone through the entire spectrum of manhood this day—banging a 60-year-old in the airplane bathroom, and now getting facefucked by someone who could have been that man’s grandson!

Plap-plap-plap—

Johnny’s enormous balls continued to clap against her chin, drawing out loud echoes that were drowned out by the rolling waves behind them. The sun bathed Johnny’s back and made his glorious body into a silhouette, so it looked like Sherry was just getting skullbanged by a dark, evil ghost.


Ughh I’m so helpless against those big plump balls!
 Sherry’s mind screamed. They relentlessly pelted her face, and they were starting to smack so hard that it was becoming painful. She was worried that a bruise might form between her neck and her chin, in that tender spot of flesh . . .

And she was starting to lose air going to her brain. The boy’s girth was wide enough to cut off her airways and clog her esophagus.

He was indeed making a sloppy mess of her pretty face, and his hips just kept moving, faster and faster.

The clogged choking sound became wet and sloppy.

Glen could hear it in his dreams, and it gave him a boner that strained against his own board-shorts. He started to pitch a tent, and Johnny just looked over and laughed at the meager tent, compared to the massive jaw-breaker he had lodged inside the man’s cute, cow-titted wife.

Johnny punched Sherry’s face with his cock and looked down on her as he shoved her mouth onto his smooth girth like her head was little more than a watermelon. A fucktoy and cum-receptacle for him to enjoy.

The gags and rough choking sounds did little to make him worry about hurting her with his mammoth erection—her hands were still clamped like iron claws on his butt, and she was still urging him forward.

So, despite the lewd, deathly sounds, it couldn’t have been that bad!

Eventually, he planted his cock to the hilt on her lips and hugged her head, leaning over and unable to see the pretty ballooning of the slut’s neck from how his dick curved down her esophagus and pushed her muscles outward.

He unloaded deep down her throat, feeling the swirl and spurt of cum surge down her neck and into her tummy.

Jizz jetted from the woman’s nose, while her lips and the ring around her lips looked glazed like a donut. When he pulled away, keeping her head steady so she wouldn’t fall over, her eyes rolled around and she had a half-dead, half-tired expression of defeat on her face.

Her sunglasses were askew, making her look like nothing more than a silly fuckdoll.

Before she could say anything, either to object or tell him to slow down, he had her turned around. Then he bent her over on the towel and had her in the doggy position.

This boy is too much! Gahhh, he’s so good at owning me, and now he’s gonna demolish my poor little pussy!

“Think your tight little snatch can take this big piece of meat, Sherry?”

“Ahh, I don’t care! Please use me until I break! Fuck me stupid!”

“Your face is already fucked stupid, you slut.”

“B-B-But . . . please be gentle with your big fat cock, honey! I don’t know if my big ass can handle so much beef!”

Johnny snorted and snapped Sherry’s thong down, revealing her asscrack and puckering butthole. He spit on his cock and lathered it against the woman’s crack, sliding it up and down until his spit mingled with her sweaty asshole and lubed up her crevice.

His free hand curved inward and his small fingers found her pussy, then started prodding and poking.

Sherry’s whole body lost feeling for a moment, her nerves jerking her around. Her arms wobbled and her knees knocked inwardly once more.

Then he was suddenly grunting and she could feel his hips against her—he was inside her, pushing deeper and deeper.

Right here in public, she was getting fucked by this random small surfer boy, getting her insides filled and stretched by his enormous magical fuckwand.

She screamed, cumming from his insertion, her body jolting.

Glen blinked his eyes a couple of times, first hearing her shouts inside his head, then it all came rushing into real life.

He looked down and saw he had a boner.

Then he heard the telltale, sloppy sound of flesh smacking into flesh, and he turned his head to see that a stranger had his wife bent over and was fucking her incredibly hard and fast.

The boy fucking her looked even younger than Gabe—and he was relentless in his punishing thrusts. Sherry was moaning and twitching like a madwoman, and Glen almost wanted to reach out and shove the boy away, but then Sherry started laughing hysterically and he knew that she had wished this upon herself.

He’d fallen asleep and gotten sunburned, and while he had, his wife had seduced a local surfer and was now getting absolutely skewered and used by him.

What a goddamn day! 

“Johnny, oh Johnny boy, you’re so big and strong! You’re such a little guy but you’re twice the man that my husband is!” Sherry shouted, realizing that Glen had woken up and was now staring at her with horrid fascination written all over his face.

She could tell that Johnny didn’t know how to be gentle—not with his overbearing, huge brown cock. All he knew how to do was fuck like a jackhammer and make women cum their brains out.

He was such a perfect cutie for Sherry to bend over for, too. She just wanted the cute, hung boy to slam his smooth hips against her while he only thought about feeling good and spurting—only thought of his own satisfaction.

Little did he know, Sherry was cumming almost constantly. His massive curved dick was bending and hitting her in all the perfect spots, rolling against her G-spot before it pushed her bumpy walls and bloated her belly.

His balls were swinging in synchronicity with his aggressive hip-thrusts.

Glen’s shorts were to his knees now, but he was still on his back, staring over at the spectacle of his wife getting used and demolished.

She was getting dicked down so hard!

Johnny pushed down on her protruding spine and her arms gave out. She was now on her belly, her tits smashed up against her, the soft pillows spooled out near her neck. Her arms were stretched out at her sides, one of them reaching out and clutching Glen’s arm.

Johnny stayed inside her and fucked with mad abandon. He squatted over the woman and used his god-given balance and surfer’s leg-strength to hover over her and dip down with his curved fuckrod, so it continuously plowed into her. His calves flexed at the sides of her buttocks as he crouch-rammed her.

His small bum collided with her huge flabby ass, while his balls spanked her bum and caused her skin to ripple and jiggle.

The slaps were loud, lewd, wet.

From behind the rocky crag near the rolling tide, Glen heard voices:

“Goddamn, Johnny’s really giving it to that big bimbo bitch!”

“Should we jump in there? Tag-team her ass?”

“Nah, let him have his fun.”

Glen’s eyes swept to the tide, saw three brown heads poked out from behind the rocks, giggling and laughing as they watched their young friend dominate the older woman.

“Go away, hoodrats!” Glen cried out. His dick was in his hand and he was utterly embarrassed that these kids could see him getting cucked by their young hung friend.

Johnny gave the boys a show. He grabbed Sherry by the shoulders and hoisted her up like a limp fish. She could hardly move, other than the occasional trembling of her body, and the goose bumps rising on her flesh.

Then he spun her around so his friends could see him yank down her bra and watch as her huge pale tits tumbled free. He wrapped his arms around her back and cupped those massive breasts, then squeezed tightly while he fucked her. 

Then he pulled back on her arms, but kept her on her knees, while he railed her from below, holding her stationary.

“Ugh, gah, fuuuck! So gah-gah-good!” Sherry stuttered as her body bounced from the boy’s forceful thrusts. She couldn’t even see the boys in the distance, she was so blinded by her clenched eyes and bouncing sunglasses on her face.

But she could feel Johnny expanding inside her, ruining her insides and rearranging her guts. He didn’t know how to stop, though it seemed like he was on the verge of cumming. Her tits were painfully bouncing, free from her bikini, and they were smacking into her chin from jumbling so hard.

Sherry hoped that Glen was watching all of this and getting aroused. The sound of his frictional jerking off, off to the side, confirmed her suspicion.

She was in a similar position as when this all had begun, when she’d throated the boy’s monstercock. But now he was under her, his thin legs flexing while her buttocks jiggled on the tops of his thighs. She was practically sitting on his lap, but somehow he had managed to pull her arms back and make them useless, like a puppetmaster commanding a marionette.

She felt like a fuckdoll, a toy, like her body didn’t even belong to her.

With sudden ferocity, she squirted, sending out a plume of juices and cum and piss, which arched and curved like an exploding fire hydrant nearly ten feet away. It was probably the most powerful explosion she’d ever squirted.

Johnny continued. He grunted, rammed into her a final time, and felt her ass jiggle against his smooth hips.

Then he unleashed his torrential load inside her, and the cum surged and filled her pussy tunnel. The wet sticky noise echoed through the breaking waves as it cut through the sounds of nature.

He jammed his cock inside her pussy a few more times, pumping for all he was worth, while his dark horsecock throbbed inside her and filled her with his sticky load.

Sherry yelled in an exasperated moan, her head leaning back to cry up to the heavens.

Glen spurted, blowing his own jizz onto his stomach, then rolling onto his side to watch the much younger, much more dominant boy ruin his wife with his thick load.

All these bastards are so hung! How does she find them, and why can’t I be like that?!

When Johnny was finished with her, like the entitled brat that he was, he simply let go of her arms and watched as she slid forward. Her body was loose and rubbery, numbed by the harsh, merciless fucking she’d endured.

Her ass jiggled forward and slid off his cock, his dick crown plopping out with a wet splurge.

A gout of cum spilled out of her gaping cunt and splashed onto the sand and her hotel towel, then trickled down her legs. Her G-string was pulled to the side of her asscrack, revealing her puffy pink butthole.

She landed facedown, ass-up, and Johnny debated crawling over her and cumming inside her for a third time—this time in her ass.

But he could tell that his three buddies wanted to get back out into the water.

It had been a while since he’d screwed anyone on this beach, but he’d found himself a nice, soft, curvy bitch and used her like the cum-dump she was. Now that he was done with her, it was time to party with his friends some more.

He got up and put his bare foot on her asscrack.

Sherry moaned again.

Johnny burrowed his big toe inside her butthole, and Sherry shook her ass, trying to let it go deeper—perhaps thinking it was his cock.

But no, his dick was getting softer now, finally, and it slapped noisily against his thighs—still wet from the sweat and warm sun and ocean water.

“You have yourself a keeper, bitch boy,” Johnny said to Glen, then laughed and removed his toe from his wife’s anus. He picked up his surfboard then wandered off. From over his shoulder, he said, “A little word of advice. With a little pindick like that, you might want to try shoving it in her tight asshole, right now, before she realizes what’s happening!”

He snickered and disappeared behind the rocks as he was pulling up his board-shorts, trying to fit his oversized manhood in the tight, wet clothes.

Glen heard one of his friends say, “Damn, dude, I had no idea you were so hung!”

Another laughed and said, “You really fucked that broad up! Doubt she’ll be walking straight for a week!”

“It’s what she wanted,” Glen said. Then their voices trailed off.

Sherry was still in a stupor, unable to catch her breath. She had been so ravenously fucked, so viciously, and so quickly, that her body was still numbed.

That’s when she felt hands cupping her big buttocks.

“G-Glen, is that . . . you?”

Glen, the cucked husband, decided to do as the dominant boy said. He was arching his back, trying to get his dick hard again.

Then he was sliding it over Sherry’s crack, angling her butt so it was raised even more.

“I’m sorry, Sherry, but it’s just so . . . inviting . . .”

Sherry snorted. Her voice was muffled by the sand near her face. “It’s . . . it’s okay, honey. Go ahead.” I doubt I’ll feel it anyway.
 “But afterwards, I want you to draw me another bath upstairs in the hotel room . . .”

Glen drooled at her bouncy booty, his hands digging into her cheeks. His cock neared her puckering hole, and he thought, Yes, finally, a tight hole that might make us both feel great . . .


To Sherry, he simply smiled down at her naked, cum-ridden form, and said, “Of course, honey. Anything you wish, my love.”

[image: ]



[image: ]


Ganged

Into

Submission

[image: ]


Bella Beaumont

[image: ]


For Love’s Sake

Book 3


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or, if real, are used fictitiously.

