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Chapter 1

Abby

The good news about my weekend resort stay? I’ve been given a hall pass by my husband Ben, “In case anything were to happen,” as he put it.

I had to laugh at that, because we both know something’s going to “happen.” I’m an attractive, curvy, successful woman in my early forties who still turns heads when I’m dressed a certain way—usually when I’m wearing anything with a low-plunging neckline, or a dress that’s too short for my age. I’m also insatiably horny, which isn’t rare for women of my age.

The agreement is that if and when something happens, I have to tell ol’ Benny all about it.

“Sure thing, boss man,” I told him with a sly smirk.

The bad news about my weekend resort stay? I’ve agreed to take my best friend’s daughter, Tanya, on the vacation. Apparently Tanya went through a pretty rough break-up in college, it’s nothing her mom can deal with, and she wants a break from friends her own age.

I’ve known Tanya since she was little, and we have a close bond because I’ve always been her mom’s “cool friend.”

So, I won’t be alone on my excursion, which means I might have to be somewhat discreet in my playtime, especially when I’m on the prowl.

What I sincerely hope doesn’t happen is Tanya using me as a sounding board to vent her frustrations about her break-up. I need her to understand that I’m on vacation from a high-intensity job and we are there to relax, regenerate, and reenergize.

When we arrive at Velvet Oasis—which I think is a pretty slutty name for an island resort, which is why I chose it—I lay down the ground rules to my young accomplice.

“No boy talk unless it’s about boys within a two-mile radius,” I tell her, lifting a finger.

The “radius” distinction is because Velvet Oasis is on an off-shore island that straddles the San Diego and Mexico borders. Essentially, I don’t want to hear about any guys from the “mainland,” as it were. 

We’re in our spacious suite, putting on our bikinis. It’s the middle afternoon and it’s sunny as hell outside. Our suite is footsteps from the beach, which is littered with beach chairs, lounging rich people, and pretty bodies.

I’m in the main living room and Tanya is in the bathroom with the door partly open so we can talk. From the way the door sits ajar, I don’t think the girl realizes I can see her from a side mirror that peeks in.

My eyebrows lift when she strips her shirt off and checks herself out in the bathroom mirror while strapping on her bikini top and bottom.

Her tits are full and round, and she’s certainly grown bigger than her mom. Only half the size of my mammer jammers, but I’ve been overly busty my entire life, and it’s still a fair comparison. Her hips are wide—again, half my width maybe, but we can’t all have fifty-inch asses.

I frown when I put on my top, realizing that the cups barely fit my heavy tits these days. Seems I’ve gotten a bit, uh, curvier, since the last time I put on a swimsuit.

“Rule number two,” I say, “no talk about school. I don’t give a shit, Tanya, and neither should you. You’re on vacation.”

“No boys and no school. The hell am I supposed to talk about, Ms. Abby?”

It’s funny she still calls me “Ms. Abby,” all sweet and such, even though she’s twenty-two and I’ve known her since she was ten.

“No boys from the mainland,” I reiterate, holding up a finger.  

Tanya chuckles and steps out of the bathroom looking hot as hell, hands on her hips. She strikes a pose, saying, “How do I look?”

I take her in. “Like you’re going to break necks. How about me?”

Her eyes bulge, giving me a once-over. “Like you’re ready to suffocate someone between those bad girls.”

I laugh, say, “Shall we?” and sweep my hand out to the screen door that opens onto the beach.

I’m brunette and she’s blonde, but she still looks like she could be my daughter due to our similar builds: pear-shaped figures, similar frames.

We’re not stick-figures, and we’re not short girls. We have a commanding presence, which is even more powerful when we’re both together, half-dressed with our ass cheeks hanging out of our thongs.

It’s half the reason I agreed to take Tanya along: She’s a cock magnet, and any guys who don’t want to look at me will surely wander over to see what she’s all about. Especially if they’re closer to her in age.

We step out onto the warm sand, digging our feet in and letting out “Ahhs” of content. “Isn’t this the life, babe?” I say, throwing my arm over her shoulder.

“Will be once we get ourselves a mojito or something,” she says with a curl to the corner of her full lips. “Look at all the ass out here.”

I smile. If her mother knew what a little heart-breaker of a daughter she had, she’d be appalled. Probably try to send her off to a convent or something.

Luckily, I’m not her mother. And I agree: there are tons of guys walking to and from the water-break, the lounge chairs, the volleyball nets. Most of them are bringing around drinks on trays, dressed in skimpy board shorts that go halfway down their knees.

We meander out onto the beach, finding two empty beach chairs that we quickly recline in. I put my towel under me to lay on, in case I feel like hopping in the crystal-clear water, but I’m assuming I won’t.

I have a feeling I’ll be asleep in seconds once my head hits the back of the chair.

We chose a spot that’s a tiny bit secluded from the rest of the riffraff, about ten empty chairs between us and the next lounging couple. Those two are already making out on one of their chairs, so they won’t be a problem.

There’s a huge purple umbrella between our two chairs, giving us nice shade, and a small table between us for drinks. 

Ahead of us, people are living their life, drinking on the beach, yelling and laughing, and having a great time. The nearest person is more than fifty feet away, looks like. The sun beats down on us, glaring through my sunglasses.

I let out a huge sigh. “Now this is the life.”

“Wish I could do this every damn weekend,” Tanya mutters with a sad sigh.

“Same, sister.”

It isn’t long before two studly men wander up to our chairs. They’re shirtless and incredibly hot, which makes me rub my thighs together, a zing of excitement going through my body.

