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Chapter 1

Hannah

I never liked Derek growing up. He’s always been a dick. Still is, most of the time.

It’s unfortunate, due to his dickishness, that he’s turned out to be so stupidly hot.

Derek is my older brother Jake’s best friend. Rather than being some dreamy secret crush I had when I was younger, with some romantic fling destined for our future because our families are close and blah, blah, blah, I didn’t pine after my brother’s bestie.

It was quite the opposite for me.

As kids, he would tease me all the time. He picked on me, and I don’t think it was his way of showing that he had a crush on me. I think it’s just because Derek had a crappy home life and he needed someone weaker to take out his anger on.

Well, what about my frustrations? I mean, over the past few years, I’ve seen him gallivanting around with a revolving door of new bimbo smokeshows hanging off his arm. Clearly the girls he dates see what I see—his objective physical attractiveness—but they don’t see the underlying shit, the baggage that I share with him. Because they don’t have the same baggage with my brother’s best friend that I do.

I think that’s what irks me. These chicks know nothing about the real Derek.

Why am I pontificating about all this, now? All these years later, when we’re all in college and I should have let things go years ago and just taken our relationship for what it is?

Because I just learned Derek has broken up with his newest girlfriend. Was it Mary? Or Tracy? Or Lindsey? I can’t keep them all straight. Either way, this one had been with him for close to a year. A lot of people in our circle thought they were endgame material.

And now Derek has suddenly found himself on the market again.

A year isn’t a long time for relationships, in the grand scheme of things, of course. But for high school and college, where the years move fast and have incredible importance to the people going through them, it’s practically a lifetime.

I mean, four years in someone’s life in their thirties is just that: four years. Maybe a handful of years at a career, or a new promotion, or a chance to pump out a kid or two. But four years to someone going through high school? That’s freshman, sophomore, junior, and senior years combined!

Like I said, practically a lifetime.

I’m a sophomore in college now. Jake and Derek are seniors. We all live away from our homes, in a different state, and are pursuing the start of our real lives and figuring ourselves out. I have my own life—or so I think—that doesn’t have much to do with them. My own friends, classes, aspirations.

Yet there’s something about Derek that always draws me back to him. Something that always keeps me curious about the things going on in his life, and keeps me glued to Instagram and social media like an amateur detective as I try to figure out who the newest fling he’s banging is, or what dramas he’s cooked up.

It’s probably my innate frustration and annoyance with him that keeps me crawling back. I mean, it’s not like we’ve ever dated—he would never have that, because I’m his best friend’s little sister. It’s practically illegal.

I’m single. Probably because I’m too brainy, neurotic, and weird for most guys. I have ADD and my attention shoots off in different directions all the time. I’ve filled out tremendously over the past few years, getting big in some interesting places, and I’m not sure I like it.

When I walk around my college campus, through the halls built in the 1800s and the buildings that look like something from the Gothic era, I’m always fascinated by the people I see kissing, holding hands, and dating.

I find it wild how people our age, in their early twenties, connect and become lovers, flings, or even sex objects to each other. We’re all young and figuring ourselves out, but really, we’ve gone nowhere in life. Our attractions are based purely on sexual instinct, sexual potential, hotness, and street cred.

For instance, the jocks get the girls, right? That’s because they’re nice to look at, they’re good at something, and they have potential. Probably great potential in bed, too. But really, none of these guys are “successful” in the traditional sense. They don’t have their own money, responsibilities, companies, or any of that.

You can’t really be a “playboy” in college—as much as Derek tries to pretend like he is—because you’re limited to the pool of eligible single people in your class, or school, or neighborhood, or whatever.

So, Derek isn’t successful, he isn’t a playboy, he isn’t flashy. He’s cute. And that’s enough. Maybe the fact he’s sort of dumb and good-looking is part of his charm. He wouldn’t be the first himbo to succeed wildly in life.

I know all of this makes me sound like I have an eternal grudge with everyone around me. Really, I don’t. I get along with most people, I’m polite in society. I just find the way relationships work fascinating. And I can’t help but dislike Derek for all the ways he’s tormented me in the past.

When we were younger, he used to make fun of my freckles. Then my freckles went away and he found a new part of me to make fun of. He would shoulder-check me going down the halls in high school, because he thought of me as “one of the boys.”

For how curvy I’ve become, it’s ridiculous to think of me like that! And to treat me like that!

When I find out on the college’s secret Reddit thread that Derek is done with his newest boo, and I see the dozens of comments afterward of thirsty girls saying “FINALLY!” and trying to see how they can shoot their shot, it angers me.

I smile cruelly at my phone, walking down the hall toward my English class with my head down, and wonder if I should take this opportunity to bully Derek some and throw it back in his face, after the fifteen years of similar treatment he’s given me.

Then something knocks hard into my shoulder, spinning me halfway around, and I gasp, dropping my phone—

Just as Derek is flying by, walking backward down the hall and smiling wide at me. “Careful where you’re walking, Montana!”

His two butt-buddies, Tanner and Johnny, snicker at me.

“Screw you, Derek!” I yell, dipping down to pick my phone up—

But Johnny gets to it first. He’s a dark-haired, sarcastic, sexy individual who’s always close to Derek’s hip. Tanner is the other in the foursome—with my brother Jake being the nice one in the group—and Tan is a tall, lumbering, corn-fed sports guy from the South who also always has girls pining after him. He’s just too oafish to notice it, unlike Derek, who is equal parts mean, hot, and understanding of his own position.

“Oh shit, looky here,” Johnny mutters, wagging my phone in the air as he looks at the screen. “They’re talking about you all over the boards, Dare.”

I reach up to try and grab the phone, but Johnny is too tall and lanky, and I’m too short. Going on my tiptoes, I yell, “Stop, give it back!” My cheeks are flaming like the sun when he tosses the phone over his shoulder.

Derek catches it, scrolls through, and furrows his brow. “Hmm. Looks like the line is long now that I’m a free man.”

He says it so casually, making it sound like he broke it off with his girlfriend, but I’m not so sure of that. There’s a sadness in his eyes when he laughs and goes through my phone: embarrassment or humiliation, maybe, at being the center of attention.

“Good for you, Derek, you can keep being a slut for the rest of your senior year. Congratulations.” I put my hands on my hips. “Now can I have my phone back please?”

He shrugs, tosses it, and winks at me. “See you later, Montana.”