Copyright © 2019 by Bella Beaumont

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a review.


Also by Bella Beaumont

Little Big Man Series

Professor on the Prowl

In Too Deep

Professor’s Plaything

Three’s Company, Four’s a Crowd

A Teachable Moment

A Big Hard Lesson

When in Doubt, Stretch ‘em Out

Working Out the Kinks

Put in Her Place

Forbidden Lust Series

Played By Him

Awed By Him

Used By Him

Controlled By Him

Humiliated By Him

Trained By Him

The Futagirl’s Journey Series

Rose Filled with Love

Rose Trains Her Professor

Rose Reveals Her Huge Secret

Rose Receives Her Punishment

Rose Gives Him the Shaft

Rose Submits to Her Prey

Rose Takes Care of the Nurse

Rose Falls for a Trap

Rose Meets Her Match

Taming Ms. Steele Series

Punished by the Stud

Back in the Saddle

Stable Full of Stallions

Broken by the Bronco

Hot to Trot

Best in Show

The Futa Girl and the Trap Series

Big Packages Come in Small Things

Too Big for Her Britches

The Bigger They Are, the Harder They Come

Her Royal Hungness

Dominated by the Cosplay Cuties

Give Them an Inch, They Take a Mile

The Viking’s Hunger Series

Raiding Her Fertile Garden

The Taboo Voyeur

Can’t Stop Won’t Stop

No Shame in Their Game

Spilling the Family Secrets

Mothers Know Best

A Taste of His Own Medicine

Conflict of Interest

Triangle of Lust

Triangle of Lust

Giving in to Daddy

My Kinky Fun Summer

Making a Sissy

Not Your Everyday Dom

Her Big Morning Surprise

Bonding Over the Bimbo

For Love’s Sake

Losing Her to the Alpha

Business or Pleasure

Ganged Into Submission


[image: ]


Chapter One


S
herry Long wandered the length of the beach in front of her hotel, soaking up the sun and the thinly-veiled stares from passersby. She smirked at the slack faces gazing upon her, knowing what was going through their heads.

She wore a skimpy pink bikini that hardly contained her voluptuous figure, her curves spilling out of the top and bottom of her swimwear. Her long blonde hair had become lighter and more luminous during her five-day stay in Hawaii, and now it flitted in the breeze around her neck and shoulders, every once in a while flowing into her face. Her huge breasts swayed with every sashaying step she took, her round ass bounced with her heavy footfalls. She was tan and fit and looked a decade younger than her 30 years.

The men she passed by were practically drooling as they laid eyes on her, before receiving scowls from their own significant others. Many probably thought she was a celebrity, she walked with such confidence. The horny gaze of the male mind was impossible to hide beneath those glazed, wanting eyes. Every man on that beach longed for her, even though they quickly looked away, shamefully, once Sherry locked eyes with them.

The women practically sneered at her. Many of them were darker and tanner than she was—native Hawaiians who didn’t like an out-of-towner coming in and riling up their fanbase, the hot surfers and lifeguards and tourists and locals. They were disapproving of Sherry’s arrogant march down the beach, from one horizontal end to the other. Many of them probably mouthed things under their breath, like, “Look at that Cali hussy, flaunting her big tits and fake ass.” “What a slut.” “She needs to go home before a real
 man shows her she’s not all that.”

But Sherry couldn’t be bothered. She had lived a jealous-free life up until this point, and she wasn’t going to change at the behest of some envious Hawaiian bitches.

How does that phrase go? Ah, yes: Quiet, fives, a ten is speaking . . .

Sherry giggled to herself, which only caused her curves to jiggle even more radically. She knew she was getting quite full of herself, and that this vacation gleam wouldn’t last forever, so she wanted to soak it up as much as she could before having to return home to San Diego.

It was her and her husband’s last day in Hawaii. Glen had opted to stay in the hotel, at the pool, sponging the warmth in a different atmosphere, while Sherry walked along the beach, staring out at the people behind her and the waves in front of her.

She wasn’t striding through the sand on a whim, either—she wasn’t just there to make people jealous and drool after her. She had come with a purpose.

Earlier that morning, while Glen was in the shower in their hotel room, Sherry had secretly reached out to someone she had only recently met. She had dived into her purse and retrieved a crumpled napkin with a name and number on it.

Robert Sterling, the construction manager she had met on the plane en route to Hawaii. The same man Sherry had invited into the restroom during the flight, to bang the shit out of her—and he had more than delivered. The older, rough gentleman had mercilessly fucked the life and juices out of Sherry, in that cramped little space, and she had loved it.

Sherry Long appreciated a good, masculine man. Her husband was definitely not that, and given her somewhat haughty attitude in recent weeks, she had loved getting put in her place on that flight. Even better was when poor Glen had come in and cleaned her up—cleaned up the cum coating her body after being disciplined so severely by such a superior man. A powerful daddy figure. It was nice knowing that there were still men out there who wouldn’t wilt under her impassioned stare, who would use their arousal as a form of punishment on her.

She lived for things like that.

And Robert had been an excellent benefactor of that alpha, dominant behavior.

So she had found his number and called him, telling him that it was her and Glen’s last night in Hawaii, and she was wondering if he was doing anything that night . . .

“Ah, Ms. Long, I’m pleased to hear your voice.”

“You as well, Robert,” she’d said in a low, sultry tone. She wanted to lay it on thick, to get the hint across early. There was no point in beating around the bush—Robert had already thoroughly beat around her bush, as it were.

When she had continued, asking if he had any plans for that evening, she could hear the smug smile on the other line.

“Sherry, you are practically purring with passion. Burning with it. You haven’t been fulfilled during your entire stay on Oahu, I take it? Is that why you’re calling me?”

“Oh, no, quite the contrary. I’ve been filled and plowed every way from Sunday, Robert.”

Disappointment in Robert’s voice. “Oh. I see. From your husband?”

“Of course not. But he’s tried, and I can’t fault him for that.”

A pause. “So . . . why call me, then? If your needs have been being met, that is.”

“Because I want more. Just because my needs have been met doesn’t mean I don’t want . . . excess . . .”

Robert chuckled. “You greedy little minx.”

Sherry smiled. “I want you again, Robert. I want to feel you inside me, churning up my insides . . . pounding my guts.” She laid out on the bed, stretching from head to foot, her toes waggling off the edge of the bed.

“Ah, my little lush, you’re insatiable. I love when you talk like such an unabashed whore.”

Sherry frowned and shrugged. “I’m just trying to have some fun on my last night here. Is that so wrong? Does that make me a whore, Robert?”

A heavy sigh. “I suppose not. My apologies.”

“You don’t need to apologize, daddy . . .”

“Mmm . . .”

“Just . . . stuff me. Pretty please.”

There was another moment of silence, and it was apparent that both phone users were leaning in, proverbially on the edge of their seats, waiting for the next words to come dripping with lust.

Then Robert cleared his throat loudly, startling Sherry.

“As it turns out, Sherry, I’m having a little get-together tonight with some friends. You and your husband are more than welcome to join. Just let it be known that your husband won’t be taking part in the . . . festivities, yes?”

“Of course.”

“So, you’d better take care of his needs before you get here, or else he’s sure to be sorely disappointed.”

“Can he sit in the corner and watch like a good little bitchboy, daddy?” Sherry asked.

“I suppose so.”

“Yay.”

“See you tonight, then?”

“Absolutely.”

“Good. I’ll text you the address. Oh, and Sherry, come wearing your best, yes?”

“I wouldn’t think to do otherwise!” Sherry said, her voice enthusiastic. She could already feel tingles down her spine. It was going to be a wonderful night. She could sense it.

They hung up and Sherry lounged on the bed, sighing contentedly, staring up at the white ceiling, then closing her eyes with a smile on her face.

A minute later, Glen stepped out of the shower, a towel wrapped around his waist. “Hun, who was that on the phone?”

Sherry opened her eyes and craned her neck, looking lazily at her husband in the doorway, at the innocent expression on his face. “Oh, no one, my dear husband. Only your nemesis.”

Glen frowned. “W-What?”

“The man who knows how to satisfy your wife better than you could ever imagine, honey.”

Her husband’s frown only deepened. “Let me guess. Robert?”

A sharp nod.

“And what did the old bastard say?”

“He’s having a party tonight, honey. And we’re going.”

Glen disappeared back into the bathroom, but not before mumbling, “Ah . . . great.”
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SHERRY STOPPED AT THE
 foot of the curling tide, just before the frothing water swept over her toes. She had her arms crossed under her bosom, hoisting it up on her forearms in an absurd way, drawing more speculative eyes from surfers in the ocean.

She was waiting impatiently for a particular surfer to come in from a set. He had carved a wave up, gotten himself barreled in the little turquoise hole, and had been spit out toward the shoreline.

At seeing Sherry standing there at the coast, vision stuck on him, the young man had rolled his eyes. Rather than paddle back out to join his friends in the lineup, he shimmied off his board and walked out of the water, clutching the board under his arm. His wet trunks were skintight against his wiry body, accentuating the bulge between his legs that Sherry found so hard to ignore.

“This better be good,” he said while approaching, the wet saltwater droplets glistening on his golden-bronze skin. “My buddies are gonna think I’ve been pussy-whipped by you, man. I thought I already pounded you into submission well enough, in front of your man, no less.”

“Johnny,” Sherry said flatly, with a little nod. “Nice to see you again, too.”

The young man frowned. “Yeah, okay. What is it?”

“Well, you’re right, you did do all of that—”

“Say it.” Johnny cocked a dark eyebrow, an aggravating smirk on his face. “Tell me what I did, woman.”

Sherry sighed. Now it was her turn to roll her eyes. In a low voice, she said, “You filled my mouth and pussy with your stupid big cock and turned me into a mindless, cum-drenched mess. There, is that better? Do you want me to broadcast it to the whole world?” Her arms flew out to her sides in an annoyed shrug.

Johnny’s smirk turned into a grin. “You just did, babe. Although I didn’t expect you to be so . . . graphic. That was hot as shit.”

“You’re welcome for the pleasing mental image.”

“Whatever,” Johnny said. He still hadn’t stepped completely out of the water, and the tide was rolling up and then washing past his calves, halfway up to his knees. “What, do you want to go back into the cove, bang out a quickie or something? Should we just go to the public restrooms so I can embarrass you in front of all the locals? I think you’d look pretty with your face pinned up against a dirty wall, my big meat-slab wedged in your tight little throa—”

“I don’t have time for that right now, fucker,” Sherry snapped. She looked over both her shoulders, feeling uncomfortable that Johnny was speaking so loudly. Luckily, the walking couples were pretty far away—at least out of earshot—from this point on the wet sand. “I’ve got things to do.”

Johnny’s grin vanished and turned into an exasperated look, as if to say, “Why are you wasting my time then?” He was plucking his feet in and out of the water, stamping and splashing little puddles, obviously impatient to get back to his friends and the good swell that had magically shown up that morning.

“But I wanted to invite you to a party tonight,” Sherry quickly added, raising a finger to stop Johnny before he could complain again. He was still young, after all, and only knew the concept of immediate gratification. “It’s my last night here . . .”

“Ahh,” Johnny drawled. “So you do want another fat piece of Johnny,” the young man said, crudely grabbing his crotch while he spoke.

Sherry was disgusted but turned on. Her eyes flicked southward and saw how Johnny seemed to clutch his hand around a full-sized snake in his board shorts, and she gulped. It turned her on, and her pussy was suddenly wet. She couldn’t help it that this hot little bastard turned her on—shorter and skinnier than her by far, and Glen, no less . . . he was still a hung little freak that knew how to work a girl over good.

