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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That girl had been Sherry. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The looks in both of their eyes were blank. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Perhaps he was too embarrassed to mention it. 

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

A strange expression darkened his face.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Things have been different lately . . .”

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

He nodded. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“W-What do you want me to say, Glen?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No . . .”

“Then of course it’s my fault!” 

“Okay, Glen, calm down.”

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

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“You have nothing to be sorry for.”

“I do. I didn’t make you cum, right?”

She slowly shook her head. 

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

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

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

“Oh my God, I haven’t?!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Um, thank you?”

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

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

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

Silence. 

In a flat tone, Sherry: “Uh. What?”

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

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

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

“You’d better,” Sherry muttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“W-What?!” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“. . . Shit.” 

“See?”

“You tricky dick,” Sherry muttered. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey! Don’t be a little shit.”

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

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

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

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

Sherry snorted. “No, I don’t.” 

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

But then Glen added the kicker.

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

Sherry raised a single eyebrow. 

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

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

He grinned once more. “I get to pick the guys.”
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Chapter Two
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Sherry was incredulous at the idea—the mere thought that her husband would go out and pick up dudes for her to fuck. 

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

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

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

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

Unless it turns him on! 

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

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

They would always return to each other’s arms. 

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

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

Fuck. 

She was quickly warming up to the idea. 

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

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

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

She agreed that that was a reasonable, pragmatic idea.

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

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

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

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

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

She came in no time at all. 

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

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

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

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

Finally, his wife’s answer:  

Fine. I’m in. Let’s flip the script on these bitches. 

* * *
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“HEY, LONG, I DON’T pay you to smile at your phone like a goddamn fool all day.”

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

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

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

What self-respecting man would be excited about that?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And hopefully like it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He started his car and headed toward the local bar down the street.

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

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

He turned around and hopped back into his car. 

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

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

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

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

Glen grimaced.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

These were all good signs. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He also seemed reasonably nice, to begin with. 

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

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

Glen shrugged. “Sure.” 

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

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

“Oh—”

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

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

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

Bing. Bullseye. 

He pumped his fist and grunted.

“Damn!” Glen said. He pat the guy on the back, felt his strong shoulder muscle flex with excitement. “What’re you drinking, bud?”

* * *
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OVER THE NEXT TWO HOURS, Glen became the life of the party. More people began congregating as his offer stood—a bullseye gets you a free drink. Everyone had a go at it, since there was nothing to lose—Glen wasn’t asking for anything in return . . .

Not yet, anyway. 

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

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

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

The business of making his wife happy.

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

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

“I gotta go too,” Glen said. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Basically.”

“Brutal.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Glen frowned. “Not . . . exactly.”   

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

“What kind of guy are you looking for?” 

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

A new look of understanding fell over Wyatt’s chiseled features. He blinked. “Oh. Shit.” 
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Chapter Three
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“Tom, I gotta head out,” Wyatt announced as he returned to the group of people surrounding the bar and the dartboard. “Glen’s gonna give me a ride home.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He and Wyatt both laughed.

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

Glen: So we have a winner? 

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

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

“I’ll Irish Goodbye these fools,” Wyatt agreed, then stepped around a drunk couple making out next to him. They made their way out of the bar, into the warm San Diego night. 

* * *
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SHERRY WAS SITTING by herself at the lounge area of the Four Seasons hotel, also in the Gaslamp area of Downtown. She sipped on a Manhattan, then downed it, then drank a second one.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She also didn’t want to seem too eager. 

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

Then she heard the door crack open. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A single harsh nod. “Yes.”

* * *
[image: image]


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

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

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

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

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

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

“What should I do?”

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

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

At that moment, the door to the room opened. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But he couldn’t bring himself to do it. 

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

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

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

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

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

Sherry, what have I done?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sherry’s mouth dropped open. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sherry nodded again.

“Speak up, slave. I can’t hear you.”

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

Wyatt snorted. “Well, well. Why didn’t you just say so to begin with, my horny little minx?”
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Glen sat in the corner of the room, feeling guilty and ashamed. But he couldn’t look away from the trainwreck. And, strangely enough, he was starting to get hard from his voyeuristic daydream. 

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

But here, he didn’t have that power. 

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

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

But he still wanted to free his cock and cum. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He sucked at her clit as he roughly fingered her. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh no, Glen, what will you do when this huge masterful man finds out you’ve disobeyed him, husband? 
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Glen was panting as he jerked off. He couldn’t help but masturbate like a frantic teenager, as if he’d just learned the wonders of stroking his own cock. He knew he had gone over the chain of command . . . the beta had disobeyed the alpha . . . but there was nothing to be done about it.

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

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

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

Glen was awestruck. 

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

His focus was elsewhere. 

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

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

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

“G-God, you’re so heavy!” she cried. 

“I’m guessing you mean my nuts.”

“Y-Yes, of course, daddy.”

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

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

“And how are you going to repay me?”

Sherry frowned. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sherry nodded. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m . . . sorry, Wya—”

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

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

“Then it looks like you’ll need to be punished, too. But not until I’m done with this cock-crazed minx.”
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Wyatt didn’t just put Sherry into the missionary or doggystyle position to fuck the life out of her. No, he wasn’t vanilla enough for that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

How can she love it so much?

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

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

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

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

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

He knew there was no other way around it.

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

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

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

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

Let her forgive me. 

And let me forgive her. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“W-What?” Glen asked, incredulous.

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

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

But was there an alternative? 

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

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

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

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

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

“N-No—”

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

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

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

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

He shook his head, still debating.

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

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

“Gahh!” Wyatt groaned. 

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

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

He recoiled from the grotesque explosion.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And there was no going back from that, either. 

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

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

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

Irreversibly. Irrevocably. 

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

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

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

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

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

That’s all this was . . . 

Right?

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

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

“Are you okay, sweetie?” Glen asked. 

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

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

It is. 

Glen made his way onto the bed. 

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

~
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Check out other hot, steamy books by Bella Beaumont:
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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
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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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