The one on the left, coming toward me, has bronze skin, an eight-pack, and bleach-blond hair that goes past his ears. The one on the right has short brown hair, a wiry build, a bit lighter skin, and is equally handsome in a cuter way. They’re both maybe twenty-five. Probably closer to twenty, but who’s counting?

The one on the left says, “Hello, ladies, welcome to Velvet Oasis. Can we get you some drinks?”

“Mojitos? Margaritas?” asks the boy on Tanya’s right. “A little Sex on the Beach, perhaps?”

I laugh. “I wouldn’t mind that last one, honey.”

The brown-skinned boy grins and looks over our chairs at his buddy. Or co-worker. Or lover. Whatever the hell these cabana boys call themselves.

Tanya blushes, reaching over to slap my arm. “Ms. Abby! Don’t mind her.”

“Ms. Abby?” asks my cabana boy. “So this beautiful young woman is not your daughter?”

“Certainly not,” I say cheerily.

“Could have fooled me.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment, honey. What’s your name?”

“Dustin, ma’am. And you should take it as a compliment. You’re both gorgeous.”

I know they’re paid to talk like this, but it makes my pussy sing. I could gobble this young man up, and I have every intention of riding his hot face before the night is through.

“You,” I say to the one on Tanya’s right, “come here a sec.”

He wanders over, between our chairs. “Yes, ma’am?”

I notice something dangerous at eye-level with his board shorts, the wiry fucker. “What’s your name, sweetie?”

“They call me Hammer, ma’am.”

I blink. “Why is that?”

He looks down at himself and smiles.

That’s when I notice the huge bulge even better, now that it’s ten inches from my face. I swear it twitches, like a third leg trying to kick out at me.

Gulping, I feel my mouth grow wet. Past “Hammer,” I say, “Tanya, why don’t you go for a swim? I need to talk with Dustin and, uh, Hammer, for a moment alone.”

She frowns at me. “Already? We just got—”

I flap a hand at her. The coconut scent of the two men surrounding my chair is becoming too much to handle. “Don’t argue, sweetie. I won’t be long.”

“Ugh, fine.” She groans and gets up, noticing something at the shore that makes her smile and forget all about me abandoning her. “Get me a mimosa, okay?”

I wink at her, realizing she probably can’t see it past my sunglasses. “Sure thing, babe.”

She gets up and prances off.

Dustin whistles. “My lord,” he says, watching her go.

“Hey, dude,” I say, slapping his well-toned thigh. “Eyes down here. I’m your prize, not that young waif.”

The bronze boy laughs. “Jealous, ma’am?”

I look down at my giant chest. “With these? How could I be?” Over to the lighter-skinned guy on my right, I say. “Show me why they really call you Hammer, honey, and don’t be squeamish.”

He looks past me at his friend, who shrugs.

Hammer pulls down his board shorts, not very discreetly, and a thick, giant cock swings down inches from my face. It’s musky and beautiful, a slab of cockmeat that has my pussy watering. It hops around, eager to plant on my face. 

“My God, the rumors are true,” I say blithely. “I bet your monster could hit my chin if you shoved him between these funbags, don’t you think?”

“I take it you want to find out, Ms. Abby?” Hammer says with a grin.

I pat my thighs. “Hop on, big boy. I’m here for a fun weekend, and this seems like a great place to start.”

“Only at Velvet Oasis,” Dustin says. He’s stroking his cock through his board shorts now, and the muscled cabana boy certainly has nothing to be shy about, either.

Looking past Hammer’s giant cock and narrow hips—the litheness of him only makes him look even more hung—I see Tanya is well away, ankle-deep in water. She’s talking with a hot young man with a samurai bun on his head and a surfboard in his arms. She’s laughing, splashing around.

The coast is clear.

Hammer straddles me over my chair. His heavy cock thuds on my chest, between my pooled tits. I squeeze them together, taking his weight on my thighs and hugging his small ass up my body.

Precum spills from Hammer’s fist-sized cockhead as he pushes through my warm cleavage.

“Fuck, that thing would destroy me,” I mutter, looking down at the wide piss-slit spilling clear precum all over my chest. “I hope it will, anyway.”

“You’re wearing a wedding ring, ma’am,” Dustin points out, continuing to stroke himself through his shorts.

“Hah! Ben? He isn’t a third your friend’s size, and he’ll be excited about the details. What about you, Dusty? Packing heat like Hammer over here?”

The young man brings out a beautiful brown cock that I quickly have in my hand, stroking next to my face while Hammer grabs handfuls of my huge tits and pushes them together so he can fuck them.

Right here on the beach, ten minutes into my stay at the resort, I’m ready for these two boys to destroy me.

“Ruin me, boys.” They grin down at me, and I repeat Dustin’s words. “Only at Velvet Oasis, right?”
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Chapter 2

Tanya

The surf instructor’s name is Keanu. He looks Hawaiian, incredibly hot and stacked, and has tattoos all over both arms. He also looks about my age.

When I leave Ms. Abby so she can flirt with the two sexy cabana boys, I beeline for the ocean, where the surf instructor is standing and pulling in his board.

I rush over to him and he grins when he spins and sees me splashing in the shallow tide, bouncing toward him.

“You must be new here,” he says.

I grin. “Tanya. Only here for the weekend.”

“I’m Keanu.” He puts his hand out and I shake it. The guy has a firm grip, and I make sure the handshake lasts a little too long, our eyes meeting.

He’s the kind of hottie that was probably born in the ocean and will die in the ocean. A young, fresh man with the scent of salt and seawater and sunshine all over him. He’s practically glistening when he steps out of the knee-high water toward me.