I fumble with the phone as it cascades in the air, because I don’t have great hand-eye coordination. When the phone drops to the ground again, I yell, “Fuck you, Zoolander!”

He’s already gone, down the hall, laughing with his buds.

Derek calls me “Montana” for obvious reasons: 1) because of Hannah Montana, and 2) because it annoys me. I started calling him Zoolander for the same reason, but it doesn’t seem to have the same effect. In fact, that asshole can just shrug off anything it seems. Even a fresh breakup.

I growl in frustration as he goes around the corner with his friends, out of sight. Swiping hair off my face, I huff a breath of air and try to compose myself. It’s so easy for him to rile me up, and I have class to go to.

All this animosity and angst between us that’s festered over the years, and the constant vexation he gives me . . . it doesn’t stop me from fingerbanging myself madly to the thought of him on the trolley ride home that evening.
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I live off campus because it’s cheaper. I moved into my current two-bedroom with my brother at the end of my freshman year. Which means I take the short trolley ride to campus practically every day.

There’s lots of students on the trolley all the time. It runs until ten PM, and with the costs of tuition, cafeteria, and books going up, the trolley cars feel busier than ever these days.

There’s also a video circulating on the secret thread, through dark Discord channels and such, that I hadn’t mentioned before now. It could be the primary reason I keep getting drawn back to Derek, because he’s the primary subject in said video.

It’s a short forty-five second clip some drunk student took at a house party. In the video, under the cover of darkness with only moonlight highlighting the grainy footage, Derek is banging his girlfriend in someone’s bedroom that isn’t his. Actually, it might not even be his girlfriend he’s fucking, it’s hard to tell because of the lighting.

The video has snickering from whoever took it, saying, “Goddamn, he’s really giving it to her.” And Derek is: He’s got the girl in a mating press and, even from the rickety angle of the camera, you can see how huge the asshole’s dick is. It’s practically impaling this poor, wailing cum-slut.

Shamefully, I watch the video weekly. Now that I have Derek in the forefront of my mind, after class when I’m on the fifteen-minute trolley ride to my neighborhood, I whip it out.

I’m seated near the back. My eyes look conspiratorially over my shoulders to make sure no one’s watching. I have an empty seat to my right, and the aisle to my left. There are plenty of students in here, but the thrill of possibly getting caught watching something so lewd is what makes it hot to me.

Also, the other students are busy in their own conversations, or head buried in their phones.

With one hand holding the phone, my other hand slithers between my thighs. I’m wearing a dress, which makes it easy to slide my panties aside, expose my wet pussy to the cold seat, and introduce my warm fingers to the situation.

I close my eyes and grind my teeth as I curve my fingers inside my cunt, holding back my moans for obvious reasons. I lose track of time, and who gets on and off the trolley, trapped in my own little world. The video plays on repeat, with a constant shot of Derek crouch-fucking the girl on the bed, his taut ass rising and falling and pushing out the girl’s bigger cheeks every time he claps down on her. Her legs are high up in the air, knees back against her tits, face invisible.

Honestly, I would have the same appearance as this girl in this situation, because I’m wide and curvy like her. My ass has gotten stupidly big, and it’s something I’m self-conscious about.

“Well well well, that looks like fun,” says a voice over my shoulder.

My heart plummets. My fingers freeze, stuck in my pussy.

Derek leans over my shoulder, shocking me that he somehow got onto this trolley car without me realizing. Maybe at the last stop at the end of campus when I first became engrossed in the video and stopped watching my surroundings as much.

“Oh, look at that,” he says cheerily. “Looks like it’s me.” He’s not surprised sounding, because he knows this video has gotten out. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if he was the one who put it out there.

Still, saying I’m dismayed and shocked would be an understatement. I’m frozen, stumbling with my words.

“D-Derek,” I croak, quickly covering my phone and turning it upside down. “It’s . . . not what it looks like.”

He laughs in my ear, then stands fully and ruffles my hair like I’m a damn kid. “Of course it’s not, Montana. I would never think someone like you would actually be attracted to such a lewd, raunchy behavior. Right?”

“Right!”

He snorts, shaking his head, and I know I haven’t fooled him. My heart hammers in my chest, thumping, telling me my life is over. He’s going to tell all of his friends about this, and I’ll be the freak obsessed with watching videos of him fuck.

When he slides up ahead to the front of the car, staying standing and holding a rail, I watch his backside for a moment. His muscles are tense.

Then he looks over his shoulder and gives me that exasperating wink.

It’s so fucking hot.

But I know what it represents: I’ve seriously fucked up.
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Chapter 2

Derek

I’ve secretly always found Hannah hot. She’s super smart, flustery, and gets in her own head too much. Even growing up, I found Four-Eyes attractive, but these days . . . well, she’s blossomed into something special.

Problem is, she’s always been too close to the “family.” I’m her older brother’s best friend, after all, and it could add a lot of drama to our relationship if I started banging his baby sister.

Then again, what part of my life isn’t filled with drama? I’ve just broken up with my third girlfriend in two years, and now it looks like news of that is starting to make the rounds across campus.

I tried to play it off, but it concerns me when I see my name plastered all over Reddit and Discord and such, like I’m the school’s most eligible bachelor or something.

I know I’m not hot shit, but I also know how girls’ minds work—I think—and it brings them to me like a moth to a lit candle. I can’t help it if I’ve got game, or charm, or whatever.

Hannah . . . she hates me. For good reason, too: I’ve always been a douchebag to her. Probably to keep her at arm’s lengths. But the older we get, the harder it’s becoming to ward off the stirring I feel whenever I see her. The thump in my chest. The stiffening of my cock.

And now this? To catch her watching a video of me banging Tracy from that house party two years ago? She was my fat-assed girlfriend from my sophomore year, and I’m a senior now. Almost on my way into the real world, as long as I can pass my classes and not get so distracted by the fairer sex.

And I could have sworn I saw Hannah’s hand stuffed between her thighs, too, but she hid that part quickly once she noticed I was standing over her shoulder spying on her.

It lights my fire, knowing that Hannah might have been fingerblasting herself right there in the trolley, with tons of other students around, because she saw me giving Tracy the business.

It makes me wonder: How often does she watch that video?

