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Chapter 1

Tara

Listening to Zach tell his three floozies all about his touring adventures makes me roll my eyes. He’s always like this, excitedly going on about his exploits in different countries, with different people, and the girlies drip off his every word.

That’s what happens when you’re a celebrity. Especially a hot one. People gravitate toward you, laugh at your corny jokes, and seemingly love everything about you—just so they can tell their friends about the hot celeb they met and fucked.

Everyone in the room knows where this one-sided conversation is going and how it will end up: with Zach inside each of these young women, and a raucous evening before he does it all again tomorrow with a new bunch.

Zach is my boyfriend of five years. He’s also a semi-famous rockstar in an annoying indie band that is a perennial opener for bigger names. He’s slutted himself out on social media enough over the years to have amassed a large following, and, like I said, it gives him carte blanche to do whatever the hell he wants.

Over ninety-percent of his fanbase are girls. He’s a cutie in their eyes, a mid-twenties heartthrob who can do no wrong. They take one look at his skinny jeans, his slender and wiry frame, his gaunt cheeks and dark hair and eyeliner, and they’re ready to sit on his face and call him the second coming of Christ.

Zach loves the attention, and the constant sex. Especially when we’re on tour, like we are now.

Everyone knows who I am too—Tara, Zach’s girlfriend and manager—because I’ve made appearances in his social media videos. I’ve stopped watching them because the comments are always hate-filled toward me, saying things like, “Zachie you can do so much better!” and “Why do you do you let this oversized bitch boss you around!” and “You need someone who looks like you!”—what, skin and bones?

All those comments make me want to strap a huge dildo on and hate-peg these girls into oblivion.

But that’s part of the game, isn’t it? Zach and I knew what we were getting into when he started to taste some fame. It’s a pretty glamorous lifestyle for the most part. We make good money doing something we love: playing music and traveling the world, with a healthy dose of fucking on the side.

Zach and I are non-monogamous and open for swinging and swapping, which is important to know. Only the “Chosen Few” groupies that Zach hand-picks get to learn about our not-so-public secret—and they usually learn it shortly before getting tossed into a bedroom together with him and other girls.

Our relationship style is what allows him to fuck as many girls as he wants, and it lets me do my own thing, too. Neither of us get jealous. I mean, how could I get jealous as twig-girls half my age that meet the boy, fuck him, and get one night out of him? After that, we never see them again. I get to spend all my time with the rockstar . . . if I want.

I have my own situationships to look after.

Currently, Zach just finished playing another sold-out show. This one was in Los Angeles, so you can imagine the size of it and the potential lewdness that awaits us with all these pretentious groupies and hotties floating around the biggest city on the West Coast.

Tomorrow we have San Diego, a hundred miles south. It’s our final stop in the three-week tour. We chose SD because it’s where we live when we aren’t touring. The tour has brought us around the entire West Coast and Midwest. Next month we start the whole thing again on the East Coast. There’s not much rest for the wicked in this industry. Not when you’re popular and bring in huge crowds like Zach’s band.

Anywho, it’s post-show. We’re having a private dinner in an upstairs suite of the swanky hotel where we’re staying in Hollywood. Zach’s record label—who I helped find and negotiate with—rented out the suite and hotel for us.

There are six people at the long table: Zach, three hand-picked groupies from the show in their early-twenties, me, and Zach’s roadie James.

James has been Zach’s biggest ally—other than me—and best friend for years. He’s a big dude with tattoos on his neck, a buzzed head, and a handsome, grizzled face. The guy is early forties, making him almost a decade older than me and Zach. He’s stacked with muscle to help him carry heavy music gear, and helps make Zach sound amazing. James is in charge of stage management and hiring local workers to help during setup when we land at venues we’re unaccustomed to.

I’m sitting next to James. Everyone has finished their fancy meal. We’re both watching Zach, who is across the table with his three girls, making a fool of himself. He’s kind of drunk by this point, telling the rapt girlies about our van breaking down in the desert outside Vegas three hours before a show. Then he’s going on about how Colorado fucked with his vocals because of the elevation.

One of the young women has her top off. Her tits are out because Zach wanted to see them to make the other two girls jealous. They’re nice, big, fake tits. They’re nowhere near the size of my naturals, but she’s also a hundred-pounds soaking wet and would probably topple over if she implanted anything bigger in those bad boys. She’s also not a curvy queen like me.