I notice the way his board shorts suction to his strong thighs and fat package. I find my eyes veering south to check him out, and I definitely like what I see.

My newly ex-boyfriend can get fucked. Like Ms. Abby said, I’m here for a good time. Plus, I can’t let her one-up me: If she’s going to try and hook up with some younger men, or at least flirt with them, why can’t I try?

Hell, she’s the married one, and I feel sorta bad for Ben.

But enough about them. Keanu won’t stop gazing into my face. He says, “God, you’re beautiful, Tanya.”

I blush, my face growing warm in the sun. “You’re not too bad-looking yourself, Keanu. Any good on that thing?”

He chuckles and looks down at the board stuffed under his arm like a briefcase. “What, this thing? I’m Velvet Oasis’ surf instructor. Pretty easy gig.”

“Do you get lots of cuties trying to ride you?”

He chuckles, taken aback.

“I mean your board!” I cry out, slapping a hand over my mouth. What’s gotten into me?!

“None worth talking about,” he says. “You wanna have a go on my board? I could show you the ropes.”

I grimace, shaking my head and tucking blonde locks behind me ears so they’ll stop whipping in the wind. “Any chance I could just have a go on you instead, Keanu?”

His face freezes, jaw clenching. “You work fast.”

I wink. But I’m wearing sunglasses, so I tell him. “I’m winking. By the way.”

He laughs and takes my hand. “Come on, I know a place.”

“What about right here in the water? There’s no one around for, oh, at least fifty feet.” I sweep my hand out at the wide ocean and the people far to the right.

He winces, bobbing his head as if trying to let me down softly. “I don’t want to get fired if I’m caught, you know—”

I go on my tiptoes and smash my lips against his before he can finish his sentence. He tastes just as good as he smells, and our tongues are swirling within seconds. At first he’s shocked at my forwardness, but as my big tits push into his hard chest, and my curves line up against his middle, he wraps a hand around my waist, just above my ass.

“You’re quite persuasive, Tanya,” he sighs into my mouth.

I reach down and run my hand over the wet front of his board shorts, over his stiffening cock. The outline grows by the second, until it looks like he’s going to pitch a tent if he’s not careful.

“Give me this thing, Keanu. I’m horny, we’re both young, and it’s a beautiful day. What’s stopping you?”

He pulls his board shorts down as a way of answering, and his big brown dick swings out and slaps against the side of my thighs. I let out a little yelp, because he’s way bigger than the shitty ex.

“Shit! You need to hide that beast so you don’t get caught, silly!” I quip.

I close my thick thighs around his cock and squeeze, feeling the top of his rugged cock rubbing against my pussy through my bikini bottoms.

Wrapping my arms around his neck, I pull myself against him, and we kiss again. While doing that, I slide my hips forward and back, giving him a thighjob that I know drives him insane because of how hard he gets trapped in my warm, soft curves.

“Mmm,” I moan into his mouth. I can feel the dripping tip of his cock poking out beneath the swell of my fat ass. “You feel like you’re gonna come soon, already, if I keep this up.”

“You’re soft as hell,” he grunts. “But I’m not finished by a longshot.”

“Good.” I reach down and slide the front of my bottoms aside, fingering my wetness and sliding it over the top of his shaft. “Then hide this big juicy cock somewhere much warmer, Keanu.”

I guide his cock inside me, and the immediate punch to my insides startles me. He stretches my pussy more than it’s ever been stretched. I moan into his mouth as we fuck right there on the shore of the beach.

Anyone looking over could see us hugging way too close, and that’s half the fun. They could see us starting to jiggle as I ride Keanu’s cock standing. He’s big enough to do it—to get past the swell of my hip bones and deep into my core.

I melt in his arms. As I stay latched onto his front, he squeezes my tits with his hands and hooks them inside my bikini top. He fondles my breasts, tweaks my little pert nipples, and bucks his hips into me.

Then he grabs my ass, and any innuendo about what we’re doing is lost—it’s obvious he’s fucking me now.

My legs grow weak. That’s one of the problems of stand-fucking, especially face-forward like this. There’s nowhere for me to go, no foundation for me to hold onto. I can only hold onto Keanu and hope he’ll keep me lifted.

His cock sinks deeper and deeper. My pussy walls are stretching and widening to accommodate him, and it’s the most intense pleasure ever.

I come right there, standing in the water. My body jerks, I gasp, and my mouth falls open.

He holds me up by hoisting my big ass cheeks in his hands. Then he surprises me, filing one hand in my crack and stuffing two fingers in my asshole.

I yip into his ear. “Oh! Woah!” My muscles clench around his fingers. Now I feel even tighter, pelvic floor holding onto his dick like a vise. “Fuck that’s nice, Keanu! Rail me harder!”

While holding my asshole like a bowling ball, I grind my pussy over his cock and rub my clit on his hard abs. He’s balls-deep now, and I just want this young stranger to fill me full of cum. It’s the danger I crave.

The waves come in harder, as if the seas are turning stormy to mirror our torrid fucking out here on the beach. But I know it’s just the tide coming in, and it starts suctioning to my legs, trying to pull me out into the ocean.

Keanu laughs, holds me tight, and fucks into my guts. He holds the landing, pulsating inside me, and warm cum floods my system. My mouth falls open again and I take a bite on his shoulder to stop me from screaming from pure bliss. My legs shake, thighs wobbling, and he holds me upright.