Sherry wanted more of that—at least one more taste before she returned home, hopefully at the jealous expense of Glen.

Sherry put her hands on her hips, tilting her head. “Are you gonna make me say that, too, Johnny? I wouldn’t be down here if that wasn’t the case . . . Yes. I want you again.”

“More than just a taste, yeah?”

“More than just a taste. Yes.”

Johnny smiled. “Well, take that phone out from between those fat cow udders and take my number down. Send me the deets.”

Sherry sighed and reached into her bikini top, doing as she was told. She wondered if she was making a big mistake—she hadn’t told Robert that she was going to invite this little monster. Or Glen, of course, but that was to be expected. Maybe Robert would deliciously punish her for this . . .

She took down Johnny’s number as he called it out loud.

Then the surfer said, “I’m getting back in the water. But before I go—what about my friends?”

“What about them?”

“I want to bring them along.”

“Are you the little leader of your pack, Johnny?” Sherry asked, rather cruelly.

But the boy spit it right back in her face. “After they saw what I did to your hot bouncy ass? Hell yeah I am.”

Sherry swiped a couple strands of hair out of her face. Her little slight had backfired, but even that
 had made her hornier than before. She really needed some release . . . maybe it was time to go back to the hotel room . . .

“Fine. Bring your little hoodrat friends. I don’t see that being a problem.”

And maybe I’ll let your little friends each get a turn on me, while Glen watches. Fuck, that could be hot. And if they’re all as well-endowed as this twerp here . . . so help me Lord!

Johnny saw that she was grinning, but also that she had a faraway look in her eyes. She wasn’t glaring at him anymore, behind those big-rimmed sunglasses.

A bit skittishly, he started to back up into the water. He was thrown off by the crazy expression that overtook her features, as if he’d just awoken a horny succubus that couldn’t be satiated.

“Uh, okay, cool,” he murmured. “Bye-bye then!”

And with that, he hopped back into the water, disappearing as he duck-dived under a cresting wave.

Sherry’s semi-lunatic smile remained.

“Yes, you good-for-nothing little cocksman,” she said to herself. “Bye-bye . . . for now . . .”
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Chapter Two


B
efore returning to the hotel, Sherry had a little pit stop to make. She had located a certain “specialty” store rather close by her hotel, deep in the heart of town. She remained in her bikini after leaving the beach, not seeing any reason to put on a whole new set of clothes just to go out to do a little shopping.

People could gawk at her just as well in the city as they could on the beach.

She did throw on a sarong, however—nearly translucent and covered with light purple flowers—to cover her thighs. She didn’t want to be seen as an attention-needing little bitch, after all. Her libido was already inflamed after her short conversation with Johnny the Big Dicked Jackass, and she needed to take care of it. Stat.

The store she went into had covered windows and was very low-key, as these types of places always were. She was helped rather quickly by a cute young thing with a lip-ring and septum piercing, and the things she bought were thrown into a black plastic bag so that they couldn’t be seen by the nosy public.

Then she stopped off next door at a little acai place and got herself a smoothie filled with vitamins and fruit. It tasted wonderful. She felt rejuvenated, full of life, like Wonder Woman.

Two separate guys came up and started flirting with her as she stood at the tiki stand and drank her smoothie, nonchalantly leaning on the little hut-like building with her shoulder.

She obliged their shameless advances, flirting back at them with twice the severity—one of them was a pretty cute Hawaiian guy, after all—but she eventually sent them packing on their way once she told them she needed to return to her husband
 at the hotel.

She realized that, most people, when told you had a husband waiting for you, didn’t press the issue after that. They took the hint and buggered off. But not everyone. It took that special kind of someone—someone with a lack of understanding, empathy, or morals, perhaps; someone like Robert or Johnny—to continue berating a woman with sexual advances so tirelessly.

But neither of these boys had the balls to do that, and they were left with their dicks in their hands, watching Sherry wander off with her shaking ass.

She meandered back to the hotel with her black little bag and a mind full of depraved ideas, and then wandered up to the third story to her room. She passed Gabe the dimpled bellhop on the way, and gave him a seductive smile with half-lidded eyes, then enjoyed how his face ripened like a tomato.

She was walking down the hall on the third floor when she passed by the tall, lanky, awkward young man.

Gabe smiled at her and said, “Afternoon, Ms. Long! You look lovely today!”

He was so innocent and naïve and pure, it almost hurt Sherry’s heart. She had no doubt that he’d grow up to be a bit like Gabe when he was older, because nice guys like him always seemed to finish last, of course, and he had a lot of life experiences to learn before he really came into his own.

Thinking all of that in a split second, she paused as she passed by the young man, who was leading an empty luggage cart from a room he’d probably just left.

“Gabe, you’re such a sweetheart,” she said in passing.

His face lit up with a charming, dimple-ridden smile, and even his eyes seemed to smile.

After they’d crossed, she froze and spun around, watching the young man’s bubble butt shake as he guided the cart toward the elevator. “W-Wait, hun,” she blurted.

Gabe turned, his brows arched downward worriedly. “Yes, ma’am?”

“Please, call me Sherry, Gabe. Remember?”

He scratched the back of his neck, embarrassed, and looked to the carpeted floor. “Right, sorry about that. Force of habit, I guess.”

“No worries, hun. Hey, I have a question for you.”

“What’s up?”

Wicked thoughts were swirling around Sherry’s head, as they had been for days. But she also knew that she would probably never see Gabe again after today, so why not blurt out something outlandish and see how he rolled with the punches?

She was learning to lose her filter while she was on vacation. Though she probably wouldn’t bring it back to San Diego, it was pretty liberating.

Sherry tilted her head, narrowing her eyes on the awkward young man. Staring up at him, she said, “I was just wondering . . . do you ever, like, take advantage of your bellhop position on all these single women coming in for vacation stays?”

He frowned. “I . . . I don’t understand what you mean, Ms. L—Sherry.” He looked truly baffled.

“Like the person whose luggage you just dropped off. I could just see you in there, railing the horny MILF for all she was worth, turning her into a cock-dazed mess on the bed, and then taking her tip, leaving her with her pussy dripping your hot cum down the edge of the bed, and then departing with your little baggage cart, humming a cheery tune down the hall.”

Gabe’s eyes widened so far it looked like they’d jump from his skull. “M-M-Ms. Long! Oh my God!”

Sherry snorted, waving a hand at the young man, relishing in his utter bashfulness and embarrassment, but also feeling a bit of secondhand shame at the comment. “Never mind. It’s just something I can’t stop thinking about. My dirty mind is always in the gutter, so don’t mind me—you’re too innocent for that, I’m sure.”

Gabe stammered, face pinker than a watermelon. “N-No, it’s just, I never expected to hear something so . . . so—”

“Disgusting? Depraved?”

“—lustful. Coming from you.”

Sherry stared down at her wide curves and big tits, but couldn’t see much more underneath that. “What, you don’t think this body warrants such scandalous thoughts?” She chuckled, then leaned in closer to the boy. “A little life lesson, young man: Women are just as horny as men, we just don’t talk about it as much. Except to each other.”

Gabe blinked rapidly. “Noted. Ma’am.”

Sherry said, “Give me a piece of paper and pen,” and wagged her demanding fingers at the boy.

He nodded, reached into six or seven pockets in rapid succession, and finally found a receipt of some kind and a pen. He handed them to Sherry, and she quickly scrawled a few things on the paper. 

“If you get off work tonight at a reasonable hour, this is where I’ll be,” she said, handing the paper and pen back to the bellhop. “It would be nice seeing you.”

Gabe bit the bottom of his lip. His face was finally starting to come down from the sun, not burning up as much as it had been. “And your husband? Where will he be, Sherry?”

She smiled. “Oh, he’ll be with me. But don’t worry about him.” She finished with a wink, and started to turn around to head toward her room.

“T-Thanks?” she heard Gabe said, still profoundly confused at the entire odd exchange.

Sherry loved getting in people’s heads like that—

“Oh, and Ms. Long,” Gabe said, his voice taking on a professional timbre once more.

She spun around, an expectant look on her face.

Gabe’s dimples returned with a mischievous smile. “Never acted on them, but . . . I’ve had those thoughts all the time.”

A delighted look overcame Sherry. She clapped her hands once. “I knew it!” she laughed. “Well well, young man. Maybe it’s time you change your tune, eh? You only live once!”
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SHERRY FOUND HERSELF
 happier than she had been in years when she returned to the hotel room. Maybe it was all the sunlight, or all the kinky, depraved sex she’d been having, or the way she was getting along with Glen . . . or all the above.

Whatever it was, things were good, and she wasn’t going to be brought down.

Glen was sitting on the edge of the bed when she stepped in, leaning over a tray, a sandwich in his hand. He looked up with a mouthful of sandwich and smiled at her.

“You’re back from your beach excursion,” he said after chewing and swallowing. He reached out and took a pull from a half-full Pacifico sitting next to his plate.

Sherry raised the black bag high in front of her. “And I come bearing gifts.”

“Oh? What do you have there?”

Sherry’s face scrunched up enthusiastically, and it was clear that more mischief was on her mind. “Well, maybe it’s a gift for me, more than anyone. I guess we’ll find out.” She skipped to the bed, upturned the bag, and the contents fell out—two things.

“Ta-da,” she said, raising her arms.

Glen’s eyes bulged. He almost spit out his beer. He looked from the object on the bed, up to his wife’s pleased face, and then back at the bed. “S-Sherry . . .”

“Oh, come on, it’s time we experiment a little, don’t you think, honey?”

She could see the trepidation written all over Glen’s face, but she wasn’t going to let it sway her opinion or sour her mood. She reached down and grabbed the hefty “gift,” then held it up in front of her.

What she held in her hand was a thick, six-inch dildo with a strapping apparatus that looked like a harness big enough to perfectly fit her wide hips. Remaining on the bed was a bottle of lube. It had taken her a few minutes to pick out the right size strap-on after getting help from the pierced beauty at the sex shop, but Sherry thought she’d chosen perfectly.

The dildo portion was big enough to please and excite, and it also came jutting back up from the harness, like a Hannibal Lecter mask with a hard tongue sticking out. In this case, the reverse portion of the dildo was another four inches, and it was made to spear right up into her own pussy while she wore the apparatus.

It was bright and blue and looked intimidating, in all its ten-inch glory, to say the least.

Glen was speechless. He hadn’t moved in many minutes, it seemed, and only now took another long gulp of his beer, finishing it off. Then he got up, walked over to their mini-fridge, and yanked out another beer. Cracking the top off the bottle, he upended the beer and craned his neck back, making a show of drinking at least half the bottle in a single, belching gulp.

Sherry put her hands on her hips and stared at him with a duck-face frown. “Come on, Glenny, be an adult about this.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he said, wiping his dripping lips with his forearm. He’d shaved, his curly hair was still wet from a shower, and he looked clean and smelled even better. He was smooth and cute, and the concerned look on his face made him even more adorable.

Because Sherry knew he had no power here.

They’d never stepped over this boundary, but Sherry was sure she’d convince him . . . it was the next logical step forward.

“Listen,” she said, her voice turning serious. “I’m going to go into the bathroom and strap this thing on. Then I’m going to walk out here and find my husband bent over the bed with his shorts around his ankles, ass up in the air. Got it?”

Glen gulped, blinking, his face blank. It started to twist with a fearful expression.