That sex video has been both my biggest blessing and curse since it got leaked online and passed the rounds on the gossip train. It’s a curse because I’ll never live it down, and I’m sure it’s going to bite me in the ass in my professional life in the future. It’s also kind of embarrassing. But it’s a blessing because . . . well, practically everyone’s seen it. They know what I have to offer in the sack, and it’s probably Reason Number 1 why I pull so many girls.

I’m not thinking about Lindsey right now—my most recent girlfriend that lasted almost a year. On the entire trolley ride back to my apartment, I’m thinking about Hannah behind me. I know she’s staring daggers at my back, and I have to wonder if she’s imagining what it might be like . . . to be with me.

By the time I step off the car without so much as a backward glance at her, my cock is hard in my pants. I walk awkwardly the couple blocks to my apartment, and then let out a big sigh once I’m inside, alone.

It’s only a few minutes later that I get a text from Jake.

Dinner at my place tonight? Got some ribeyes that need grilling.

I smile at the text, my mind starting to work overtime.

Jake lives with her sister, as of this year.

Which means she might be there for dinner.

Who’s invited? I type back.

Will just be me, you, and Hannah, probably. Teresa has night class.

Teresa is Jake’s girlfriend, but I’m not thinking about that right now.

I’m thinking about having Hannah all to myself . . . as long as I can get rid of my best friend somehow.
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When I show up to Jake’s two-bedroom place a few hours later, Hannah is around the circular table looking pale as a ghost. Almost like she’s frightened to see me.

I might give her a hard time out in public, but I try to keep my shit more civil when we’re alone. She is Jake’s sister, after all, and I don’t want to piss him off.

I smile and give her a customary wink, saying, “Hey, Hannah. Fancy seeing you here.”

She rolls her eyes, already tired of my shit. “I live here, genius. And what happened to ‘Montana’?”

Jake chuckles as he emerges from the kitchen holding a few beers. “You still call her that, dude?”

“Old habits die hard,” I admit, shrugging high and taking a beer from Jake. She hands one to her sister, and Hannah glugs down half of it in seconds flat.

She’s nervous as hell. Probably because she’s worried I’m going to narc on her about watching the party-fucking video to her brother.

But I’d never do that. I’m not a snitch.

And besides, she looks fucking good, dressed in a tight dress that hugs her curves and softness and keeps her all wrapped up like a present. Her tits have gotten way too big for her own good, and I’m not sure she even understands what she has going on.

Like many girls, Hannah thinks her voluptuous body is a negative, and that plus-size is “out.” When in truth, to guys like me—and the vast majority of them across the planet—we’ve never wavered from loving all those sensuous curves and rolls and big tits and asses.

Hannah can’t keep her eyes off me for long. She averts her gaze at first, focusing on her beer, but I catch her glancing at me as I stand against the wall close to the table, sipping my beer.

“Steaks are on the grill already,” Jake tells me. “Got some veggies too—shit, hang on, it’s Teresa.” His phone buzzes and he leaves the room to take the call.

I take the opportunity to scoot in behind Hannah, standing over her in a dominant pose like I own her. The curve of her nape, shoulders . . . they make my cock flare to life.

“Did you stay busy when you got home, Hannah? Keep watching that video and taking care of yourself?”

She gulps and stiffens. “I . . . I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She refuses to look over her shoulder at me.

I put a hand on her shoulder, rubbing slowly, until the stiffness ekes out of her body. She begins to melt, swaying in place, accidentally leaning back toward me.

“You don’t need to lie anymore, girl. We’re both adults. I see the way you look at me. I’m sure you’re just as happy as everyone else that I’ve broken it off with Lindsey.”

“No, that’s horrible! I’m sorry you broke up with her, dude.”

“Dude,” I answer with a scoff. “That’s all you’ve ever seen me as, huh?”

She glances over her shoulder up at me. “Only because you bully me, Derek.”

I frown. Guilt swims through me. “I’m sorry. Sometimes I don’t know how to act.”

“Yeah, no shit,” she says dryly.

“Let me make it up to you . . .”

“How—”

Jake bolts into the room, sighing. “Sorry guys, Teresa needs me to pick her up. Her car broke down at the college parking lot, and she doesn’t have Triple A.” He winces at me. “Can you man the steaks ‘til I get back? I shouldn’t be more than thirty, forty minutes.”

Perfect.

“Of course, man,” I say with a smile. My hand is obviously off Hannah’s shoulder now, but my cock is pressing up against her back through my jeans.

I wonder if she can feel the bulge that she’s giving me.

With that, Jake grabs his car keys with a rattle and leaves. Most of us don’t need cars because the trolley goes right to campus and into town when we need to party or come home. He and Teresa are weird because they both wanted their own cars in college.

But now that little detail is giving me the perfect opening.

When the door closes after Jake, Hannah turns around in her seat and grabs the back of the chair. “How do you plan to make it up to me for years of being an asshole, Derek?”

I grab her chin lightly, tilting her face up. She’s so pretty, so helpless looking. I want to claim her and have her. “Maybe I can make the fantasy from the video you keep watching of me . . . a reality for you.”

Her mouth falls open.

“Ooh. That’s perfectly wide enough to fit me inside your cute little mouth, Hannah.”

“D-Derek!”

I run a hand over my crotch, which is bulging intensely. Her eyes follow my fingers, inches from her face, and her cheeks turn bright pink.

Slowly, I unzip my pants. Her eyes never move, and I’m pretty sure she’s stopped breathing.

“Derek, we shouldn’t . . .” Hannah squeaks, but I know she’s lost. She’s squirming in her seat now, moving from thigh to thigh, trying to keep herself from getting too wet at the sight of her brother’s best friend and her bully putting the moves on her.

The fly of my jeans opens wide, and then the button snaps. I unbuckle my belt, pull them down slightly so the base of my half-hard cock is showing, and say, “Go ahead, Hannah. Do the rest for me. These pants are too tight, and it’s your fault.”

“It’s my fault?” She glares up at me.

“Don’t you know how hot I’ve always found you? I didn’t go after you because of Jake. But now with Lindsey out of the picture . . .”

When I trail off, our eyes lock for a moment longer.

Then she feverishly gropes at my pants with a moan, both hands moving in.

She hauls my cock out and gasps aloud when it falls down. Hannah is just now noticing it’s longer than her face, and I’m not even fully hard yet.

I flex and my slab of meat bounces, plapping lightly against her face.