Then he pulls out, cum splashes into the ocean, and I pull my bikini bottoms back over my wet, stretched cunt.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” I groan. “I wonder if you know anyone else who can show me and my friend a good time.” My eyebrows bob.

“Your friend?”

I look back at the shore. They’re far, but it seems like Ms. Abby and her two cabana boys are getting close. Like really close. I mean . . . what’s that one guy doing on top of her, straddling her hips? Giving her a massage?

I start to wander to the shore, tugging Keanu’s hand along so he’ll stay with me.

“Holy shit, looks like your ‘friend’ is even hornier than you.”

I tilt my head, inspecting and squinting. “Really, she’s . . . my mom’s friend.”

That’s when Abby squeals and her body shakes.

Now I’m close enough to see what’s happening. The lighter-skinned skinny dude has a massive cock that he’s plunging into Ms. Abby’s cleavage, fucking her equally massive tits like they were made for each other. She’s throating his cock at the head every time he punches through her cleavage.

The young guy, Hammer, is busy doing what his name suggests. And Dustin, the darker-skinned blondie, has a beautiful velvety dick in Abby’s fist. She’s jerking him off.

She can’t see me because of the man-meat straddling her torso, essentially sitting on her thighs as he drags his huge balls and pumps into her tits.

So when Hammer hops off her and moves to her legs, with his giant dick swaying in the wind, I gawk.

Keanu hums. “Hammer’s up to his old tricks, I see. Your friend might be a while, Tanya. Maybe we should let them . . .”

“No, I have to see this.”

It’s like a trainwreck. One second Ms. Abby is on her back, sunbathing and pleasuring these two dudes. Then they’re returning the favor, with Hammer lifting her heavy bulky thighs up, placing her calves on his shoulders, and planting his absurd dick inside her at the end of the chair.

Dustin moves to straddle Ms. Abby, but instead of fucking her tits like Hammer had been doing, he’s got his legs precariously looped over her neck. He’s guiding his pretty dick into her face and she makes sounds like a seagull squawking—no, wait, that was a seagull squawking.

Ms. Abby’s sounds are lewder. She’s naked now, huge tits jiggling under Dustin’s bouncing ass, the cabana boy fucking down into her face. Her luscious curves are shaking all over while Hammer fucks her straight-on, both boys getting in no the action.

Then come the moans—loud, fervent, needy. A powerful, successful businesswoman becoming nothing more than a cumdump for these men half her age.

I can’t believe it. Mom never told me Ms. Abby this way. And to see it now, so clear in the daylight, shows me that I’ve never really known her at all!

Has she been this big of a hungry slut the entire time?! And with a body like that? God, she should be hitting the bars with me and getting all the younger cock she wants—as long as she’ll spare some for me!

I want to go over there and join. I know it’s wrong and awful, and my mom can never learn about it, but seeing those massive tits that are bigger than my head flop and jiggle around . . . I want to shove my face between them.

Maybe I’d be able to if there weren’t a pair of nuts smacking into her tits from how violently Dustin is fucking her face. She looks helpless on the beach chair, laid back fully, overtaken and demolished by these two hung men.

“Goddamn, they’re really giving it to her,” I mutter in a low voice.

“Remember when you asked if I had friends, Tanya?” Keanu whispers in my ear. “Everyone is a friend at Velvet Oasis, and they all can give you what Hammer and Dustin are giving your lovely mom-friend over there.”
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Chapter 3

Abby

I’ve never had such a big cock destroying my insides before. I’m so glad Tanya isn’t here to see her mom’s best friend getting railed at both ends by two men Tanya’s age. On that note, I’m glad Tanya’s mom isn’t here to see me! She’d never think I was safe around her daughter again.

And, shit, maybe I’m not. I can’t help it if it feels amazing having these young hard cocks pumping into my throat and pussy. It’s better than amazing—it’s unreal.

I can’t wait to tell Ben about it.

Dustin and Hammer are going to town so hard on me in the beach chair that I’m worried it might break. Dustin has his thick bronze thighs wrapped around my soft neck, lightly squeezing as he feeds me his big dick down my throat. Hammer is bucking his hips and stretching my pussy, gaping me worse than I’ve ever been gaped.

All I need is someone to fill my ass and I’ll have the trifecta complete. I can leave Velvet Oasis at the end of the weekend with an anal checkbox checked off. And a threesome. And a double-team.

When I start choking on Dustin and seeing double, tears blurring my vision, I know it’s time for him to get up. He’s had enough fun facefucking the curvy woman at his slutty resort.

I need to breathe, dammit.

But then he pinches my nose, I gawk and gasp and froth all over, and my body starts trembling on the chair. I grab my tits and squeeze my nipples, then move my hand down and furiously rub my clit while feeling Hammer pushing my pussy lips aside.

The little maneuver—pinching my nose—makes me come super hard. My toes curl on Hammer’s shoulders, flicking his ears, and he chuckles as I come undone. My eyes roll back, jaw stretched wide and lewd sloppy duck sounds coming from my throat.

Dustin finally pulls up. I breathe in a huge lungful, spasming on the chair.

I’m starting to get the sense that other people on the beach have seen us, because the action is getting further and further away . . . except for a few men who are starting to scoot over toward us.

When I glance over and wipe my blurry eyes, I see that three young men have their cocks in their hands, jerking off to the sight of me getting double-teamed.

Hammer puts a hand on the swell of my belly. His other hand grips my hip, yanking me against him, and he tries to hilt to the balls.

But he’s too big, it feels like he’s going to punch my cervix, and I scream. My legs kick on his shoulders, massive thunderthighs jiggling incessantly, as I come again. “Too fucking fat and huge, Hammer!”