I don’t remember the girl’s name. She keeps stuffing her arms behind her and pumping her chest out, giggling when Zach reaches over and flicks her hard nipples. The other two girls scowl at her with a challenging gaze, their eyes caked with makeup that makes them look like little birds.

Tits-Out Girl is sitting to his right. The girl sitting to his left has the third girl on her lap, squeezing her hips. They all want to get as close as possible to my boyfriend.

The Lap Girl stacked on top of her friend suddenly jolts, and with her tiny miniskirt that ends two inches down her thighs, it’s easy to see that Zach has his hand stuffed between her thighs, is fingering her, and has just made her come. Even as he tells his silly stories.

Zach acts like nothing happened, baring his beautiful white teeth in a grin before pushing some curly strands of hair off his forehead. The girl’s face is tinged red from her embarrassment, and she starts to spread her legs to beg for his fingers to go deeper.

A waiter comes in, bringing more colorful drinks, and wanders off without a word at our lack of decorum. After all, this is a private room and a private dinner. I made sure the waiter signed an NDA before this so that nothing leaves this room.

We don’t need Zach roiled by scandal: The Fingerbanging Popstar! Or something like, Young Rockstar Loses Himself to Excess!

While all this is happening, James and I are quiet. We’re studying the scene playing out and the growing volume of the foursome on the other side of the table. Our hips are touching under the edge of the table. I’m dressed in a smart business dress that hugs my curves. James has on work pants since he gets down and dirty on a daily basis.

Under the table, my hand rests on James’ thigh. I’m slowly rubbing. Under my palm is a fat bulge and noticeable outline stretching from the apex of his thighs, along the inside of his leg, and up toward the tops of his thigh. It grows bigger by the second as I continue to casually massage the spot.

A dab of precum is starting to show through his denim pants.

James is a huge dude with a huge dick. It’s perfect for a thick girl like me—he knows how to handle all of this, while Zach is a skinny guy with a penchant for too much drinking and too much booger sugar.

My boyfriend is taking his dreams of being a rockstar to a dangerous place, and after tomorrow I’m going to have to shut it down between the end of this tour and the start of the next one.

His roadie though? He’s confident, sure of himself, incredibly rugged and attractive, and has a cock that a horse might be jealous of.

It’s fun playing these little games in public, running my hand up and down James’ growing, stiffening length. Watching him finally become hot and bothered from my picking on him, and lose his cool before he undoubtedly ravages me the first chance he can.

See? Zach and I both have our own things going on. We love it this way and there’s no jealousy between us. It keeps things adventurous and fun, and it’s not like I don’t love Zachie. He’s my favorite.

But James is a treasure.

My hand stops rubbing and starts gripping. I squeeze on his huge cock, feeling it rock-hard through his pants, and start jerking him off sideways more vigorously. On the other side of the table, two of the girls are kissing Zach’s cheeks on either side, and the third one has her tongue down his throat.

I know before long, those three will be on their knees, and they’ll be kissing something else. For a moment, I vaguely wonder which one will take the left side of Zach’s cock, who will take the right side, and who will get the pleasure of sucking off his cockhead.

The thought makes my pussy wet.

James and I love public naughtiness, and Zach loves that shit too. We’re all a bunch of voyeurs in this situationship. I’m not sure Zachie knows the extent to which James and I have been fooling around, but if he asks, I’ll tell him. There’s no secrets between us—that’s part of our deal with being non-monogamous.

“Let’s get out of here,” Zach says cheerily when he pulls Lap Girl’s face off his lips. “Our hotel room is downstairs. I’m sure we can stumble our way there.”

“Who’s we?” asks Tits-Out Girl. She glares at me, like she thinks I’m going anywhere, the stupid bitch.

“All of us!” Zach says happily, ignoring her glare. He cups the bottom swell of her fake left tit, leans forward, and flicks his tongue over her nipple. “I wanna get my cock between these.”

“Oh my gosh, Zachie!” she giggles, shivering. “You’re so naughty!”

Says the girl with her top pulled down to her belly-button at dinner. Right.

I roll my eyes. My hand clamps on James’ cock harder, as if I’m frustrated with the sight across the table. I can feel the warmth of his shaft now, my fingers unable to meet all the way around his girthy dick.