“You have nothing to worry about,” Sherry added, “except pleasure itself. But I want to peg your ass, and I know you secretly want to have your asshole stuffed by your wife’s big dildo, because I can see your cock twitching in those trunks. So, it’s either I do this right here, in the privacy of our hotel room, or I take it with us to Robert’s party and ram you there, in front of everyone. Your decision.”

She finished by putting her hands back on her hips, staring at her husband with a stern look. She was wetter than a faucet, after talking so dominantly, without her voice quavering or cutting out a single time.

Glen’s little “you should fuck other guys” ploy had worked wonders for her self-esteem and mood. More than he’d ever know. It had changed her sexual proclivities, and she now understood her place in the world—to humiliate and punish her husband, while getting disciplined and punished herself by bigger, stronger men.

The silence in the room was excruciating, though, with the staredown seeming to reach no conclusion. So, she said, “What’s it gonna be, babe?”

“Fine,” he snapped, almost immediately after she spoke. Although he couldn’t admit his excitement, and the cogs had been clearly turning in his mind about how to respond, the picture bulging out from his thin board shorts told the whole story.

Sherry smiled.

He wants it. And he’s going to love it, because it’s coming from me, and he loves me more than anything.

“Good,” she said. “Then I’ll be right back.”
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SHERRY STEPPED OUT
 of the bathroom completely naked. Well, she waddled
 out of the bathroom, still trying to get used to the curving mini-banana dildo sticking up her cunt. Her juices flowed down and out of her, mucking up the straps on her legs and pelvis.

Joyfully, she saw that Glen had acquiesced to her request. Her husband was not kneeling, but rather crouching, with his knees digging into the side of the bed. His calves were flexed, his feet twisted in a somewhat awkward way.

And his bare, pale ass was high in the air, positioned above the rim of the bed. He leaned over the mattress with his elbows down and his head nestled in between his arms.

Glen’s asshole was visible due to his lifted ass and his spread cheeks. His butt trembled slightly, and it made Sherry’s juices start flowing even more.

He was scared.

He was not a gay man, after all, and had never taken something up his ass, as far as Sherry had known. He’d never divulged that information about what he’d done during his college years before
 meeting her, but she was fairly certain . . .

She stepped closer to him. Her footfalls were like light earthquakes, with the severity of what she was about to do clear in both their minds.

Like Glen’s original suggestion, there was no going back after this—he would either love it and beg for it all the time, which is what Sherry was hoping for, or he’d hate it.

She scooted up to his rear, then ran her soft hands up his thighs. His balls hung from underneath his ass, with his cock just barely draping over the sack. He wasn’t hard anymore, not after a few minutes of assuming the position and sitting in that position while he waited torturously for Sherry to come out of the bathroom.

But as her soft hands rubbed his thighs, his body tingled. A jolt went through him and his whole body jerked. Sherry giggled.

Then her hands pried deeper . . . they moved to the inside of his thighs, still rubbing him down.

One hand roughly clutched his ballsack. He whimpered. The other hand moved in front of it and stroked his limp dick, from the base to the tip, until it started to harden in Sherry’s warm hand.

She fondled him and played with him for a few moments, all the while her eyes were locked on his puckering asshole that stared up at her like a cyclops. She smiled and bent her head forward—although it was a bit hairy with some scraggly strands sticking out of the hole, it was clean and recently showered and—

Sherry stuck her tongue inside Glen’s asshole. Her husband yelped, jerking forward on the bed again. His right knee knocked into the bed frame and he cursed under his breath.

Glen immediately flexed his buttocks as Sherry’s tongue probed inside of him. Then she licked the rim of his anus and brought her face down, her tongue tracing a line down his crack, until she reached between his damp legs. She flicked his ballsack with her tongue a few times, moving his little stones like she was punching a speed bag. She loved the way it dangled harmlessly and bounced from her powerful tongue shoves.

She went back to his butthole then and started moving more aggressively. Her tongue lurched back and forth inside his tight hole, making him flex his ass muscles every time she poked him. She went from rimming her husband to tongue-fucking his sphincter, and it took a few minutes for the man to relax.

Finally, he did, letting out a long, slow breath. His butt muscle unclenched. The concave sides of his narrow cheeks filled out and flattened as Sherry continued sticking her face in his smelly, warm ass. Her nose nudged against his crack.

Glen was hard as diamonds now. Pre-cum dripped down his cock in long strands, dripping to the edge of the bed and all over his wobbling ballsack. He was moaning in a low voice, trying to hide his pleasure but unable to.

Sherry got deep enough with her tongue to poke his prostate, which sent another bolt of electricity through him.

Then she reeled back, pulling her tongue from his asshole with a final wet kiss on his sphincter.

Glen seemed disappointed, making a strange sound in his throat.

Sherry stuck two small fingers in his rectum and curved them, pressing on his prostate and making a spurt of cum shoot out from her husband’s cock, splashing onto the bed.

“Ohh—God!” he cried.

Then he heard a farting squelch and he furrowed his brow as the fingers were pulled out of his butthole.

A slick sliding sound followed, and then cold wetness shivered through his body, starting at his asshole.

Sherry was lubing herself up.

“Oh God, oh fuck, oh jeez,” he whined, nearly hyperventilating.

“Relax, honey,” Sherry said reassuringly, her voice smooth and warm like honey.

The cold wetness probed his anus, and it slowly seemed to become numb . . .

Then a sharp impact rocked his body and his eyes bulged as he was thrust forward on the bed.

Rough hands grabbed both sides of his asscheeks. His rear seemed to spread apart at the crevice, and there was nothing he could do about it. His back was pushed down on the bed.

Then he was rocking back and forth, his eyes still wide with wonder and pain.

The pain passed within seconds, turning into an unreal moment of pleasure. A soggy sliding sound was reaching his ears, and the cold wetness of the lube was dripping down on his balls from above.

His whole body was shaking.

He realized that his wife was inside him now, the dildo deep in his asshole—just like that. No warning, other than to “relax,” and now Sherry was pegging him, moving back and forth eagerly.

Her hands gripped deep into his buttocks. Her ass moved in a wavy rhythm, like she’d seen other people fucking on pornos with strap-ons—she’d never done it before.

At first, her movements were stilted. But slowly, surely, she started to gain control of her sub. She ripped into Glen’s asshole with powerful thrusts, shaking her much larger waist.

And with every pump of her wide hips, a shockwave of bliss shot through her own body as the backend of the dildo came careening up her sloppy pussy.

Glen was cumming hands-free now. He was groaning and moaning and couldn’t control his own faculties—saliva was trickling down his lips, down his chin, onto the bed.

Sherry pushed down on his backside again and shoved his face into the pillow, trying to dominate him with her bigger body. It worked, easily, and Glen didn’t resist whatsoever.

He seemed paralyzed, first by the sudden coolness, then by the pain, then by the absolute pleasure.

He thought, S-So, this is what all us straight people are missing out from the gays?!


“They’re onto something!” he cried aloud, realizing his words made no sense without any context.

“Huh?” Sherry snapped, but her husband didn’t elaborate. It made her push herself into him even more, even harder, until the words coming from his mouth sounded like they were coming from her own, when she was being dominated by one of those hung studs she’d met.

“Yes, Sherry, babe, skewer my tight asshole! Oh my God it feels so fucking good! Bury that deep blue cock in my stupid puckering hole! Fill me up!”

“I knew you’d love it you slutty little cuck!” Sherry replied, just as eager as her husband.

Their bodies shook together on the side of the bed. Sherry hooked her arms under her husband’s legs and hoisted him up with great effort, grunting as she lifted him from the floor.

He was moved from his awkward front-facing position, then flung onto the bed on his belly. He flopped down, his hard cock pinning up against his stomach.

Sherry crawled over him, her knees now digging into the side of the mattress, her fat tits resting on his back, and plunged the curved dildo back into his gaping anus.

He was powerless to stop her thrusts. She had found the proper speed and rhythm, and now they were both screaming with glory and delight.

A jet of cum spurted from Glen’s cock, smearing on his stomach and the bedsheets beneath him. He felt the warmness leave his penis, without even needing to use his hands—they were busy clutching at fistfuls of sheets—and he yelled as he orgasmed.

The little backend dildo speared relentlessly into Sherry’s muff, until she felt her own explosion coming on. If it weren’t for the leg- and butt-harnesses keeping the strap-on in place, the apparatus would’ve flown off from her powerful climax.

A sunflower of cummy liquids exploded from her pussy, spilling all over the front of her body, and squirting onto Glen’s legs and butt.

She hovered over him now, crouched like a predator, hooking that curved dildo deep into his butt, hilting it to the harness on his wide, stretched asshole.

Tears were streaming down Glen’s face. He couldn’t believe he liked being fucked by his own wife so much—that was supposed to be his
 job! But she fulfilled it better than he could have ever dreamed.

“Cumming again!” he cried, still unbelieving that a hands-free orgasm could come so quickly and naturally. And suddenly!

His second spurt was watery and thin in comparison to the first, and it only worked to mingle with the load he’d already spilled all over himself and the bed.

Sherry shoved herself into Glen’s ass until the blue dildo had completely disappeared inside both of them. Her thick wobbly hips pounded against his buttcheeks, clapping and slapping and echoing through the room.

Then she held it, her body taut, one last time as another orgasm shot out through her body.

She held onto Glen’s shoulders, bending her neck and back until her body curved like a one-sided U on top of her husband. She held him down, so his screaming voice became muffled by the bedsheets and a pillow.

She had enslaved him, penetrated his ass, and worked him over through two sudden orgasms. Most surprisingly, it had all happened in less than ten minutes.

Now he lay on the bed, panting and raving, moaning, his legs kicking out behind him, until his heels bumped into Sherry’s bouncing buttocks.

She leaned back from him, her own legs unsteady on the ground, not sure if they would take her weight. A short after-gasm swept through her body, threatening to send her to the floor.

She awaited the verdict, which came less than a minute later.

“Holy shiiiit!” Glen wailed, his voice hoarse from all his ragged screams. “That was fucking amazing, babe!”

Sherry smiled but said nothing, then fell onto a cushioned chair behind her in a heap, panting and wiping the sweat from her forehead, the dildo still jutting up from between her thighs like an invincible blue baton.

As her big bare asscheeks landed on the chair, a splurge of juices burped from her pussy. 
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Chapter Three


R
obert’s house was located near the Moanalua Gardens, a little community near the Honolulu airport with its own elementary school and the famous Hitachi tree that sprawled out of the green land like an alien dome.

Glen and Sherry took an Uber to the man’s address just as the sun was setting, which created a vast dreamscape of orange and pink hues slashing across the sky. It was a peaceful, green place, and they were both pleasantly surprised with Robert’s home. It wasn’t very large, but looked quite modern from the outside, and was surrounded by trees and greenery and plants.

Getting out of the Uber, Sherry took the lead, of course, as she walked down the stone pathway leading up Robert’s driveway. She didn’t see any cars or other people being let off, which made her a bit anxious. She wore a form-fitting black dress with gold streaks, every inch of the fabric pushing against her warm skin, snapping her curves together. The sides of the dress opened up to create nice little slits for people to gaze at her toned legs and thighs. She also wore four-inch heels that made her taller than Glen, and they clacked with each step she made on the stone walkway.

Glen wore a simple button-down, the sleeves rolled up to his elbows to spite the warm twilight weather. He couldn’t take his eyes off his wife’s behind as she walked in front of him—not after such an amazing day spent in the bedroom, getting his rocks off to the sound of his own asshole squishing and stretching from Sherry’s new strap-on dildo.