“I know, ma’am, that’s what you wanted.”

He’s so calm about destroying me. It’s no fair that a guy half my age, with half my power in the real world, can turn me into a squirming, coming mess.

I guess they’re right. I asked for this. I wanted to be dominated—not really imagining that these boys would be the ones to do it—and they haven’t let me down. I can’t even see straight. I’m not sure if my words will come out right because Dustin has fucked the little thoughts out of my slutty head.

Warmth floods my insides and I look down. I swear my belly is bloating, getting larger by the second, but I know that’s impossible. Still, Hammer has a lot of cum stored in those huge swinging nuts of his.

“. . . More . . .” I croak, hands to my belly. “Breed me, Hammer . . .”

“Trying, ma’am.”

Dustin laughs and jerks himself off over my tits. Right as he’s ready to explode, with his bell-shaped cockhead bulging and slit opening wide to spray my massive tits with thick cum, I jerk my head up and close my mouth around his dick.

I suck him like a vacuum, he grunts, and launches his cum down my belly. Some of it shoots out of my nose because it’s such a forceful orgasm, and now I’m pretty sure my stomach is bloating from all this young spunk I’m consuming.

I sit back once they’re done filling me up at both ends. Womb and belly filled. I gently rub my belly, sighing, and look up at the boys.

And that’s when I see Tanya snaking off with her new boy-toy, the handsome Hawaiian-looking fellow with the surfboard.

Shit! I think, sitting up with a grimace. She saw me. And not only that . . . but she stayed for the whole show! She’s going to think I’m a horrible person, allowing myself—no, begging to get railed like this on vacation!

Hammer says, “Still want more, ma’am?”

I look down and see his huge hanging thing is soft but no less intimidating than before. Christ, it goes more than halfway down to his knees, and that’s flaccid!

I gulp. “Yes.”

The answer comes out before I can even think if it’s a good idea.

“Good, because we just got a page from our manager, and he’s getting ‘complaints’ about what we’re doing out here from other guests.”

“Why was ‘complaints’ in air-quotes?” I ask.

“Because it’s his way of saying that the other guests are jealous . . . and the rest of the staff wants a go on your tight lovely pussy and curvy body, ma’am.”

My eyes widen. “Well shit, why didn’t you just lead with that? I’m sure we can make something happen.”

I have to hope Tanya is okay with her single young stud, and I need to put her in the back of my mind.

Because it’s about to get a whole lot worse. 
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“You won’t believe how deep he went!” I say cheerily into the phone.

On the other end of the video, my husband Ben smiles. “I’m sure you’re going to tell me.”

I wink at him. I’m on the main bed in the suite, on my stomach like a gossiping teenager, with my elbows propping my chin up.

“Hammer, as they call him,” I chuckles, “had to be three times your size. Four, maybe.”

“Hmm, that’s pretty ­hngh—huge.” Ben’s face twitches. He grabs his phone and puts it further away on the coffee table in our living room.

I notice the back of a head bobbing between his legs, hiding his stiff cock so I can’t see it. 

“Tell me more, baby,” he murmurs, “I’m harder than diamonds.”

My eyes squint. “Hey! Who’s that?”

“Oh, this?” He pats the blowjob girl’s head. “Marcy. From the bar. We gave each other hall passes, right?”

My face scrunches together. “Yeah . . .”

“But you expected you’d be the only one getting any action, huh?” He winks at me. Marcy gags as he pushes her head further down his cock.

Good for Ben.

I kick my legs again, waving my concerns away. “Anywho, then I met the bellhop, Sterling, who is an absolute cutie, but very shy. He couldn’t stop staring at my tits—”

“I mean, they’re massive.”

“—and there’s Aaron, the front desk clerk, who’s nice to look at. Half our age. Oh! And Greer, the manager. He’s got some salt in his pepper, so I’d peg him around our age.”

“Did somebody say peg?”

I smile sheepishly. “Only if he’ll let me.” My face scrunches up in thought. “Maybe Sterling will. He seemed like a sub.”

“And you’ve fucked all these people, Abby?”

I blink at him in shock. “What! No! . . . I’ve only just got here, Ben. Damn. Give a girl time to work.”

Ben starts fucking Marcy’s face, lifting his hips up from the couch. She makes choking sounds, which I find funny since Ben isn’t a very hung dude.

A knock comes at my door.

“Shit. That must be Tanya. I should, uh, probably go, since you’re so . . . preoccupied.” My eyebrows bob at the sight of him getting his sloppy blowjob.

Ben sighs. “I miss you.”

I blow him a kiss. “Come in, door’s open!” I call out. “Miss you too, baby.”

Before I can reach for the phone and turn it off, the door opens and Ben clears his throat. “Uh, baby?”

“Huh?” My finger stays poised on the red END button of the phone.

“Keep me on the line. It’s not Tanya.”

Furrowing my brow, I start to turn my head—

“No! Don’t look. I want you to guess for me.” Ben smirks. He leans forward, excited. I can only imagine how much harder his cock just got inside Marcy’s throat.

“. . . Guess for you?”

Hands pull my bikini bottoms aside. They’re warm and start to slide between my big ass crack. Then weight settles on the backs of my outstretched legs.

“Ohhh,” I hum, smiling. “Does my poor lil hubby wanna see his curvy mommy wife get plowed?” I say it in a chipmunk voice for maximum effect.

“You know it, baby. Show me how mommy takes it, you little freeuse slut.”