James clears his throat. He shifts his weight slightly on the seat. My hand moves faster.

“Wait,” I say, giving no explanation.

Everyone looks over at me. No one can see my hand or arm under the table, but the sight of these unwitting voyeurs makes my pussy feel hotter.

James clamps his mouth shut. I watch as the muscles on the side of his jawline bulge. His cock throbs in his pants like a livid snake ready to burst free from captivity. He puts a hand on my wrist, as if trying to get me to stop because everyone is watching us strangely now.

Zach tilts his head, curious. His eyes narrow. “What’s up, baby?”

I blink at him. Squeeze the soiled patch of precum where James’ cockhead pulsates—

Feeling as ropes of cum shoot from his cock and make a mess inside his pants. The patch darkens worse, with thick cum dripping through the fabric over my palm.

I smile and pat James’ cock. “Never mind,” I say, feeling my heart beat faster. “I’m ready. Let’s go.”
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Chapter 2

James

Tara is such a hot tease. I can’t get enough of her. She’s an utterly curvy woman with a strong head, strong opinions, and a dominant personality. It matches well with mine.

With Tara and Zach getting me involved in their music operation, I’m the luckiest guy in the world. I get to travel all over the country—and the world, with our upcoming European tour—and partake in the raunchiest nights possible.

Tara isn’t afraid of what she wants, and she’s not afraid to take it, either. Clearly, she wants me, and it makes me feel like a million bucks. I mean, a super attractive early-thirties queen with curves like that, and a successful career to boot? She could have her pick of the litter.

I’m just a dude. A strong dude, sure, but I’ve never had great aspirations in my life like Zach and Tara have. Pulling me along on these tours has been life-changing, and the better part is that I usually get Tara all to myself because her boyfriend is busy dipping his wick in other pussies.

After she jerked me off and made me come under the table, my libido is on fire. I want more, and she knows it. When she brings my hand between her legs under her smart business skirt, before we get up from the table to leave, she lets me know how wet and needy she is for me.

It’s a little awkward standing, because there’s a huge cum-stain on my thigh now where I busted. But Zach is too oblivious and enamored with the three bimbos dripping off his arms.

We leave the private dinner suite. The foursome goes stumbling through the halls in front of us, with that Tits-Out Girl not even bothering to pull her top up. I’m walking with a limp, already getting hard again at the thought of ravaging Tara soon. Our hands are entwined at our sides, incognito, as we slowly walk behind them.

Zach and the girls are getting further and further away. They’re moving faster than us, with the groupies dragging the rockstar along, unable to wait to pounce on him together.

Once we get back into normal society, we pass a couple walking the other way and the woman sneers and scoffs at the sight of Tits-Out Girl bouncing along. The guy with her grins and laughs.

Tara says, “Sorry about them,” as the duo passes.

Zach and the girls turn a corner that leads to our hotel room. It’s a two-room suite on the second-highest floor of the swanky hotel, just below the dinner suites above.

We hear the door of the hotel open, some more giggling and light chatter from the girls, and then they’re gone.

Tara and I turn the corner. We’re alone in the hallway. She squeezes my hand as we stop three doors down from the room—

And I spin her around into the wall, pushing her ass-first against it. My body towers, framing hers, with all my heat washing off me in waves against her voluptuous body.

“Shit, James,” she breathes in my ear.

I kiss her hard and press my knee against her wet cunt through her dress. “I can’t wait, Tar.”

“Neither can I.” We kiss again, all hands and mingling limbs. Her fat tits squeeze against my chest and she wraps an arm around my neck. “Better be careful, huh?”

“Fuck careful,” I grunt.

Her hand comes down and cups my package. I’m already hard again, and she notices with bobbing eyebrows. “Damn, boy. You can’t get enough of me.”

“Not by a long shot.”

I lift her skirt to bare her thick thighs. Her right leg jiggles when I lift it and prop it up against my hip. She’s wearing sexy stockings that run up toward her pussy, but I want her bare heated flesh on me.

Tara looks left and right down the long narrow hall.

The coast is clear. For now.

She quickly unbuckles my belt. I kiss her beautiful face as she gropes and blindly tugs at my pants and shirt to lift my shirt and drop my pants.

My cock falls out, swinging low—a scalding beam of cockmeat that has her purring in my mouth. “So fucking huge for me, Jamesy boy.”