His wife was a powerful woman, he realized as he lingered on her confident march through the foliage. Just hours after being crouched over him, naked as the day she was born, calling him humiliating names while she pummeled his rear-end, she was now done up in elegant make-up and dressed like a noblewoman of olden times, like nothing between them had ever changed.

But they both knew that everything
 had changed. Glen understood as well as Sherry, perhaps even more, that there was no going back to their old boring marriage. They both knew how to please the other now . . . and it just so happened to come at the cost of Glen’s sweet virgin asshole. He was the receiver, and she was the giver—as nature intended.

Robert met them at the front door, as if he could hear Sherry’s noisy steps from half a block away. Inside, music played, but it was otherwise devoid of voices, which Glen hadn’t expected.

The burly man was dressed in a gray smoker’s jacket, buttoned at the front, with a loose-fitting longsleeve shirt underneath. He looked comfortable but esteemed, and much different than the arm-baring, chiseled construction worker they’d met on the plane. It was almost as if Robert had just gotten out of a business meeting.

As the couple approached, Robert unbuttoned the top button of his shirt and aired out the collar. Gray and black chest hair poked out from beneath the seam of the shirt. He smiled at Sherry and gave her a hug, then pecked her on the cheek.

Then he simply held out his hand and Glen took it, succumbing to another iron-grip handshake. Glen winced, knowing that it was a play of dominance—asserting his authority over a lesser, weaker man. And it worked perfectly, because Glen felt uneasy almost immediately. He could hardly look up into the strong man’s silver beard and tanned face, those steely eyes and the laugh-lines webbing out near his temples.

Glen also knew what awaited him inside—a night of cuckoldry and further humiliation, where he’d be treated like the bitch he was. It excited him, but made him feel like a beta sub, being in the presence of a man with such an authoritative aura. 

“I’m glad you two could make it, on your last night in this beautiful paradise,” he announced in his deep, gruff voice, spreading his arms out wide. “Welcome to my humble above.”

“It’s beautiful,” Sherry said, absentmindedly looking around. “So . . . green. But, yet, modern. I thought you said you lived stateside?”

“I do . . . nine months out of the year. But I own this property here and like to come out as much as I can, at least for a month a year. The other two months I spend traveling to other quaint places.”

“Quite the world traveler, you are,” Glen said, slightly bowing his head.

Robert cocked a half-smile. “Yes, Yoda, indeed. It is my greatest passion. And you?”

“Me?”

“Yes, Glen, what is it you like to do with your free time? Play sports? Stargaze? Wonder what scandalous behavior your gorgeous wife is getting into?”

Glen blushed, as did Sherry. He stammered, “Uhh—”

“He likes all those things,” Sherry butted in, somewhat saving her poor husband. “But most of all, he likes to keep me happy.”

“Ah.” Robert nodded. “A difficult, thankless preoccupation, I take it.”

She grinned. “We’re starting to get back on track.”

“Excellent. Here, come in, come in. I’m sorry, I’ve been hogging the door space.”

As Robert moved out of the way and allowed his guests entrance, Sherry looked around the foyer—a stone chandelier hung from the ceiling in the back, and they had to walk through an outdoor koi pond to make it inside the residence. More elegant trees and greenery met them on their walk toward the second front door.

“I don’t hear people inside,” Sherry said. “I hope we’re not too early?”

“Oh, no,” Robert said with a smirk. “You’re not early at all . . .
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AS IT TURNED OUT, ROBERT
 had lied to them. Not the greatest start to the evening, or a relationship, but then again, Sherry and Glen expected they’d never see the charming man again after this night.

And Robert must have known that as well.

“I lied about the party,” he told his guests when they made it inside the house and found it was empty. “It’s just us.”

The living room was quaint and small, with a long black couch looking out into a window. The house was on an incline, so the window looked out into the twinkling darkness of the city below them, as well as parts of the Moanalua Gardens. There wasn’t a TV in the house, but Robert did have a record player spinning some blues, which he changed out for Steely Dan.

The kitchen was bright, high-ceilinged and as modern as the rest of the house. A hallway led down the one-story building, assumedly to the bedrooms.

Sherry frowned at Robert’s announcement. “You tricked me.”

Robert shrugged, unbothered. “I wanted to see you. Plus, haven’t you invited some friends of your own?”

Sherry tilted her head. “How did you know that?”

“I have many friends in this town, my dear.”

At that ominous admission, Sherry walked into the kitchen. Two bottles of wine—one red and one white—sat in a bucket, getting chilled. Two glasses were next to the bucket. At seeing her beelining for the booze, Robert cut her off and grabbed the red wine, then started pouring into the two glasses.

“Only two glasses?” Sherry asked, quirking an eyebrow, though she knew what was coming.

Robert nodded gravely. “Yes, remember, I told you Glen would be sorely disappointed?”

Sherry sighed, resting her hands on her wide hips. “Petty, Robert. I expected more.”

Glen said, “It’s all right, honey. Really.”

“See?” Robert said, handing the glass of red to her. “Falling in line already. What a good man. You’re a good boy, aren’t you, Glen?”

Gulping, he slowly nodded. The look on his face was defeated, and he stared at the hardwood floor. “Y-Yes.”

“Yes what, Glenny?” Robert teased.

“Yes . . . sir.”

“Exquisite.” Robert bumped glasses with Sherry, then sipped on his wine. Over the rim of the glass, he watched as Sherry also drank.

Minutes later, the doorbell rang.

“Ah!” Robert called out excitedly. “Your friends must be here already.”

“Careful with them,” Sherry called out as Robert took off toward the front door. “They’re a bunch of ragamuffins, if it’s who I think it is . . .”

As Glen and Sherry stood alone in the room, Sherry offered her husband a sip of wine from her glass, but he shook his head.

She said, “We don’t have to do this if you don’t want, hun. We can leave.”

He continued shaking his head.

“You look uncomfortable already, babe,” Sherry added, a sad look on her face.

“I think that’s the point,” Glen replied. “No, let’s stick around and see what happens.” He didn’t want to admit that he was getting turned on by the instant apathy toward him. “Unless . . . Unless you want to, babe. I mean, you’re probably going to be the only woman here.”

“I know.” Sherry frowned. Damn, what am I getting myself into?


Before she could say more, four people waltzed into the room: Robert, Johnny, and two of his surfing buddies. The surf-rats all had blond-tipped hair from the sun, with wiry builds and simple street clothes on. They apparently hadn’t gotten the memo about dressing nicely, but then again, Sherry hadn’t warned Johnny when she’d invited him—she had been too busy staring at his hulking bulge.

The young man sneered as he walked into the room with his hands in his pockets. He wore white pants cuffed above his ankles, and a Hawaiian shirt unbuttoned halfway down his torso, to show off his smooth, hairless brown chest. His white moccasins without any socks were a nice touch, Sherry thought.

He cleaned up nicely, and his two friends were also dressed somewhat shabbily, but they pulled it off. All three of them had an air of indifference surrounding them, and Sherry was attracted to it. She couldn’t help herself.

“Well well,” Johnny said, following in Robert’s footsteps at the front of his pack, “it’s the princess and her bitch prince.”

“Hey,” snapped Sherry, “don’t be a dick, Johnny.”

Glen seethed. “Yeah, real tough guy to take advantage of my wife while I was sleeping.”


Johnny barked a laugh. “You loved it, guy. Don’t try to deny it. I saw you jerkin’ off when you woke up with morningwood.”

Glen frowned. Sherry blushed and looked away, taking another sip of her wine.

“I’m afraid we don’t have enough wine for all three of you,” Robert said, resting his elbow on a high counter at the end of the kitchen.

“We’re not here for the wine,” Johnny said. “This is Newt and Sonny, by the way.” He gestured to the two boys behind him—Newt looked hardly past puberty, with a babyface and short stature, but not as short as Johnny. He was probably 5’6”, while Johnny was about 5’4”. With Sherry’s heels, she was about 6-feet tall, and second in height only to Robert.

But no one seemed imposed by that.

Sonny was of medium build, with strong looking arms and a blonde mustache to match his lanky hair. He looked like your average hippie, and even wore a fedora. 

“I figured you weren’t here for the drink,” Robert said.

The six of them stood in the large front area, halfway in the kitchen and halfway in the living room. They all looked at each other.

“Shall we get started, then?” Johnny asked, facing Sherry and cracking his knuckles.

She frowned. “S-Started? With what? What do all you brutes have in mind?” She figured it was the perfect time to play the helpless damsel in distress. Her acting wasn’t very good, but it was enough to get the crowd going.

“Well, I suggest you get your ass on that couch over there, to begin with,” Johnny said, pointing behind her to the couch in the living room. “And peel that dress up those fat thighs so we can see what we’re working with.”

Sherry looked over to Robert for guidance, but received only a glum nod. “You men are awful,” she said, shaking her head as she wandered back toward the couch.

Glen realized that, even though she argued, she was doing exactly what they asked.

“You horny little boys want a strip-tease, is that it?” Sherry asked, smirking as she spun around and bent over to start taking off her heels. Her ass stuck out in an absurd way, and she made sure to pump it out even more.

“No, keep the high heels on,” Robert demanded. “And I’m afraid we won’t be satisfied by a strip-tease.” He crossed his big burly forearms over his chest. “Even if your husband is.”

“Yeah,” Johnny said, “and who are you calling ‘horny little boys,’ huh? I wasn’t such a little boy when I was stuffing that tight throat with my heavy cock, was I? When your full lips were wrapped around my girthy shaft?”

Glen was slowly backing up into a corner of the room, to make himself invisible. He loved this dirty talk, especially knowing that Sherry could belt it back at the guys. He could also feel his penis hardening against his slacks, and he wanted to get out of the limelight—he didn’t want to be focused on. That was Sherry’s job.

His job was simply to watch.

Sherry froze in her bent-over state, then stood up and smoothed her dress over her hips. Her heels were still on, as per Robert’s demand. She turned and her eyes darted back and forth between the speakers.

Her gaze fell over Robert’s shoulder, where she noticed Glen melting into a shadow behind him, in the corner of the room. She smirked at the sight, though Robert and Johnny probably thought it was for them, because they smirked back at her.

“Well then,” she said in a sultry voice, raising her arms out wide. “Who’s first?”

“Oh, honey,” Robert said, eyeing the shorter, much younger surfer standing near his shoulder. “There is no first
 in this house . . .”
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Chapter Four


S
herry backed up into the raised arm of the couch as Johnny and his wild pack of horndogs descended upon her. Johnny led the charge, taking the woman’s arms, forcing a delighted shriek from lungs as he spun her around so she was facing the couch.

“Oh! Look at you, little man!” Sherry yelled, a smile on her face that no one could see. She pushed her arms out in front of her, steadying herself as she was pushed forward. “What are you gonna do to me, boy-o? Think you can reach my face to kiss if you’re on your tippie-toes?”

Even as she said this, she felt her elegant black dress riding up her legs, then over the bubbly curve of her asscheeks. Her ass was bare underneath, with only a tiny string thong covering her crack.

She laughed when Johnny growled like a wild animal, manhandling her dress and nearly ripping it in his effort to raise it above her wide hips.

Sherry’s legs flexed as the dress made its way up her back, revealing her bulging bum and her toned, muscled calves. Her heels clacked on the hardwood floor as she tried to get good footing.