My eyes widens as a stiff cock enters my pussy drenched from the back. A soft voice coos next to my ear—an exhalation from someone who isn’t Hammer or Dustin. It’s one of the other three, but I don’t know them well enough to guess by their voice alone.

A soft hand wraps around my neck, gently squeezing. My body starts to bounce as he fucks me, digging deep inside my pussy with a nicely sized cock. Nothing like Hammer or even Dustin, a bit skinnier of a dick, but still nice and long.

One of my eyes screws up. This position is lewd, and the fact Ben is watching me only makes me hotter and wetter.

“Never thought I’d watch my wife getting prone-boned in her hotel room and would have such a hard-on from it,” Ben says.

He pulls Marcy’s head off his dick by her hair, then spins her around and sits her on his lap. She’s a little fuck-doll he’s told me about before, who always had the hots for him but never got a chance to fuck my husband until this weekend.

Now she’s bouncing on his dick, but he’s staring into the camera around her body, not even paying her any attention.

She gasps and comes—probably from the mutual fucking going on between the airwaves in a scalding back and forth. I’m sure I look like a silly slut with my mouth falling open, this big cock sinking deep inside me. In the video viewer, I can see my huge ass rippling in waves over my shoulders.

“Fuck, you’re so big, baby,” I say through a tight throat. “W-Who are you?”

Sterling the bellhop. Aaron the front clerk. Greer the manager.

“Guess,” he says in a fake low voice.

I laugh. “Your hands are too soft and your v-voice is shy. Sterling!”

“Bingo, ma’am.” The young man kisses the side of my face. “I could bounce on your big curvy body all night, Ms. Abby, but there’s someone else here who wants to use you.”

With that, Sterling digs his palms into my billowing ass cheeks, hilts himself balls-deep, and blows his load in my pussy. Then he gets off my body—

And I gasp as new hands drag my by the ankles to the end of the bed. I claw at the phone, yelling out, and it must look like I’m in a horror movie.

“I’m a little rougher,” says the surly voice.

“Greer the manager?!”

“Guilty as charged, ma’am. Your suite order includes free cock during your stay. I’ve got Aaron here too, ready to plug your asshole if you’d like?”

“Oh, yes please!” I beam at Ben.

My husband shoves Marcy off his cock and she launches out of the video shot, onto the couch. She crawls back over and puts her mouth to Ben’s cockhead. My husband strokes himself furiously, groans, and comes all over her face and in her mouth. He holds her head down to finish inside her, still watching the video as the Velvet Oasis floor manager pumps his thick cock inside my pussy from the back.

The hottie desk clerk, who I imagined was gay, pushes into view of the video over my shoulder. He wiggles his way around Greer, hops onto the bed, and hovers over my ass in a crouched position. His balls feel light on my cheeks.

“Ready, ma’am?” Aaron asks.

I can see over my shoulder that he’s sporting a nice coke-can cock. I smile wide, licking my lips. “Please just keep pounding me. You don’t have to keep asking, boys. Make my body yours.”

Aaron sinks his dick inside my asshole from above, and my world tilts on its axis. I blink the pain away, shocked at his girth—and the fact that Greer already has his cock rammed in my pussy.

They use my body like I’m a cum-dump, and the entire bed groans from their efforts.

Then the door opens again and two more people shuffle in, quickly filling the room: Dustin and Hammer, wearing robes, which are quickly opened to reveal their ridiculously hard cocks underneath.

“Holy shit,” Ben goes bug-eyed in the camera. “You weren’t kidding about that hammer guy.”
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Chapter 4

Tanya

I wail as Keanu bounces me in the air. He’s a strong guy, and I’m not a small girl, so it’s pretty miraculous he could even hoist me off the bed.

I have my arms wrapped around his warm sweaty neck and my legs around his taut muscled ass. He’s cupping my fat cheeks and lifts me up before letting me fall on his perfect cock again.

“Fuck! Fuck! I don’t care about your friends!” I scream.

We’re in the massage room at the Velvet Oasis, right outside the lobby. We’re surrounded by nice-smelling plants and an empty massage chair.

Keanu is a massage therapist-in-training, and he decided to take the honors once we searched around and couldn’t find the horny “friends” he was talking about at the beach.

But I was so horny for his cock again, I didn’t mind.

Within minutes of going belly-down on the soft massage bed, and sticking my head in the hole while my body stayed planked, his hands were roaming over my curves, oiling me up, and sliding between my ass crack.

First he started teasing my pussy with his fingers. He flicked my clit and made me squirm. Then I trapped his wrist in my thighs and said, “You’re not going anywhere,” when he tried to pull back.

Now I’m getting carry-fucked in the air, five minutes later, and he’s not showing any signs of slowing down. A sheen of sweet drips down his forehead—the room is hot and I’ve got to be heavy. But I also know he wants to show how strong he is, the arrogant surf instructor, and I’ll happily let him if it means taking his big dick deep inside my cunt over and over again.

My voice becomes guttural, my moans loud and carrying into the lobby beyond. Hopefully no one is checking in right now—well, they can’t, since the front desk clerk Aaron is nowhere to be found.

“Still don’t know where everyone else went . . .” he mumbles in my ear. “Aaron’s always at his desk. And where the hell is Greer?”

“G-G-Greeeer?” I wail, throwing my head back. “Who the fuck is Greeeeeeer?!”

“Manager.” He grunts and stuffs his face between my clapping tits, biting a nipple.

My eyes screw up and I come again. My left foot starts to shake uncontrollably, bouncing off his ass, and he fucks me through my orgasm.

I scream, “It’s coming againnn!” and he lifts me off his dick just in time for me to squirt all over on the floor.