I grin. She keeps her right leg lifted on my hip to free my hands, and I take her tits in each. They’re giant pillowy tits, better than anything those bimbos have. Bigger than my palms and fingers when they’re spread, and I’ve got big fucking paws.

“Fucking hell I am,” I growl, and then pop open her blouse to free her bosom. Her chest drops down weightily in my palms and I fondle her massive tits and hard nipples in my hands through her bra.

She moans and grinds herself into me, squishing my stiffening cock against her middle and then trapping my length in her warm thighs.

I move my hands from her heavy tits to her hands and lift them. Suddenly I have her pinned against the wall, wrists bound together by my iron grip, and I smile at her again. She looks helpless and greedy, nipping at my lower lip with her teeth.

We line ourselves up and I surge inside her. I keep her hands pinned above her as I fuck her straight-on, right here in the hallway where anyone passing can see.

Tara lets out a throaty groan when I sink inside her. My cock stretches her walls so nicely, widening her pussy lips so I can dig deeper and deeper into her with each thrust, until I’m saddled all the way inside.

Once I’ve got Tara balls-deep, the real fun begins. I start ravaging her cunt, bucking my hips while keeping her stationary like a toy. She loves dominating and she loves being dominated—this is nothing new for us.

But doing it out in public? That’s the best part. I’ve taken her in restaurant bathrooms, in saunas, in a hotel pool once or twice. Hell, I’ve even had her in the waiting room of the eye doctor we had to go to a week ago when Zach drank too much the night before and felt like he was losing his vision. Of course he wasn’t—he just needed to sober up.

But the fun I had with his girlfriend in that waiting room? Priceless. The clerk behind the glass across from us tried to act like nothing was happening, even as I bounced Tara on my lap like a curvy doll and made her come right there on the seat.

And now this—another hallway session with my favorite slut who can’t get enough of me.

Like I said: Luckiest guy in the world.

Tara starts moaning. She tries to move her head forward to bite at me, but I’ve got her huge ass flattened against the wall. She’s not going anywhere. My cock has her pinned, thrusting up into her.

She clamps down, shaking on my dick, and comes her brains out. Her moan reverberates off the walls as she jiggles incessantly. It’s so hot, watching her oversized tits shake and wobble in front of me while she loses herself.

We hear footsteps, but it’s too late.

I let her wrists go from above her head, just so it doesn’t look like I’m taking the woman against her will. Her hands fly down and wrap around my sturdy body, cupping my ass cheeks and begging me to thrust harder.

“You’re such a horse-hung stud, you giant bastard,” she moans in my mouth.

Someone turns the corner and gasps. They run the other direction back the way they came.

A minute later, while I’m still fucking Tara against the wall and ready to bring her down to the ground—or the bed in the room three doors down—a door opens further down the hall.

More strangers come out, but these ones aren’t scared little pussies who have never seen anything raunchy before. It’s a couple of hot sluts ready for a night on the town.

“Oh shit, girl, get it!” one says.

The other snaps her fingers, shaking her ass left and right. “Look at that big fucking dick drilling into you, baby! Can I have a turn on that ride?”

The girls laugh as they pass us, pleasantly saying, “’Scuse us,” before tiptoeing past.

I thrust harder, turned on by getting caught and all the thrill that comes with it. The exhibitionism is something I never knew I needed before I’d met Tara.

“We d-don’t have long, James,” she croaks in my ear, her voice lilting as I wrench another orgasm out of her.

My hand comes down between us. I furiously handle her clit, rubbing and massaging while slamming her ass against the wall with deep thuds. “I know, baby.”

“I want your cum in my womb,” she begs. Her hands tighten on my flexed ass. “Please pump those huge balls empty inside me!”

I stuff her full, gaping my beautiful queen, and she moans. Her mouth pops open, she lets out an “Ah, ah, ahhh” and we come together.

Then I pull out, cum drools out of her pussy in thick strands that drop to the rug, and she takes my hand.

Together, we limp together toward the hotel room: my pants down to my knees, my half-hard cock flopping wildly against my thighs, her giant tits jiggling.

We escape into the room just as more footsteps sound behind us.

Then a voice, “Right here, you said, ma’am?”

“Yes! There were two people fucking right here just a minute ago! Look at all that cum on the floor!”