“Sh-Shit, Derek, what the hell. You’re a horse.”

“You’ve seen the video, Hannah. You already knew.”

“But still. In person like this . . . it’s even fucking bigger. Way bigger. I don’t think that’ll ever fit inside any of my holes.”

“Bullshit. I’ll make it fit in every hole . . . if you’ll have me.”

She looks up imploringly. “You really mean it about apologizing to me? It’s not just a way for you to try and fuck me?”

“Scout’s honor,” I say, smiling down at her and petting her head with my fingers running through her hair.

She clenches her jaw.

A moment passes between us.

Then her face lunges and she takes the broad ridge of my cock in her mouth, trying to gulp it down like she’s a starving animal.
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Chapter 3

Hannah

I never expected Derek to come onto me so fast after leaving his girlfriend. I definitely didn’t expect to let him, without putting up any fight at all.

It’s like I’m taking out all my repressed anger and frustration on his fat dick, which grows bigger and stiffer by the second, until I can hardly fit it in my mouth.

The video didn’t do this guy justice. Even then, from the point-of-view angle behind him and the girl he pounded into on the bed, he looked huge.

This is something else though.

My eyes start to tear up as I quickly realize I’m in over my head and he’s getting too big for my little mouth. My jaw feels like it’s going to unhinge the way his thick girth widens my maw.

I pounce on him like a total slut, eager to get my rocks off on this dude I’ve known practically my whole life.

Once he’s hard as a rock and his cock is already touching the back of my throat, he grabs the sides of my head with both hands. He murmurs, “Let’s see how deep you can take this thing, huh? Try not to pass out, Montana.”

I want to complain about the stupid nickname, but I can’t when I have my entire gullet full of his stupid donkey dick.

He starts fucking my face, using me like a fleshlight or some kind of sex toy that he’s trying to destroy.

In a way, I wonder if he’s getting out his own frustrations that have piled on over the years. It seems like he’s been attracted to me this entire time, without me even realizing it.

And here I am eating up whatever he offers me, because I’m tired of fighting it. No, I don’t like Derek, but God I fucking love this huge cock!

His length sinks down my throat, and my eyes go cross-ways as I try to look down and see how many more inches he has to offer.

Plenty.

He starts face-fucking me right there at the dining table. The meaty scent of cooking steaks drifts into the room from the kitchen, joining with the meaty scent of his heavy swinging balls. We can’t be bothered with the steaks.

My voice lets out lewd, sloppy sounds while he tries to impale my skull and face-fuck me into unconsciousness. I let out gawks and snorts and start frothing all over like a crazed, rabid animal.

His hands cup my ears and the whole world blurs as he slides me back and forth on the length of his massive dick. Then he takes one hand and starts jerking himself off at the base of his cock right inside my mouth, spilling precum into my throat past my gag reflex.

My glasses go askew on my face, practically sideways, and I feel like such a silly whore. Maybe I’m becoming one of his bimbo sluts he loves to ravage.

My hands go to his hips so I don’t get fucked right off my chair, since he’s so violent. Once I have a good back-and-forth rhythm going, and I’m slobbering on his massive dick, I move my hands down between my thick, flattened thighs, and start fingering myself through my damp panties.

His heavy balls clap my chin with every forceful thrust. His dick bruises my throat and my eyes roll wildly as my vision starts to dim.

I can’t hold on much longer—he’s asphyxiating me with his size and dominance and strength. His muscles flex, the veins vascular and pumping on his forearms and biceps.

He pulls back abruptly, letting in a whoosh of air and spit into my widened throat once his cock is out of my face-hole. I gasp, choking, coughing, and start to double over.

Derek quickly lifts my chin, kisses my spit-stained, bruised lips, and says, “Get on the table, Hannah. I need to stretch your pussy out so you’ll always remember me.”

My body moves on its own. Like the silly slut I’ve become, I nod dumbly, vaguely moving up from the chair and turning around.

He lifts my dress, baring my huge ass to him. I’m so self-conscious about it, but then he lets out a hum. “Mmm, what a perfect fucking peach you have back here. Can’t believe you hide this dumptruck with those dresses you wear. Can’t you see how sexy you are, Hannah?”

I look over my shoulder, eyebrows arching helplessly. “R-Really? You really think so, Derek?”

He slides my panties aside and cups my pussy from the back. His cock lands on my ass crack and flosses between my huge cheeks while he rubs my mounds of flesh around his scalding-hot cock. “I know so, Hannah. There’s nothing I want more than to destroy this tight little pussy and rearrange your insides.”

“Fuck, you’re so crude, Derek!”

He laughs, slapping my ass. I yelp, feeling the wince, the pinprick of pain, and then he spanks me again. I can tell he’s leaving red handprints on my soft flesh, loving the way my skin ripples every time he punishes me.

I’m bent over on my brother’s circular little dinner table, wagging my fat ass at him like I’m one of his girlfriends. I’m not sure what’s come over me, but my head is a daze, completely consumed by the need to get fucked into a mindless mess.

“I’m sure you’re thinking all sorts of dirty thoughts, girl,” he says. “You just don’t have the balls to say them.”

His words anger me, so I try my best. “Please . . . do it, Derek. Stuff that huge throbbing cock inside my cunt and make me wish I’d never met you.”

“Ha! There we go! With pleasure.”

He grabs his dick at the base, slapping it down on my cheeks again, and then guides himself against my engorged pussy lips. He starts playing with my wet hole with the tip of his wet dick, and I can already feel how much damage it’s going to do.

I’ve never had a long-term boyfriend. I’m not a virgin, but I might as well be, because I’ve been so focused on school up until now. I get excellent grades, I’m something of a know-it-all . . . but this is something I know nothing about.

“W-Will it hurt?” I mewl.

“Only for the first few seconds. Then you’ll melt, hun.”

My eyes widen. He’s never called me “hun” before, or anything close to endearing. I smile sheepishly at him, saying, “Okay . . .”

Then he slams inside me.

In one thrust of his hips, at least six inches of cock spear my insides and bulge my pussy walls until I feel full, like I can taste him at the back of my throat or in my belly.

I scream.

The pain is intense, but when he pulls back and thrusts again, I start to see what he’s talking about. Even more inches stuff me this time. Warmth fills my insides, the heat pooling at the base of my belly.