He’s been fucking me so hard and so long now, I’ve lost control of my insides. I keep pushing out ladyjuices and spewing all over the table and Keanu’s legs.

He doesn’t seem to mind that I’m a waterfall over here.

The stud finally lets me down on wobbly, boneless legs, and then bends me over the message table. My palms fall flat and he mounts me from behind.

Keanu rails into my pussy and then pulls out, spits on his slick cock, and stuffs it in my ass.

I howl again. My head rolls back. He grabs my hair to yank and torture me. My eyes roll further back than my head, and I let out choked sounds as the breathplay comes into action.

My hands lift off the edge of the table the more he straightens me up by my hair. They dangle uselessly at my sides, trembling, as he ass-fucks the hell out of me.

I squirt again, a complete mess that’s been turned into a little plaything for this hunk in a matter of hours. I can’t even remember when we started fucking, and I’ve definitely never been screwed like this.

It’s complete bliss . . .

Yet for some reason I can’t stop thinking about Ms. Abby getting double-teamed on the chair by the cabana boys. They looked hung as hell from afar—it was hard to make out more than their shaking bodies.

“I . . . can you fuck me in a proper beddd?” I whine.

He lets my hair go, pushes my face down, and slam-fucks my ass until my insides turn into mush. My ex could never get deep in my tight puckering anus because he was a limp-dicked bastard.

Keanu, by comparison, can go all day, and he’s hung like a god.

“Of course I can,” he says, and then pumps cum deep inside me, lathering my guts in his essence. He pulls out of my ass, spanks me with a red-raw print on my rear, and his cum drools out of my holes. “Lead the way, Tanya.”

I wobble out of the room, naked and dazed, holding his hand. We walk through the winding hallways, everything blank and bright to my cock-crazed eyes.

Someone steps out of a hotel room door right in front of us, sees my curvy cum-covered body and big sweaty tits, and puts a hand over her mouth in shock. “Oh my gosh, are you—”

“Out of the way, slut, I’m trying to get fucked six ways to Sunday,” I mumble, pushing her back into her room.

The girl scowls at me. “Yeah, well, you’re leaving a cum-trail wherever you go, so who’s the slut now?!”

She slams the door.

Keanu and I laugh.

We come to mine and Ms. Abby’s suite, and I knock.

There are moans coming from inside, so I know no one is coming to open the door.

Keanu, who is wearing his board shorts, says, “I have a key to all the rooms.”

“Of course you do,” I groan, frustrated because his cock isn’t back in my pussy already.

I feel drunk, but I’m not. Just horny beyond belief. 

He puts his key in the reader, it dings, and then I blow the door open—

Only to see Ms. Abby getting tag-teamed by no less than five men at the same time.

I gasp, hand over my mouth, and Keanu growls, “That’s where everyone went!”

The front-desk guy, Aaron, has his dick in Ms. Abby’s gigantic ass. I can hardly even see him, and she’s rippling back and forth on the bed so hard I think it might break. Beside him, cutie bellhop Sterling has his thin long dick also in her asshole. Hammer, that slender overly hung dude, has his giant bitch-breaker lodged down her throat and is bloating her neck with his size. In one hand she has Dustin, jerking him off ruthlessly, and in the other hand she has Greer the manager.

I can’t believe it . . . but Abby’s pussy is the only hole not being filled!

I tap Keanu’s arm. “Shit, you have to go help her!”

“Oh, uh, yeah. Of course. Make way, guys.” He barrels into the room and I slide in after him.

Keanu gets behind Sterling and lifts the bellhop’s skinny leg. He plunges his cock into Abby’s pussy, and I get a perfect shot of how elastic and stretched her asshole has become getting double anally penetrated. With Keanu now wedged inside her cunt, she can’t even move.

I start fingering myself silly, standing there, losing it. “Ms. Abby! Blink if you can you hear me?”

She blinks bloodshot eyes. Her mouth is so full of Hammer’s giant slab of cockmeat that she can’t say a word. He’s wedged deep down her throat, jerking himself off using her neck, ready to plant a huge load directly in her stomach.

The two guys in her ass come at nearly the same time. They groan, spank her, and flatten her on the bed. Then they step aside and I see she’s brimming with cum. It’s like a volcano ready to overflow.

Dustin moves his cock out of his hand, ready to march around to plug her asshole again.

“Wait! Let me help first!” I say, and then rush behind Ms. Abby.

She’s always been so nice and sweet to me, the least I can do is slurp up all that thick filthy cum from the cuties who just pumped her full.

I go on my knees behind her huge sweaty ass. Abby moans as I drink all the cum, laving her donut-ring asshole with my tongue.

Then I pull back after swallowing all the cum, and lick my lips. Keanu steps behind me, yanking his dick out of her pussy, and starts fucking me from the back.

I push forward into Abby from Keanu’s strength. “Oh, shit! I’m sorry, Ms. Abby, your asshole looks too yummy. I have to fist you!”

Abby nods dumbly, still cock-wedged by Hammer.

I curl my fingers into a fist, then point them forward like an arrow. Next thing I know, my hand sinks in to the wrist. She was already gaped so badly, it isn’t hard to fit my whole hand inside her rectum.

I start lightly punching. Every time I do, Abby squirts a little bit all over her untouched cunt.

“W-W-Why are you fucking me when I said to stuff Ms. Abby full?” I ask Keanu over my shoulder.

“I can’t get enough of your young tight pussy, Tanya.”

I growl. My fist moves faster inside Abby.

And that’s when I notice something over her shoulder—a far-away voice.