Johnny grinded his own hefty bulge against the base of Sherry’s round ass, indeed standing on his tiptoes to reach. He was clearly frustrated at her goading, and unlike Glen, he could dish out the heat but he couldn’t take it.

Sherry quickly realized that he had the emotional growth of a young man, if not a boy, and he wasn’t fooling around. Physically, he was probably harmless, and Robert at least wouldn’t let him get out of hand—but he was also incredibly dangerous with the fierce heat he was packing in those trim white pants.

Once he had her ass uncovered, Johnny’s greedy hands perused the fleshy surface, grabbing and spanking her bottom with hard slaps that rang out. Sherry yelped pleasantly as her ass wobbled from the boy’s smacks.

Johnny shoved Sherry even further on the rounded arm of the sofa, like her stomach was rolling over a foam yoga roller. It pitched Sherry’s ass higher in the air and nearly lifted her feet off the ground, had it not been for her high heels staying put and keeping her level.

Johnny’s small hands dug into her behind and grabbed fistfuls of pillowy flesh. He continued spanking her until her buttocks were red with handprints. “You naughty little bitch!” he yelled. “Don’t think you can tell me what to do—you know what’s coming!”

“Oh nooo!” Sherry yelled frivolously, obviously enjoying demeaning the shorter man. She didn’t feel threatened at all, and yet her heart thumped rapidly in her chest for what she knew was to come soon. Not being able to see her “attackers” behind her made her a bit alarmed, but she still had faith that Robert would keep the order in his household, if it became necessary.

With a primal grunt, Johnny pulled Sherry’s thong aside, so it strapped and strained against her butt, digging into her right cheek. Then he shoved his face deep into the middle of her soft flesh, licking her long crack while he pulled her cheeks apart.

Sherry’s eyes bulged, her mouth falling open.

Johnny stuck his tongue in her asshole, without preamble. He was too eager by far, and wouldn’t be stopped. With loud slurping sounds, he ate Sherry’s ass and probed her anus with his tongue, flicking it to and fro.

Sherry grabbed hold of the sofa cushion in front of her for dear life. Her yelps had stopped and turned into a long, drawn-out “Hnngh—fuck!”

Even as Johnny tore into her ass with his tongue, slapping Sherry’s jiggling cheeks with both hands like they were a couple of human bongo drums, Sherry voluntarily spread her legs further, to let him dig even deeper.

A moment later, she heard a buckle—the sound of a belt coming undone. She bit her bottom lip and tried to look over her shoulder, but a harsh hand pushed her head down, then yanked her blonde hair back.

She let out another cry, this one not as happy as the ones before, as her hair was pulled and painfully snapped her head backward.

Pants dropped to the ground heavily, with the fabric brushing against Sherry’s calves as they fell at her feet.

Johnny’s tongue was extricated from her wet asshole, and a second later she felt something heavy flop onto her asscrack. It glided up and down, using Johnny’s spit as lubricant, splitting her cheeks apart with its wide girth.

She knew it was Johnny’s monstrous cock, flailing around between her cheeks. It was hot and heavy and smooth, but the friction started to rub the insides of her cheeks raw. Every time the bulbous red head of that beastly penis ran across her yawning asshole, her sphincter constricted and fought off the probe.

Her pussy juices were leaking down the side of the couch, ruining Robert’s matte black felt, but he said nothing. He simply watched from behind Johnny with his arms crossed over his chest, as the pants-less, hung little monster hotdogged that huge wide ass in front of him. Johnny’s two friends lustily stared as well, on either side of the older man.

Sherry’s booty had nearly twice the width of Johnny’s torso to her advantage, and she couldn’t help but wiggle it as the fat tool slid up and down along her crevice.

“Whatchya gonna do, you big-dicked little freak? Think your stupid horsedick can handle all this ass?!” Sherry cried. “Think you can embarrass my husband by impaling me like a stuck fucking pig?!”

Sherry cackled, and it seemed like her mind was about to crack, but really, she was just roleplaying. She longed for something so big and fat to empty itself inside her sopping wet pussy.

First, it was fingers probing her cunt, fiddling her folds with dainty little digits that felt like spider legs. But then something slapped her muff and made her “Oof” aloud.

The second cockslap rising up from between Johnny’s legs sent her over the edge. He was teasing her now, and despite all her maniacal cries of defiance and laughter, she needed
 to be filled, and the bastard was taking too much time.

“Goddammit, you!” she wailed. “I said stuff that monstercock in my cunt you little worm!”

Now it was Johnny’s time to laugh, as he finally understood that Sherry’s wailing was all a façade. She was trying to act tough in the face of imminent danger—danger to her pussy and her insides.

Without another word, the boy’s fat cockhead pressed against her pussy, parting her lips. Her vagina suctioned to his cock as it sank inside her, penetrating her hole.

Johnny fell into her, leaning forward.

Sherry moaned loudly, letting out an unabashed “Ughhh!” as the initial penetration dove into her wet cunt and drove her wild.

Johnny slapped his hands against Sherry’s ass, far to his sides, and squeezed on her cheeks as he pressed down and entered her. “Damn, bitch, just as tight as the first time at the beach!”

“You’re just as huge as the first time! Fuck! Maybe bigger!” she replied in a raspy voice. She leaned her head forward and prepared for the worst, hiding her face low between her shoulders, into the couch cushion.

Then everything went black and she shouted. She looked up and it was like looking through a velvet mask. She realized that Johnny had thrown her dress forward and wedgied it over her head, then pulled down on it to keep her contained, like she was a blindfolded prisoner. Her head was forced down into the couch cushion.

Johnny started moving, pelting the woman with savage thrusts, spearing his enormous cock into Sherry’s supple pussy over and over again.

From behind, Robert watched as the boy’s little ass flexed. His gargantuan nutsack dangled below his buttcheeks, and Robert was immensely impressed by the sheer size and smoothness of his round boulders, which went clacking into Sherry’s legs and swinging into the side of the couch.

Robert was man enough to admit that they were even bigger than his own hairy balls, and this was coming from a kid a third his age! He couldn’t believe that this depraved little monster—skinny and toned and handsome from years on the beach—was packing such a huge dick in his skinny white pants.

The owner of the house wondered if his friends were of the same size. If so, Sherry was in for a world of hurt, and Glen might never be able to fuck his wife the same again.

These large cocks would ruin her.

Robert took a mindful sip of his wine as the shouts and slapping noises picked up in heat and intensity. The room became filled with the sweet, rank smell of sex and sweat.

And, a moment later, piss—as Robert noticed that Sherry wasn’t able to contain herself, and she’d unloaded her bladder. Piss and pre-cum spilled down her legs, her knees knocking inward with every vicious thrust from the dominant little surfer boy.

Robert knew his couch would be ruined after this particular escapade . . . unless the hung little freak blew his load inside of her. He couldn’t wait to find out what would happen next.

On Sherry’s end, as she took it doggy-style, her legs finally did leave the floor. Johnny was simply too powerful in his swings, the way his hips bumped into her own, and it pushed her forward. She was now planked on the side of the sofa, rather uncomfortable, but the searing heat of pleasure that shot through her body was enough to wash it all out.

“I’m so fucking full and stretched!” she said from underneath the dress covering her face, her voice muffled and drawn out.

Sherry’s head bowed again. Her body rocked back and forth, and with Johnny holding her head down under the dress, her own tits wobbled and bounced free from her top, then smacked into her chin.

“Nnngh!” she wailed, unable to use proper words anymore. Her arms were getting weak and wobbling, trying to hold her up. Her whole body jiggled from the barbaric thrusts of the boy. She felt those huge heavy nuts plopping against her cheeks, riding up under her ass with their weighty, pendulous swinging.

Johnny wasn’t afraid to go all out—that much was certain. He wasn’t a mindful lover, at all, only concerned for his own satisfaction, but he had a cock big enough that it didn’t matter. It hit all of Sherry’s most tender spots, gliding through her pussy tunnel like a train. It smacked into her tummy, it seemed, and bloated her belly, and her hands came to rest on her stomach so she could feel that distended push of flesh against her palms, like a baby kicking a pregnant belly.

She came twice in rapid succession, her entire body racking with utter bliss, making her whole sweaty form twitch. She held her stomach as if she was about to shit out a demon child, but kept taking the rough poundings and loved every second of it.

Johnny had become more vocal while he fucked her, saying things like, “Not talking back now, are ya, slut?!” and “How does it feel to get shut dumb by my big fat dick?! Look, guys, I’ve fucked her into silence!”

His friends backed him up. The short young guy, Newt, pumped his fist and said, “Yeah, Johnny, fuck her stupid! The big-titted cow!”

Sonny, the hippie with the ‘stache, yelled, “Make her your little cum-dump bitch, Johnny!”

Sherry’s pussy ate Johnny’s cock like a vacuum, sucking it up and then blowing out with every backthrust. Her hole was utterly attached to his member, with her raw, puffy labia slapping along the girthy shaft.

“Get in here, guys!” Johnny yelled.

Light returned to Sherry’s face, the dress ripped free from her head. She gasped for breath—it had been getting hot and stuffy underneath the hem of her own skirt for eons, but now she could breathe in ragged, heart-stopping breaths.

Looking forward, she saw one of the strangers hop on the couch in front of her.

“Stick it in her mouth, Newty! Let’s spitroast this big bimbo!” Johnny urged.

Sherry’s eyes widened at the sight before her. The littler surfer, Newt, pulled his pants down to his knees and brought his boxers with it. His cock flopped out then sprang up toward his body, jutting out at a 90-degree angle.

To Sherry’s dismay, it wasn’t huge like Johnny’s, but then again, that might’ve been a blessing. It reminded her of Glen’s penis, in shape and size—a little bigger, probably, though he was also a few inches shorter than her husband.

But to make the young guy feel like a team player, she said, “Wow, Newty, so big!”

“Don’t bullshit a bullshitter, girl,” Newt replied, laughing. “I know I’m not hung like an ox like Johnny, and I don’t have big horse nuts, but you’ll like this cock pumping down your throat, won’t you?!”

She nodded profusely. She felt Johnny’s body lay over hers, his six-pack abs settling on her booty, his chest curving over the small of her back. Wondering what he was doing, Sherry tried to crane her neck to look over her shoulder—

Only to find a finger hooking into her mouth, then both sides of her cheeks.

She gnawed and gacked like a caught fish as Johnny forced her to smile by fish-hooking her on both ends of her lips. Her teeth were bared, her jaw was pried open, and Newt laughed as his cock grew harder and harder inches from her face.

The young man was on his knees, scooting closer, his pants and underwear ringed around his ankle.

“Get in there, Newty! Fill this hot MILF’s mouth up with that cock-log of yours!” Johnny demanded.

Newt grabbed the back of Sherry’s head, then pushed forward, thrusting his cock inside Sherry’s mouth, whether she wanted it or not. Lucky for him, she did.

It still startled her, though, as she suddenly realized that she was plugged up at both ends. Breathing became harder, even as her tongue swirled around Newt’s smooth, hard shaft.

Her heart had already been pounding at the massive thumping she was taking from Johnny’s cock behind her, and now the penis in front of her shut up her wails and moans. It sloppily punched her throat and made her gag and belch.

Snot spurted from her nose. Her makeup ran on her sweaty face, until her mascara was streaking down her cheeks like runaway tears.

Newt let out a moan and rolled his head back, staring up at the ceiling as he throatfucked the older bimbo in front of him. He’d already forgotten the slut’s name.

“Come on, Newt, we’re gonna flip this bitch around so Sonny can get at those fat tits!”

