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Chapter One
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Sherry 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




[image: image]


Before 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!” 

* * *
[image: image]


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
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Robert’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
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Sherry 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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Robert 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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If you like sweet, lewd, odd stories about cute chicks with huge dicks, check out this 9- and 6-book series:

The Futa Girl’s Journey: Books 1-3

Maybe this story of a hot college athlete who falls for her nerdy stepbrother once she realizes the heat he’s packing? Check this 6-book series:

Forbidden Lust: Books 1-3

If you like horny MILF professors who fall for their students, you’ll love this 9-book series:

Little Big Man: 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:

Taming Ms. Steele: Books 1-3

Or this series about a young man finding his way as a sissy, and the hung femboy who turns him into one: 

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





The Author

Bella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there.  

If you would like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com

Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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