There’s a video running on her phone, facing us from the TV dresser across the way.

Ben, her husband, and the man who has seen me grow up, is watching his wife get fucked by five men, furiously masturbating in the video . . . and watching as a woman half his age, that he’s known since I was young, fists his wife’s overblown asshole.
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Chapter 5

Abby

I’m already broken by the time Tanya comes rushing in, naked and sweaty and dripping cum from her pussy and asshole.

God she’s sexy.

I was hoping to prevent her from seeing my sheer depravity, but lo and behold, she’s already taking part within the first five hours of being at Velvet Oasis.

There’s something about this place that has transformed us into total sluts. We’re cock-crazed, cum-drunk, and there’s nothing more we want than big fat dicks to relax our insides and beat us into submission.

What I expected from her was horrified fascination at seeing my curvy body filled in every orifice. What I didn’t expect was for her to rush over, lap up the two boys’ cum from my drenched asshole like it’s milk, and proceed to stuff her fist inside my rear.

I’m not sure why my best friend’s daughter is punching my insides like she’s going to try and grab my colon, but the feeling is incredible.

Pain has long-ago left the building. There’s only numbness in my mind and sheer pleasure in my body as I come over and over again.

Hammer finally dumps a load in my belly, making me even fatter with cum than before, and pulls out. His huge dick lets out a schlorp as it escapes my maw, and then he’s stroking himself to another erection.

He says to the surf instructor guy banging Tanya while she fists me: “Let me widen her hole and ruin her for other men, Keanu.”

“Only if she wants—”

“Yes! You take over for Ms. Abby, Keanu. She deserves it.”

The new guy, Keanu I guess, replaces Tanya’s fist with his cock, and then I can feel him gliding in my widened hole.

I try to get up, to crawl, but Greer, the manager, puts his weight on me and stuffs my throat full of dick again.

My eyes roll. I’m getting railed so hard at every end, I don’t even know where my limbs start and where they end anymore.

When I look over my shoulder, Tanya is screaming. She’s shaking and coming and her thighs won’t stop trembling. Hammer has her on all fours like a bitch in heat on the floor. He’s mounted her, the stallion he is, and seemingly ruptured her pussy by fucking her so deep and fast. I can hear the weighty clap of his giant hairless nuts bouncing off her pussy lips and skin.

She shoots off his dick, unable to take his size any longer, and squirts behind her like a broken fire hydrant. Then she crawls onto the bed and pushes Greer out of my mouth.

We’re at opposite ends of the bed now. I’ve been yanked to the foot of the bed, where Keanu—and now Hammer again—are drilling my ass and pussy. Tanya is at the front of the bed, where there is no headboard, and we’re both planked belly-down.

I look into her eyes. “I . . . I’m s-sorry, Tanya. Your mom would be so disappointed in . . . meeee!” I scream the last word as I come, my eyelids fluttering.

She grabs the side of my face. “Don’t worry about her. Don’t worry about anything, Ms. Abby. I’m here for you.” Her eyes screw up as Greer rails her asshole and Dustin takes her pussy. We’re both double-stuffed, and for now, our mouths are unmolested.

Our full, bruised, puffy lips . . .

I lock mine over Tanya’s. She returns the kiss even more fervently. Our noses knock together because our bodies are in constant motion from the fucking and flailing.

We climb onto each other, losing ourselves to the sudden lust, and I hug her. Our fat tits press together as we go on our knees on the bed, sitting our heels on our big heavy asses.

The boys take turns with us. The entire time, we kiss and mingle, wrapped in each other’s arms with our eyes closed.

“Shit,” Ben says from the video. He’s already had three climaxes and Marcy is long gone. He’s been watching the video alone for over an hour now. “Never thought I’d see little Tanya so grown up.”

He’s getting the perfect view of her abused holes, too, from the angle of the video. Dustin plants a load inside her asshole, moves aside, and Sterling takes the reins, deciding to play with her pussy. Once he’s done with her, another man steps up.

Everything becomes blurry after that, as we keep fucking and frolicking until the sun starts to come up. By that point, Ben is drenched in his own cum on the couch at home, snoring with his head lilted to the side.

I’m spasming, burping up cum from my pussy, ass, and mouth.

I hold hands with Tanya, who is spread akimbo across the bed. Someone is still wildly railing into her pussy from above, and she hardly seems awake anymore. But she’s moaning, loving it, and when I tighten my palm on hers, she threads her fingers into mine.

“No matter what happens, baby,” I tell her in a low, raspy voice. “I love you, Tanya. We’ll make it through this together.”

She looks up—her beautiful face and blonde locks covered in a thick coat of cum that everyone just kept spraying on her because she’s so pretty. “Are you . . . kidding me, Ms. Abby? This is the best trip of my life.”

I beam at her. We kiss again. Hammer finishes dumping a final load in her pussy and then says, “Breeding complete, I believe,” before wiping his sweaty forehead with his forearm.

I wink at Tanya, still smiling. “. . . And it’s only day one, baby! Who knows what the next two days have in store for us?”
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The End!
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I hope you enjoyed this uber-raunchy gangbangin’ freeuse story! Stay tuned for more steamy episodes from the ongoing “Snared and Shared” series – each book with a new cast of lovable horny characters!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

Curvy Hotwife Neighbor: Hotwife and her sweet husband find young studs in the neighborhood to bang.

Little Addict: Hot college girl comes home for break to bang five silver-fox daddies she’s always wanted.

The Pet Professor: Sexy professor gets ganged by all the hung students she craves.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.
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For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!
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For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.
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