Sherry’s eyes widened. Then her whole world was tumbling by, her eyes rolling around aimlessly before veering up at the sky. She was on her back, and somehow the little twerps had used their scarily strong arms to twist her over—must’ve been all the surfing and paddling they did, to give them such strength in such little frames.

She flopped onto her back, her tits falling out to her sides.

The third member of the gang straddled her on the couch, then, pressing his naked butt down on her stomach.

She “Oof’d” again, or she would have, but Newt’s cock was still stuck in her mouth. He had angled it down like a fishing pole, curving it awkwardly into her throat from above, his taint resting on her nose, with his smelly balls grinding across her eyes and forehead. Her face was covered by the small young man’s cock and balls and ass.

She couldn’t see, but she could feel the heavy weight of another person on her stomach. Tears were forced from her eyes.

Her huge tits were squeezed together by rough hands. She gacked and coughed again, struggling to maintain control of her own body.

A cum-ridden orgasm ripped through her body, making her twitch.

A warm slab of manmeat rocketed through her tit window, stabbing up into her squeezed cleavage and nearly popping out the other side. It seemed that Sonny was somewhere in the middle of these two—not gargantuan enough to titfuck all the way through Sherry’s breasts, like Johnny, but it would’ve been big enough to slide down her throat, unlike Newt, who could only reach the top of her esophagus.

“Good God,” Glen muttered from the corner of the room. He and Robert were watching the festivities alone now, and Robert somehow had a stoic, straight-backed expression on his face. It was like the older man knew his turn would come, and he just needed to be patient—wait for all the youngsters to tire themselves and peter out.

Glen’s pants had fallen to his ankles a long time ago, basically since Johnny had started badmouthing his wife and slapping her huge rump. As Sherry’s husband saw that stupid fat nutsack appear beneath his ass and swing with his weighty thrusts, plapping into Sherry’s cunt, Glen became hard as a rock and started jerking off in the shadows.

He couldn’t believe that someone so much younger and meaner could be so well-endowed, and could have such a fun time with his wife. Putting her in her place, shutting her up, manhandling her like a little devilboy.

Glen honestly believed that Johnny was evil incarnate, made simply to humiliate him.

And he didn’t mind it.

Then the two others joined the fray, jumping on Sherry’s stomach and titfucking her boob window, while the other shoved his cock down her throat, her face disappearing underneath his asshole and ballsack. At that, Glen came for the first time, his weak penis spurting cum all over his fist.

He still felt loose from before, but he started twiddling his asshole with one hand, which made his cock rise up again in no time at all.

Sonny squeezed Sherry’s tits tightly together and fucked her chest. Newt had both of Sherry’s arms in his grip, lifting them high into the air like she was a puppet, while he facefucked her. Johnny was at the back, keeping Sherry’s thick raised thighs on his wiry shoulders, pummeling her pussy with savage, lewd, wet thrusts. Sweat was splashing all over.

And Newt yelled, “I’m gonna cum down her throat!”

“Pump it into her belly, Newty! Fill this bitch up!” Johnny ordered. “I’m about to also! Sonny, paint her face like a glazed donut!”

They all laughed hysterically as they gangbanged the poor silent woman—her greedy shouts and bellowing wails a thing of the past. Now her body was a wet, squelching sponge, filled to the brim with cock.

Glen shook his head and clutched his stiff dick in his fist. He was ready for a second orgasm.

Then the doorbell rang from the foyer . . .
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Chapter Five


R
obert didn’t retreat to the front door to see who it was, which Glen thought was rather strange. He just stayed motionless, arms crossed, with a stern almost indifferent expression on his face as he watched Sherry getting spitroasted and titfucked by the three younger men, defiling his couch for all time.

The doorbell rang again.

“Um, Mr. Sterling,” Glen said, his voice meek from the corner. Robert didn’t bother turning to look at him, much less respond.

Instead, in his gruff voice, he said, “Don’t cum inside her.”

Johnny stopped pumping his hips and turned to look over his shoulder, grabbing hold of both of Sherry’s legs and raising them high. His sweaty face was twisted with exertion and confusion. “Aw, why not, old timer?”

“Because it’s my house, and I said. I don’t want your dirty jizz clogging up her hole when I get in there.”

Johnny sneered. Then he returned to his constant banging, his thin hips rapidly jackhammering away at Sherry’s insides. She’d gone quiet many minutes before, and Glen was partly worried that she was suffocating underneath Newt’s ass and ballsack.

But her body writhed on the couch, every once in a while, so her husband knew she was okay. Enjoying herself? That was another story.


But it’s about time someone dominated her beyond reproach, I guess,
 Glen thought cruelly. He couldn’t believe he enjoyed seeing his wife getting so thoroughly wrecked in front of his eyes—that he wasn’t jealous of the bigger, younger men commanding her body. But there it was. His erection spoke for itself. Getting cucked and trampled on emotionally was hot, but so was seeing his wife of five years getting absolutely violated by total strangers. Watching her voluptuous, sexy body being used as a common fucktoy, like she was nothing more than a cum-receptacle to be used for Johnny and his friends’ pleasure . . . it was making Glen hornier than ever.

If they would’ve let him, he would’ve liked to have joined the gangbang, maybe even stick his cock inside Sherry’s ass, which she never let him do.

Glen heard footsteps coming from the foyer and was snapped back to reality. The wet squelching sounds for the couch were slowing down. Johnny’s heavy nuts still slapped against Sherry’s asscheeks, but he wasn’t fucking her like a rabbit anymore. Each stroke was measured and powerful.

Newt came down her throat, holding her jaw down as he unloaded and made her squirm underneath him. He laughed as she struggled, her neck bobbing as she was forced to swallow the stinky, thick spunk swirling down her gullet. Beyond that, her face was still invisible underneath his ass and balls.

Sonny exploded next, squeezing those huge tits tight around his cock like an igloo, then pinching her nipples as he spurt. Ropes of semen shot out from the top of Sherry’s cleavage, spattering all over her neck and chin and collarbone; getting in her hair.

Glen turned his head to the hallway as the two boys came all over his wife.

Gabe, the bellhop from the hotel they were staying at, appeared. He walked in on the most depraved foursome his eyes had probably ever seen, with the cute older woman from the hotel at the center of it all. Even though a pants-less surf-rat sat on her face, covering her features, he could tell who it was underneath all that spunk and manmeat just by her curvy body and large tits.

The bellhop had his hands in his pocket, and despite the offensive odor that met his nose, and the alarming sight, and the outrageous sounds of flesh clapping against flesh, he barely batted an eyelash.

He glanced over at the couch, frowned, then looked past Robert and saw Glen in the corner jerking off. Their eyes locked, and Glen was forced to look away from shame.

It was not the same innocent-looking, lanky, awkward young man from the hotel, Glen realized. His eyes were—

“Hello, Dad,” Gabe said aloud.

Glen gaped, mouth falling open.

“Son, glad you could make it,” Robert replied, not bothering to turn to the hallway.

“Having one of your epic parties, I see. I thought you’d maybe wait until I got here . . .”

“Orgies don’t wait for anyone, boy.”

Newt and Sonny slumped off the woman, then stepped over her off the couch. At that moment, Johnny grunted and called out unintelligibly. Then he quickly whipped his cock out of Sherry’s gaping cunt and in one fluid motion splurged his load all over her body. A fire hose of jizz shot out from his engorged cockhead, and he held the beast two-handed to aim it on her tummy and tits. He showered her in jizz. 

Glen’s eyes flicked over to her, then darted back and forth between Gabe and Robert, utterly astounded at what he was seeing and hearing. With his vision narrowing, he finally saw it—what Gabe’s eyes were:

Familiar.

Gabe the bellhop had similar laugh-lines around his eyes as the much older man standing before him.

Glen didn’t know how it all added up. He stuttered. “W-Wait, Gabe from the hotel is your . . .”

Robert finally looked over, disgusted at the penis in Glen’s hand that was slowly going limp. “My son? Yes. How do you think I knew that Sherry had invited friends?”

“But . . . how?” Glen asked.

Robert started unbuttoning his shirt, then threw off his smoker’s jacket onto the floor. A veritable forest of chest hair sprouted out from his thick torso, running all the way down his slightly curved belly, disappearing into a treasure trail. He was a complete macho man, Glen saw—a “man’s man,” judging by his grizzled look.

“Cucks don’t usually get to ask questions in my house,” Robert said. “But just this once . . . When I learned on the plane what hotel you guys were staying at, from your wife, I phoned Gabe. Made sure that he treated you right. I thought it was a mighty coincidence that you’d be staying at the same Hilton where he worked.” Robert said all this nonchalantly, like it wasn’t surprising news.

“And I knew after your slut wife let me demolish her in the airplane bathroom, that if Gabe played his cards right, Sherry wouldn’t be able to resist her charm. And lo and behold.” He swept his hand out, gesturing at the decrepit form on the couch, whose legs were splayed out spread-eagle on the sofa arm, feet dangling over the edge, her heels halfway off. Splotches of warm cum leaked all over her, like she’d been rained on. Her pussy was wide open, still gaping from the enormous girth of Johnny’s ridiculous fuckstick.

That same donkey dick now hung limp between the boy’s legs, and he stood straight and stretched high into the sky. “That’ll teach you to backtalk me and act like such a superior bitch, won’t it?” Johnny said, glaring down at Sherry.

She simply nodded, eyes closed, with nearly every orifice feeling punished and destroyed. Her pussy was loose and warm and wet. Her body was even wetter, with all the cum drenching her. Her throat was sore. Her tits were raw from all the constant rubbing. Her dress had been thrown somewhere, but she didn’t even care where it was.

Sherry looked over from the couch, saw that Gabe had arrived, and tried to give him a half-smile. It was sickly, and only made the bellhop chuckle. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing also—that the young man was Robert’s son—but she had no way to display her surprise.

She was simply too worn out and used.

She thought, My Lord, what a strange, insane, satisfying trip this has been! I’m going to sleep for a
 week when I get home tomorrow . . .


Then she heard a zip and she looked down, past her full tits, between her cleavage. Robert was walking toward her, unzipping his slacks, taking off his belt. He was shirtless now, his hairy, muscular body calling to her.

“Oh, God . . .” she muttered drearily.

“Shall we, Son?” Robert asked, slowly lowering his pants.

Johnny and his friends were off to the side now, watching with delight at what was happening.

Gabe nodded. “Yep, I guess so.” The bellhop still wore his velvet vest, which was kind of cute, but his voice didn’t have that same naïve appeal. He quickly stripped out of his clothes, then peeled his tighty-whities down. Despite the lanky body he had, a fat cock flopped down. Like his father’s. Not too long, but thick like a Coke can.

Sherry couldn’t believe her luck. Or surprise.

A family . . . tag-team? How depraved can you get?!

“Roll off the couch, my pet,” Robert said sternly. “Get on all fours like a good doggie.”

Without being able to deny him, she simply nodded. A moment later, with a grunt and a few crackling bones, she had rolled off the couch and was crawling toward him on her hands and knees. Her big tits wobbled with every slow, deliberate move.

Glen could tell that she’d have a limp the next time she stood, thanks to Johnny’s egregious cock cannon. Her face was splattered with jizz, her lavish makeup was smudgy and smeared, and her hair was disheveled. She looked like she’d been through the wringer.

Gabe was off to the side, hoisting his large dick in his young hand, stroking himself back and forth until he got hard. His cock started to stiffen as soon as Sherry dog-crawled to his father.

“W-What are you going to . . . do to me, daddy?” she croaked.