I grab the tablecloth over the counter with both hands, gripping it tight in my fists. He reaches forward, grabs my hair by the roots, and pulls back to fold me backwards.

When my neck wrenches up, I let out a guttural moan. Derek starts bucking his hips, sending more inches deeper and deeper inside me with every raucous thrust.

The clapping of his balls and hips against my plush ass cheeks rolls through the dining room and fills the house. The scent of our sweaty sex follows, and I realize I’m at this guy’s mercy.

My bully, my brother’s best friend, who has always treated me like I was an afterthought . . . he’s fucking my pussy incredibly hard now, and I start begging for it.

“Fuck! Fuck! You’re too deep inside me, Derek! I can’t stand it!”

My toes curl. I start to squirm and lift my legs, even though they’re the only things keeping me upright with any sort of foundation. But I feel like I could float away with how hard he’s railing into me, and how loud the sounds are coming from us.

He lets go of my hair and grabs me from under my legs, both hands hauling me upwards until my feet leave the ground. I moan louder, coming my brains out from the way he smashes over my G-spot and just keeps going deeper and deeper, coring out my insides.

My tongue falls loosely out of my mouth, my primal doggy brain stealing all my thoughts.

Now I’m folded in on myself like a wheelbarrow, with Derek holding me up by my knees, my arms shaking on the tabletop. My legs are bent and spread far enough apart for him to squeeze between them from behind. My ass jiggles and rings out with more clapping the harder he fucks me over the table.

Derek does the craziest thing then: He gets on the table, after shoving me forward on it.

The thing is hardly big enough to hold my substantial weight, and now he’s adding his own to it. He crouches above me, bending low so his head doesn’t hit the ceiling. I’m on my hands and knees now, legs still bent, practically sitting on my heels.

Derek arches his huge cock downward and slams into me from above. I wail again, coming, body going numb as he starts pounding into me in this new lewd angle.

His weight presses down on me. His balls slap against my cheeks with every downward thrust, and I worry my brother will come home and see us defiling his table—his best friend gaping my pussy and turning me into a little fuckdoll.

When he slams down again, my legs kick outward, feet flapping in the air. He pushes down on my back and I go down, arms and legs akimbo, the limbs keeping me upright going out.

I’m on my belly now, legs and arms spread wide on the table, completely losing my mind. Derek is prone-boning me like his life depends on it, ravaging my poor pussy-hole, keeping me stuffed and satisfied.

I yell like a banshee, coming for the third time in a few short minutes, and I can feel the swell of something explosive building in my belly from the way he manhandles my curvy body and makes it his own.

He’s treating me like a toy, this bully, and it’s what I’ve always been missing. My frustrations are purging in real time, with every body-shaking thrust from above.

My clit rubs against the surface of the table, and I squirm beneath Derek’s strong body. I let out more animalistic sounds, almost inhuman in what’s coming out of my lungs.

“I’m going to breed you so fucking hard, Hannah!”

“Fuuuck!” I scream, punching the air with my fists, kicking up with my legs. My tits hurt from flattening on the table belly-down, but every other part of me starts igniting with nerve-endings coming unraveled.

My explosive orgasm makes me squirt behind me, all over the kitchen behind us It’s a long jet of juices and cum that shoots out of me uncontrollably. Derek keeps fucking me during the massive explosion and I feel him throbbing inside my white-hot center.

He grunts, tries to hilt his entire long cock inside my mounted pussy, and his dick pulsates and grows even wider.

My mouth falls open, and I’m sure cum is going to go shooting out of my throat, I’ve been turned into such a silly cock-slut.

He growls as he pushes down on my back, spraying continuous ropes of cum deep into my womb. He doesn’t pull out, he doesn’t worry about having a condom, and I know he’s trying to breed me for reals.

I take his cum as much as I can, but it only triggers another orgasm that I can’t hope to fight off. My body writhes under his weight, pressure, and spewing cock. It’s like his heavy balls simply can’t stop unloading inside me, and I swear it takes a full thirty seconds for him to empty himself.

Once he finally pulls out, cum floods out of me in a quick-moving river. My pussy is gaping wide, twitching as I spill his seed out of me—and that’s only the cum that didn’t fire up into my womb.

The first part of my broken mind thinks: He’s made me pregnant.

The second part thinks: I need him to breed me again!

And the third part comes after Derek hops off the table, rubs the back of his neck, and laughs. “Guess I got a little carried away. I’ve never seen so much cum fall out of a girl’s pussy before.”

It’s not that part that alarms me. Because I’m sure he’s right, and he’s loving the visual of my spread frame on the table, croaking and heaving for breath as I try to gather some composure.

No, it’s when he says, close to my ear, “By the way . . . Johnny and Tanner have always thought you’re hot as hell, too. It’s not just me craving you, Montana. It’s everyone.”

I gasp. I’m tired, my pussy has been beaten up in a way I never thought possible—definitely a way I never expected I would experience.

But all I can think, and say, is, “. . . Then we’d better call them up, huh, Zoolander?”
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Chapter 4

Derek

I’m immediately obsessed with Hannah after fucking her into a stupor. She seems almost brain-dead once I’m finished with her, and I get it: My big cock has that effect on people. Especially if they’ve never had a big one before.

I help her off, then make her clean the floor with her tongue, licking up all my cum like my pet.

It seems that as much as she allegedly “hates” my teasing over the years, she is perfectly fine to lap it up, literally, and accept her place at my feet.

She’s seen God, and now she wants to keep coming back to Him.

Hands on my hips, I watch her lick up the cum that dripped out of her pussy. She’s on all fours on the dining room floor, and I’m tempted to mount her again and take her one last time before Jake comes home with his girlfriend.

But I check the clock, wince, and realize we’re running out of time. They should be back any minute . . . and the room smells horrible. She squirted everywhere, so I grab a sponge and clean it up while she’s busy drinking my jizz, the horny little slut.

I sniff, furrowing my brow, because even after we clean up the cum and ladyjuices from the dining room and kitchen, it still smells bad. Probably because—

“Shit! Steaks!” I yell, and rush into the kitchen.

They’re burnt to a crisp. Smoking, charred, blackened ribeyes that Jake is gonna be pissed about.

Hannah comes in, laughing, and gives me a slap on the shoulder. “Ha. Shit. Jake won’t be happy about that.”