Tara and I are perched against the door, listening. We look at each other, hands over our mouths, and snicker like schoolgirls.

We made it out in the nick of time, before security could catch us and potentially bring a screeching halt to Zach’s successful tour with all the bad press.

“Sorry, ma’am, nothing we can do.”

“Check your cameras then!”

“Sure thing, ma’am. Will do.”

The security guard sounds exhausted, like he just wants to get rid of this tattle-teller. We’re safe, I know.

High moans and screechy sounds erupt from the second bedroom of the hotel suite, through the walls. Tara and I look at each other again and she rolls her eyes.

“If Zach is going to be like this all night again, James, then you’re going to have to do something about it.”

“Okay, baby. I will.”

I’ll always do whatever she wants. Tara has me by the balls and she knows it.

“At some point, I’d like some sleep in here, you know?” she says, walking me toward the little kitchen area of the suite to pour us drinks. “We’ve got a big show tomorrow, last one of the tour.”

“I know.”

She pours a couple glasses of champagne, sighs, and hands one to me. As we toast the successful night, she looks around. “Good. Now bend me over this marble table and rail me again, Jamesy boy. Let’s see if we can’t drown out all the moaning coming from the other room.”
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Chapter 3

Zach

I have all three girls naked and on the bed with me, crowding my slender body and taking whatever they want.

It’s nice being on top. I’ve been pretty popular for a while now, and every stop on the tour has been a massive success—both on stage and in the sack.

There were those two girls in Denver who sucked cock like it was their profession. That trans girl in San Francisco was a nice change of pace and had an incredibly tight ass, and when she brought her three friends over, I was alarmed that two of them were bigger than I am. It was fun.

Now I have this trio. They were at my show hanging off the very front bar, getting there early so they could flash me their tits and make lewd faces at me.

Of course when the show was over, and my roadie James asked me if I wanted to allow anyone backstage tonight, I ended up with these three. They’re diabolical, early twenties, and spunky as hell.

Right now I’m on top of the one with the big fake tits who’s been showing her chest to everyone all night. I’m plowing into her missionary, and she’s letting out moans and lifting her legs to try and put them on my shoulders.

I’m not sure if her moans are fake or not, but I don’t care. My mind is a haze, filled with some booze and lusty sensations. Her pussy is tight and warm and everything I need to lead to a great sleep.

Girl Number Two, the lap-sitter who I fingerbanged over dinner, is on her hands and knees behind me. She has her faced stuffed between my cheeks, commenting on how cute of a pink little asshole I have.

I know someone else who likes to say the same thing, but she’s not here right now.

Then the girl flicks her tongue along the ring of my asshole and I jerk, all thoughts of Tara fluttering out of my hazy head. I groan as the girl rims me, both hands on my cheeks and feasting on my asshole like it owes her money.

The third girl has her face stuffed between my cock and Fake Tits’ pussy. She’s licking my sack and the girl’s clit, varying between us, bringing out sensations as she touches our sensitive spots and makes nerve endings fire away.

The room is dark. The girls are skinny and wrapped around me, all of them giggling and having the time of their lives. They all go to the same community college, allegedly, and seem gregarious and outgoing.

I mean, one of them has her tongue in my ass, and the other has her tongue on my balls, so I’d say that’s pretty outgoing.

Once I’m done pumping into the first girl, I turn around and have the next one’s tits right on my face. I hug her against me, recline onto my back, and fuck her thighs before she plants her ass on my cock and starts riding me cowgirl.

She hangs her tits in my face and I motorboat them, laughing as I pound up into her. She puts her hands on my shoulders and forces me down, slamming her bubbly ass cheeks on my thighs and clapping away.

The room fills with sex and sweet perfume. I roll off the second girl, moving my slick cock out of her pussy, and find the third one on her hands and knees, asshole and cunt right in my face at the edge of my bed.

I dive in, tongue licking and laving her holes, wrapping my hands around her tight waist and yanking her toward me. One of the other girls sticks fingers in my asshole this time and I spurt precum all over the bed.

“Oh shit!” I moan.

“You’re so hot, Zach! Let us make you happy!” one of them yells in her valley-girl accent.

“You are!”

I laugh, scoot forward on my knees after extricating my face from the girl’s salty pussy, and slam into her from the back.