Naked now, Robert knelt in front of her, squatting with his cock jutting out. His balls dangled to the floor between his legs, resting on the cold hardwood flooring. He reached up and cupped her chin, then gently shook her face.

With a smile, Robert said, “I’m going to make sure you never forget your trip to Hawaii, hun. Make sure to thank your husband for me.” Then he searched her lost, dazed, cum-ridden face. Her smeared mascara; her bloodshot eyes. She stank of semen and balls and sweat.

Robert surprised them all by laying out onto his back, directly on the hardwood floor.

Glen quirked his eyebrow, interested in how the silver-haired man’s cock jutted up at such a straight angle when he was flat-board like that.

“Come sit on my lap, dear,” Robert said, patting his thighs. “I’ve got a seat right here for you.” He stroked his shaft to give Sherry the hint.

She nodded, then crawled over him wide-legged. Straddling the thick man, she moved until she was hovering over him, her tits planted on his hairy chest.

Robert wrapped his arms around the woman’s torso, then hugged her. She groaned as her body was smashed into his. The older man’s hands then disappeared behind her huge ass, pressing her buttocks and fumbling around beneath her.

She let out little sounds that said Robert had found the golden ticket—his fingers were inside her pussy, but gone from view.

While one hand fingerbanged the used cum-dump, the other circled Sherry’s neck and pulled her close into a passionate kiss.

Glen gulped from the corner, his cock hard once more. He eyed Gabe, who watched standing over them both. It was odd to see them doing this on the hardwood floor, but it was also quite demeaning for Sherry, which was probably the point.

Suddenly, Sherry’s body jerked. She pulled back her head and cough-snorted, her limbs going taut. Her ass jiggled, once, then came to stop like settling jello. Her eyes bulged.

“F-Fuck, you’re thicker than I remember,” she rasped, leaning her head down into the nook of his shoulder. Her hands rested on Robert’s hairy, manly chest.

Then her butt started bouncing, wobbling incessantly and swaying in the air. It was slightly raised off Robert’s hips, but it was clear that they were connected by his thick rod. He was fucking her in their lazy, prone position.

Glen thought that Robert would have liked to fuck her from above, if he was going to use her like she was a rug. Wouldn’t he have like to prone-bone the bitch, crouching over her? Or maybe he had bad knees.

But then he realized the ploy.

Gabe moved behind the two of them, then stepped between both of their spread legs. He squatted down, smiling with cute dimples on his clean-shaven face. He slapped his dick across Sherry’s shaking ass.

Glen’s eyes popped. No . . .


From the other side of the room, Johnny said, “Fuck, I wish we had thought of that.”

Sherry went from a happy, half-lidded stare, to bulging eyeballs within no time at all. She felt that heavy, warm dick on her ass, even as Robert fucked her from below and her southern region bounced on his cock.

“W-Wait, Gabey baby,” she said, trying to reason.

“Go ahead, Son,” Robert said, cutting her off. “You have my permission.”

She tried to speak to argue, to debate, but Robert cut her off once more by pulling her head close, yanking her by the hair. He started making out with her again, his lips and tongue perusing her face.

She whined, complained, and Glen wasn’t sure if he should do something to stop what was about—

Gabe plunged his thick cock into her asshole. No lube—only the sweat and piss and cum from previous participants to lather him up. He spread her cheeks apart with his hands as he squatted over her, and grunted while he rammed his body forward.

Sherry let out a gust of wind like all the air was knocked from her lungs, but she couldn’t spring her face away from Robert. Her sudden gasp just fell right into the older man’s mouth.

Within seconds, she didn’t have control of her body any longer—not that she had all night.

Gabe was clutching at her bouncing booty with both hands, keeping her buttocks spread, while he skewered her anus with his broad, stretching shaft.

Sherry hadn’t been assfucked since college, and it drove her wild. At the same time, Robert was under her, punching up into her guts with his own large dick.

Together, the father and son duo made a formidable team. They worked in a rhythm that completely controlled every movement of Sherry’s body. Robert would thrust up, then Gabe would thrust down, his balls pelting into her like an afterthought.

She came all over them, the first time only about one minute after Gabe penetrated her sphincter.

Then her body was numb, her lower half completely filled to the brim.

The thick cocks stretching out her holes slid against each other, the shafts touching with each seesawing thrust.

She craned her neck back, her eyes in the back of her head. “Fuuuck!” she spat, gasping away from Robert’s face at last. “You’re filling both my holes with your crazy thick fuckrods! Oh my God, my ass is so full! So tight! You’re ruining meeee!”

Robert and Gabe chuckled. They silently pounded her, making sure they both had a good grip on her butt and legs. Her knees were straddling Robert, but then Gabe pulled back on her thighs. He made them wrap around her, and then she was suspended in the air like Superman.

Except she was Superwoman, getting skewered and double-penetrated by father and son. She didn’t need to remark that their swords were touching—at the engrained incestuous shit going on between them—that their balls were smacking into each other—because it was obvious. And also, because their focus was solely on her.

They were committed to filling her up, coring her out, and grinding her pussy and ass tunnels to completion.

And that, Sherry realized, is what she had wanted all along. Yes, if only Johnny had thought of this before, she could have been completely stopped up by the three little surf fucks.

But her holes were plugged now, and all she could do was scream, at least until someone came and—

“Glen, get over there and plug your wife’s mouth shut!” Robert roared. “I’m giving your beta bitch ass this one opportunity, so don’t disappoint!”

Glen jumped in from the shadows, eager to impress and partake. He couldn’t believe his luck.

“And if I feel your balls on my face, I swear to God this cock is going up your
 ass next! And I won’t be so gentle with your supple flesh . . . At least your wife can take it. I know she can.”

Glen smiled and nodded, at a loss for words. He stroked himself to maximum hardness and scooted in.

Sherry looked up, or as far up as she could floating above the floor a mere twelve inches or so. Her arms were out, stretched down on either side of Robert’s face, holding her up while Gabe kept the lower half of her body lifted.

And at both ends, she was continuously getting pelted, skewered, and cumming her brains out.

“W-Wait, Glen, honeyyy!” she wailed, tears running down her cheeks. “I thought you just wanted to—glumphh!”

Glen took the sides of her head and rammed into her open mouth like a bull. His cock shot over her tongue and plugged up her mouth, gagging her and wiping the words away before she could speak them.

“Watch?” Glen said, peering down at his used wife, at her sniffling face. “You thought I only wanted to watch as every man in town fucked your sloppy little pussy every which way? And now you let this young happy fuck—no offense, Gabe—stick it in your ass? The same hole you’d never let me use?!”

The cucked husband’s hips bucked relentlessly. On all sides, Sherry found herself clogged and filled once again.

Only this time, she wasn’t cucking her husband. He was part of the gangbang. He had put up with enough, apparently, and Robert’s invitation had sent him over the edge.

He fucked her face rougher than he ever had before—not that he’d ever fucked her face before. But this was a new side of Glen that Sherry hadn’t seen . . .

. . . and she quickly learned that she liked it.

Rough sex was Sherry Long’s thing. Hardcore, make-me-scream, call-me-names, pound-my-guts rough sex. And now she was getting it from all sides. Every orifice was covered, and she could feel each strong rod punching into her. Her insides were getting pummeled by the bigger men below, while her husband was doing his best to make her deepthroat his cock.

It was harder than she’d ever noticed, and possibly longer, and it scraped against the back of her throat.

My God, my own sweet husband is taking part in this depraved debacle! Glenny is using my throat like I’m one of the cum-dumpsters from the pornos he gets off to!

Will he ever forgive me? Have I driven him this far over the edge—made him suffer while all these big strong men had their way with me, night after night . . . day after day . . . at the hotels, the plane, the beach, the bars, anywhere and everywhere—to where he couldn’t stand it anymore?!

What have I becooooome?!

Glen growled as he ravaged her face. Eventually, he couldn’t last any longer. The view of her huge bouncing ass—Robert hugging her close to his body, squishing her into him—and Gabe’s buttfucking plug, his hand sliding down her crack . . . it was too much for poor Glen.

He exploded in his wife’s mouth, just like Newt had done a few minutes before. More cum shot into her belly, filling her up and making her cough and snort semen like a terrible bimbo.

She became full from all the spunk, plus the seesawing, hammering penises ruining her asshole and tearing up her pussy, bloating her belly.

As Glen lurched back, stumbling to stay upright, he watched with delicious pleasure as Robert and Gabe finished her off. She was weak at the knees, unable to complain about where they shot their loads, so they just ended up filling her at either end.

Sherry had become the same as the jizz-receptacle bimbos that Glen always fawned over on the Internet.

Robert shoved Sherry’s tired body off him once he came inside her, his cock sliding out with a grotesque schlorp.
 Sherry rolled onto her side and stayed like that for a while, while Gabe gave her another few good ass-pumps before extricating himself from her body—but not before his slimy cum slid down her rectum.

She leaked out of every orifice—mouth, pussy, ass—and moaned with her eyes closed. She felt half-dead on the cold wooden floor, and her body wouldn’t stop twitching and spasming with all the mini orgasms shooting through her. She’d had at least five or six big ones
 during the entire raucous night, and they wouldn’t stop coming in little spurts.

Her pussy quivered like it was breathing semen, her asshole yawned like a gaping void, and her jaw crackled from the two cocks she’d taken down her throat.

She had walked in so elegantly, confidently, excited for a final night on the town. She had hoped for a party, and she’d gotten the party of her life.

She just hadn’t assumed that she would be the only female participant, and that six men would have their way with her, gangbanging the absolute shit out of her.

It made her feel special, and content . . . but also ashamed. Sore. Beaten. Used. Embarrassed. Humiliated. Disciplined. Punished.

She was the Honolulu town whore.

She’d come here and successfully done what she’d set out to do.

And her own cuck husband had taken part, and there hadn’t been anything she could do to stop him.

The tables had turned on her.

But she came to realize, days later, after returning home to San Diego and recuperating from the extravagant, savage vacation, that it was exactly what they had needed.

Their marriage quickly took a turn for the better after that brutal night—after Sherry learned that her husband could take control, and after Glen learned that he could be a man
 again.

And Sherry wanted it.

In fact, she stopped with the hotwife activities altogether once Glen took more control of the relationship in the bedroom. It started out slowly—she met up with Wyatt a couple times, but then started to lose interest.

She still loved her husband. Despite all his faults and weaknesses, he was a keeper. He was worth sticking around for, and she didn’t want to disappoint him.

Besides . . . he had
 bought the tickets to Hawaii, right? Made everything possible? Made her wildest, most scandalous, lewdest dreams come true?

So they once again became a monogamous married couple, respecting in their boundaries and love. There was no guilt-tripping about the month-long excess of depravity that they had both endured.

It had been a good experiment. They had both been satisfied with the outcome.

But ultimately, for love’s sake, they wanted to be together . . . needed
 to be together . . . 

. . . at least until their next big argument came around. 
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Check out other hot, steamy books by Bella Beaumont that are in a similar category as “For Love’s Sake”:
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Making a Sissy: Books 1-3


This young hot college athlete has had enough of her boyfriend, and now she wants her cute classmate or her macho, dominant professor:


Triangle of Lust: Books 1-3


This mother can’t stop watching her family having sex, even though she knows it’s taboo. Especially when it comes to her hung son, all the rules get thrown aside:


The Taboo Voyeur: Books 1-3


If you’re into strong women doing anything to get the big fat results they want—even blackmail—you might enjoy this 6-book series:
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