“Yeah, well, you’re lucky I don’t bail and make you tell him what happened. Come on, let’s think of something to say that doesn’t start with, ‘Sorry, dude, I was busy fucking the thoughts out of your sister’s pretty little head. We got carried away and the steaks got punished for it.’”

She laughs again. “Fine. But while we do that, tell me more about what you said regarding Tanner and Johnny, Derek . . .”
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We decide to meet up next evening. Tan and Johnny know nothing about what I’ve told Hannah—or even that I’ve fucked her as my latest conquest and want to keep the good times rolling.

I don’t know if it’ll ever work between us, permanently, but God knows I’m not going to give up on that juicy pussy and curvy body of hers. I want every piece of her, all the time, and I’ll fight anyone I have to to get it.

I tell Tanner and Johnny to meet me at the local bar down the street from campus that’s frequented by students. It’s a hopping dance club, always busy because college kids like to get fucked up, swing their bodies around, and have one-night stands.

Luckily, it’s not Friday or Saturday night, which means it’s not too crowded.

I make Hannah out from across the main bar room, dressed in a hip-hugging dress that’s much more stylish and sexy than the usual ones she wears. She waves shyly to me, my heart starts to pump, and I zigzag through the crowd of dancing college peers and make my way to her.

“You got here before everyone,” I say, kissing her cheek and squeezing her hand.

She looks up, smiling dreamily. “I like to be prepared. If you’re not early, you’re late, or whatever.”

With a chuckle, I nod. “Looks like there’s a few booths open still. Come on, let’s snag one—”

“No need, turbo,” she cuts in, throwing her thumb over her shoulder. “Your buddies also showed up early. We got one over there.”

Across the room at a booth, Tanner and Johnny are being idiots. Tanner makes a heart shape with both hands, moving it from his chest toward me, and Johnny waves annoyingly over his head like a brat.

Rolling my eyes, I say, “Ugh. Then they just saw me kiss you.”

Her smirk breaks into a frown. “Why, are you embarrassed about kissing me?”

“No,” I tell her, “but I was hoping to tell them on my own terms.”

She shrugs. “Shouldn’t have been late then, I guess, huh?”

“I’m not late! I’m perfectly on time.”

She laughs, grabs my hand where we’re hidden because of the bustle of sweaty college bodies around us, and then drags me toward the booth.

A girl in a sexy lace getup drops off bottles for us, but even though she’s skinny and hot, I pay her no attention. My eyes are solely focused on Hannah’s when we slide into the booth, with my boys bracketing her.

It’s a crescent-shaped bench that faces the whole bar. Prime real estate, with a table that we can do all sorts of nasty things underneath without anyone noticing, all while staring out at the constant party outward.

“Bottle service, huh?” I ask. “What’s the occasion?”

Hannah grins like a little succubus. She’s so cute when she does that, the mischievous imp. At the same time, there seems to be renewed confidence in her, almost like she’s more relaxed because I haven’t been pushing her buttons. Or maybe because I fucked her so well last night that it scrambled her brain.

Take your pick.

“We’re starving college kids and deserve a break we can’t afford, that’s what,” Johnny says, lifting a shotglass and tossing it back.

Hannah giggles. She’s squished in between them, and I’m sort of jealous. I never thought I’d be jealous about anyone, but here we are.

Tanner says, “Y’know, I never thought it would work out between you two. Even though you’ve known each other forever.”

“Why?” I ask.

“Because her name doesn’t end in Y.” He counts off on three fingers. “Lindsey, Tracy before that . . . and Mary before her, right?”

The table chuckles at my expense, and I blush, chewing the inside of my cheek. Hannah’s loving it—a taste of my own medicine, I guess.

“. . . Lauren was the one before Mary,” I mumble meekly. “So I guess Hannah’s the first to break the streak in a few years.”

She laughs. “You’re such a slut, Derek.”

I raise my hands in surrender. “I never claimed to be anything else, Montana.”

Her eyes roll. “Here we go again.”

Johnny leans in over the table. “We were just talking about last night at Jake’s place.”

“And my place,” Hannah interjects.

Johnny smiles. “True, true.” He swishes some dark curls off his forehead, the stupid pretty-boy. “Did you two really almost break Jake’s dining room table?”

My eyes widen. “Um.”

Hannah laughs, blushing crazily.

“Who the hell are you and what have you done with Hannah, huh?” I ask, feeling off my game.

Hannah bobs her eyebrows. “I’ve figured some things out over the past twenty-four hours, Derek my boy.”

“Like?”

“Well, you should see what’s going on under the table, before you even got here.”

My mouth flexes. I’m tempted to look, just so I know they can tease me and call me out for being an idiot and looking. I think, She would never . . .

But my curiosity gets the best of me.

I bend sideways—

And see Tanner’s hand is stuffed between her thighs under the edge of the table. He’s fingering her right here in public, where anyone passing could see if they looked hard enough.

“Holy shit,” I murmur.

Hannah says, “Turns out you weren’t lying, Dare. Both these guys really do have the hots for—hngh—me.” Her eyelids flutter from Tanner pressing a sensitive spot in her pussy.

Johnny smiles wickedly. He’s such a mischievous little prick. “When no one’s looking,” he says lowly, “I’m getting under the table. You’ll cover me, right, dude?”

I’m at a loss for words, which is rare.

I came here to see if Hannah would be interested in a foursome with me and the boys.

Instead, she’s turned it around on me. She’s gotten started without me, and the cleared shotglasses from the table tells me where she’s summoned the liquid courage from. Everyone’s already had at least two shots before I arrived.

The student has become the master, the victim the bully, or whatever. I’m shocked . . .

And incredibly turned on.

Licking my lips, I say, “Wonder if we can fuck her right there on the dance floor.” My cock answers me, stiffening in my jeans and making everything cramped and stuffy down there. I need to release the beast soon, and preferably so I can come all over Hannah’s huge tits, pretty face, or inside her lovely holes.

“God knows we can try,” Tanner mumbles. “We can sandwich her from the front and back, squish her between us and take both her holes at once.” His square corn-fed face brightens with a stupid grin. His blond hair is slicked back, and his beefy bicep bulges as it flexes next to Hannah’s arm while he fingers her under the table.

“We’ll get eighty-sixed if we’re caught,” Johnny points out. “I’m game.”

I rub my hands together. “Fuck yeah. I’d better get myself a shot then. Johnny? Now’s your chance—the coast is clear. Get your ass under that table and eat our lovely guest’s pussy like your life depends on it, yeah?”
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Chapter 5

Hannah

Sadly, we don’t make it long on the dance floor before we’re caught.

Before all that, though, Johnny crawls under the table, gets his head between my thighs, and starts eating me out so nicely I come all over his face.

I roll my head back, groaning, squeezing my legs around his gaunt face.

He’s a shorter, spindlier dude than the other two, so it makes sense he’d be the one getting under the table. It’s amazing what he can do with his tongue, too, lapping and laving and swirling over my clit in the perfect way.

I reach over, trying to grab something for leverage to ground myself—

And find Tanner’s fat dick in my hand. He keeps it under the table also, and before I know it I’m jerking him off, trying to fit my fingertips around his huge Southern dick and not being able to.

Derek watches us from across the table. There’s a glint in his eyes, and he knows exactly what’s happening.

Tanner groans, “Fuck, Johnny, I told you to be careful with my balls when you grab ‘em like that.”

My eyes widen. I look over and down past the edge of the table, and see that Johnny has Tanner’s fat nuts cupped in his left hand while he flicks my clit with his right and eats me out with his tongue.

I never expected any of these guys to be bi or gay, but here we are: It’s a night of revelations, I suppose.

It definitely doesn’t turn me off. Quite the opposite, I’m hornier than ever, and I’ve already had an initial orgasm to stave off the butterflies in my stomach.

Obviously, I’ve never had a threesome, much less a foursome. But here I am with these three smoking-hot guys, in a college nightclub, with all three of them huddling around me like they own my body. I have one of their big dicks in my hand, another one between my legs feasting on my pussy like it’s the Last Supper, and I know the last guy isn’t far from leaping over this table to take me right here.

“I don’t care if everyone sees us,” Derek says. “I have to claim you and take you again, Hannah. I haven’t stopped thinking of you since last night.”

I blink at him, fluttering my eyelashes, trying to stay cogent with the headiness that’s filling my brain with happy chemicals. “O-Okay.”

“Put your dicks away and let’s hit the dance floor,” he tells us all.

It makes sense: the floor is crowded and packed with sweaty, grinding bodies. Four more of them won’t make much of a difference. But over here, in a booth removed from the action? The bouncers would see us immediately and toss our asses out.

I stagger to my feet and slide out of the booth. Derek’s rock-hard bulge is clear as day in his jeans, throbbing, ready to be torn out. Tanner is outlining his pants across his thigh, having put his fat dick away. Johnny is wiping his glistening lips free of my juices with his forearm, smiling devilishly at us all.

The three guys guide me toward the dance floor. I feel like I’m floating there, gliding like some horny spirit that has lost control of her faculties. It’s like I’m not even part of this world anymore, because my brain is so addled and needy for sex and cock and cum.

In less than twenty-four hours, Derek has completely changed my life and my trajectory. Now, all I want is to be defiled by these guys and put in my place. I’m the bratty little sister of his best friend, he’s addicted to my curves and holes, and he deserves to take whatever he wants from me.

We get to the dance floor and start grinding. Tanner is in front of me, Derek’s behind me. I feel his cock pumping against my ass cheeks and I twerk on him, lifting my arms to the air as house music plays and thumps over the air.

I lose myself to the moment, smiling and laughing.

I never suspected my bullies to become my lovers, and I’m ready to take all three of them.

Derek takes his cock out as incognito as he can, threading it under my fat ass and grinding it forward so the topside of his thick shaft rubs against my pussy lips and clit under my dress.

I didn’t wear panties here, for obvious reasons.

His cock is a raging pillar, throbbing beneath the weight of my ass—

And that’s when Tanner gets in real close in front of me, and presses my face against his chest. With my cheek against him, I can hear his heartbeat picking up pace.

More importantly, he’s hugged me like this so he can floss his own dick between my thighs, too.

I reach down between our bodies. Everyone around us is sweaty, bumping, grinding, gyrating, moving into us and around us. We’re on an ocean of vibes, and my pussy is so wet it might erupt at any second.

I grab Tanner’s fat dick—even though he’s the tallest of the three, Derek has him beat in size. But this guy is like a beer can, and I can’t wait to see how he stretches me compared to Derek the night before.

With my breath hitching, I let him grind inside my warm thighs for a moment, his cock touching and rubbing against Derek’s from the back.

Then I lift myself on my tiptoes, stumble forward, and curve his cock inside my sopping-wet pussy.

Right there on the dance floor. I’m getting fucked with all these people around!

Tanner grunts low in his throat.

“Careful, you sexy animals,” Johnny says from nearby, “or I might have to stick mine in your ass, Tan.”

The corn-fed boy says nothing, rocking his hips gently forward into me—front-fucking me. My pussy widens to accommodate him and I close my eyes, riding his cock in this strange position that I never knew was possible.

What I know isn’t possible is Derek shoving his huge cunt-stretcher in my asshole, and that’s what he’s gearing up to do. I can feel it. Pressing, probing over my winking hole, which is so tight it will never be able to fit him.

“W-Wait,” I croak over my shoulder, finding him right there, smiling down at me.

“That’s enough, you three,” comes a new voice.

It’s like a record scratch, the way the party ends.

Three bouncers surround us, burly arms folded over burly chests. They frown at us and start to guide us away from each other . . . which exposes Tanner’s slick-wet cock from my cunt and Derek’s huge dick jutting out from his body.

People in the audience start to gasp. The bouncers lead us away, pushing us through people, off the dance floor, and everything becomes a flurry of limbs. Someone grabs my arm tight.

Derek yells, “Let her go, asshole!”

He’s ready to throw punches, but I put a hand on his arm. “Don’t, Dare!”

I hear the voices of strangers filtering in now:

“Holy shit, is that Hannah from English class?”

“You see that?”

“Fuck that dude is hung like a damn elephant.”

“I want a piece of that, lucky bitch.”

That’s right, I am the lucky bitch now.

. . . Or at least I was.

Now I’m just a sex-crazed, tipsy slut getting kicked out of a nightclub.
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There’s a park next to the bar. We all stumble that way, laughing high in the cool night air. It feels amazing against my heated skin.

We just got kicked out of the bar—literally tossed out by the bouncers—and we couldn’t care less.

The park is a huge green meadow with some trees and a little playground off at the far end. At night, it’s where people go to do drugs and hook up and hang out around town.

Now, it’s the destination for our fuck-fest.

We make it toward the middle of the greenery, lit up purple by the hazy moon overhead, before I’m laughing so hard I fall on my hands and knees and start crawling.

That’s when Derek pounces, growling and taking me down with him, flipping me onto my back, and swiping my dress aside to bare my pussy to them all.

I part my legs and he sinks inside me, taking me missionary in an intimate expression of love and lust that I can’t deny. My eyes roll back as his huge dick drills into my pussy, and now I’m not laughing anymore. I squeeze my legs against him, hugging him, grabbing his ass to get him even deeper.

Tanner takes my mouth, shoving his cock inside my face-hole from the side. Johnny whips out his smaller dick and I stroke him with my hands. Tanner helps jerk him off also.

Derek rolls me sideways, slamming into me at that angle and reaching new spots and places that make my body shake with riotous orgasms.

Tanner can’t take it anymore and growls, “My turn,” before hoisting himself over my back, getting me in a doggystyle position, and fucking me hard.

His hips slap against my ass. The grass is dewy and cool against my palms and knees—much better than the tabletop from last night.

Johnny somehow manages to slide under me, the squirrelly little fucker, and thrusts up into me from below. He motorboats my huge hanging tits and squeezes them together, biting and licking my nipples while his cock joins Tanner’s and they push inside me together.

I gawk, mouth falling open from the sheer shock of having two cocks inside my pussy at once—

And Derek uses that moment to claim my mouth again, trying to stab my brain with his oversized hole-stretcher.

They have me totally filled now, but I have one last hole that hasn’t been taken. I’ve never taken anything or anyone in the ass because I’ve been a good girl before now. I want it though, and—

Never mind. Johnny just accidentally thrust so hard up into me that he missed my pussy and poked my asshole.

My body jumps. I groan when Tanner helps him push his dick inside my anus, and even though he’s small, it’s like nothing I’ve ever felt.

The wiry guy fucks upward like he’s having a seizure. Now all my holes are filled, and my mind starts to go blank. My curvy body is waving back and forth, jiggling incessantly.

“Holy shit, they’re really giving it to her.”

It’s a voice from the shadows, from a park bench somewhere off in the distance.

I laugh on Derek’s cock, and the three guys start chuckling too, because it’s the same words spoken in the video of him banging Tracy.

That’s right, I think to myself. I have become that slut in the video . . . but even better. More powerful. Because I get to have all of these guys at once!

They spin me around and change positions. Everything is a rush of movement, with different cocks sinking into my pussy and asshole and mouth.

At one point, Johnny makes good on his word and grabs Tanner’s big muscled ass and starts ramming into him like an uncontrollable animal.

“Fuck,” Tanner groans, drooling out of his mouth as he fucks my pussy at the same time.

Derek’s on my chest now, sandwiching my huge tits between his rock-hard dick, forcing his cockhead into my mouth as he penetrates my cleavage.

Johnny pulls out of Tanner’s ass and jerks himself over my supine body. He sprays cum on my face—my nose, forehead, and on Derek’s cock.

Derek uses Johnny’s cum like lube, stands me up, and pushes me against a tree. He finally fucks my ass, gaping me further than that hole has ever been stretched, and I scream into the nether and dark night as he rails me stupid. I can feel him in my stomach, beating my guts up.

Tanner continues the train, mounting me next. They take turns with me, and even Johnny joins in because he’s already rock-hard again after coming on my face and ready to rejoin the fun.

I hear rustling in the bushes. The sounds of flesh-on-flesh: people jerking off. Low, horny murmurs.

We’ve gained an audience in the park, the people coming out of the woodwork to see my slutty ass getting reamed and ruined and destroyed.

I yell and come and shake on the boys. They fuck me silly until I don’t even know what day it is or what my name is. “Oh my God, fuuuuck, I can’t stop coming guys!”

They just laugh, tear my clothes off, and continue defiling and destroying me.

Finally, I’m on my hands and knees again, on the fresh grass. Derek’s fucking my ass from the back, Tanner’s fucking his, and we’re moving in a three-way train, undulating in slow movements.

Derek groans, jerks the base of his cock as he loves to do, and plugs my asshole with his cum, unable to take the large dick in his tight ass any longer.

Tanner pulls out of him, pushes him aside, squishes his cock inside my cum-lubed asshole, and loses himself a few minutes later. His cum joins Derek’s, and now my anus is overflowing and gaping and spilling rivulets of cum down onto the grass.

My asshole is so stretched that Johnny starts to fist me, getting his hand all the way up to the wrist, and he punches my insides and makes the world go dim in my eyes. At the same time, he plays with my clit and the dimness behind my eyelids turns to vivid colors as I come for the millionth time.

All around us, strangers are coming on the grass, too, and coming on each other, as the depraved night turns filthy.

Then Johnny finishes it off by using my shared asshole and unloading his nuts inside me. I can feel their cum bloating in my belly, making me feel swollen and pregnant and full.

I flop down on my stomach with an “Oof” once they’re finished with me, and spray cum out of me at the same time.

Derek asks, “What do you say, Montana? Let the strangers here keep running the train on you?”

I shake my head. I’m spent, used, and exhausted. “M-Maybe tomorrow . . .”

Derek laughs. “Sorry boys,” he says to the shadowy audience. “Show’s over for tonight.”

I hear mumbling and rustling and then the people disappear from wherever the hell they came from.

We leave the park shortly after that, and I’m limping and still drooling cum out of my pussy and asshole once we’re in an Uber headed back to my place.

I’m a total mess and I want nothing more than to do it all over again tomorrow.

But later that night, around the kitchen table, Jake looks sternly at me.

My brother asks, “Say, Hannah. I heard some wild fucking rumors about you from the dance bar tonight. Surely they can’t be true . . . right?”

I look sheepishly at my brother, wincing because my pussy and ass are still so beaten-up and sore from all the cocks I’ve had tonight from my former bullies.

“Of course not, bro. You should know you can’t trust rumors!”

[image: ]

The End!
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I hope you enjoyed this ridiculously raunchy tale! Stay tuned for more steamy episodes from the ongoing “Snared and Shared” series – each book with a new cast of lovable horny characters!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

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

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

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


The Author

Bella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there and writes smut daily. If you’d like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com. 
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