Fake Tits piles up next to her on all fours, with the third college co-ed hanging off the edge of the bed next to her. I have all three girls in a row now, six holes ready for my to ravage.

My hips move on their own. My thighs start to burn from all the thrusting, and moans fill the room. The foursome is incredibly fun, and eventually the girls start making out, fingering each other, and scissoring once I need a break from all the lewd fucking.

By the end of it, I’m on my knees in the bed. My dick is hard and red and curving upward toward my belly, throbbing and ready to explode.

I groan when all three girls crawl to me and set their ravenous faces upon my cock. One of them takes the left side of my shaft, another takes the right side, and Fake Tits takes the bell-shaped cockhead down her throat.

I’m not a big dude, so the three faces make my cock look small. Their eyes are huge in their heads as they stare up, suckling and slurping and licking my cock until I lose control.

I don’t even have to jerk myself off—it’s a hands-free orgasm that sprays all three faces with my load. Cum shoots out, I grab my cock by the base, and point it at the three faces, slashing them with a thick cum-shot across foreheads, cheeks, lips, and lolling tongues.

Everyone laughs afterwards. I crawl off the bed, wobbling to a table, and pour us shots. One of the girls comes up behind me, slaps my tight ass, and snorts a line off the table.

We collapse onto the bed together, rolling around under the covers and laughing.

Far away, I can hear moaning. It’s coming through the walls. It’s thick and strong and needy—much more real and heartfelt than the moans and orgasms I was bringing out of this trio of ladies.

It’s Tara, I know. And it makes me jealous.

I wish it didn’t. I love my girlfriend, and we have a great understanding for both of us, uncaring if the other gets some action.

But Tara . . . she’s different. She’s the girl I love, and hearing anyone making her moan like that and whimper and cry out as she climaxes . . . well, it’s something I could never give her.

The fact is, there are men out there who are better at this whole thing than me. The sex, the dominance, the swagger. I’m a fake-it-til-you-make-it kind of guy. I still feel like a fraud sometimes when I’m onstage.

And that’s why Tara is so great. She’s my confidence builder, my booster, and my rock. She knows how to pump me up and pep talk me into giving great shows, no matter how insecure I’m feeling.

Which is why it hurts sometimes to hear her having the time of her life without me. I mean, the non-monogamy was a mutual thing. But sometimes I regret it when things like this are happening.

“God, she’s really loud and annoying,” Fake Tits mutters with a scowl.

“Shut up,” I snap back. “Don’t talk about my girlfriend like that.”

She makes an aggrieved face like I’ve slapped her. “What, are we not good enough for you, Zachie?”

I rolled my eyes.

Another girl says, “You don’t care that your girl’s getting screwed in the next room over? What the hell, dude.”

I scoff. “And? I’m getting screwed in here, and I know she could hear that.”

“So you’re some kind of cuck?” says the third.

What the fuck? When did they all turn on me?

It seems Tara fucking in the other room has made them jealous, too, or maybe angry at me for not giving them the attention they think they deserve.

“No, I’m not. Tara’s my partner, girls. Don’t try to get between us.”

Fake Tits scoffs. “That’s lame, dude.”

“Then you can get the fuck out.”

She blinks at me. A puppy-dog look overcomes her cute face. “Wait—what? You want me to—”

“Leave. Yeah. If you’re gonna talk shit, you should go.”

“I was just joking!”

“Get the fuck out!” I shout, now truly angry. I slash my hand through the air, squirming out of the three girls’ hands. “All of you!”

Less than two minutes later, the pile of women has moved from my bed to the door, standing there looking pissed with their hands on their hips. They have their clothes on, cum-streaked faces, and deep frowns on their hot young faces.

“You’re making a big mistake, letting us go, Zachie,” Fake Tits says.

“I can’t believe I let you come on my face,” says the second.

“I can’t believe I let you fuck my ass!” says the third.

I wave at them. “I’m sure I’ll regret it forever, ladies. Bye.”

They storm out.

I plop down on the bed with a sigh, closing my eyes. Feeling like a loser.

The cocktail of sex and booze takes over and I pass out quickly.
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“Zach. Tara thinks it’s time for your atonement.”

At first I think it’s an angel in my dreams, or a ghost. There’s a silhouette in the doorway, standing there looking menacing.

My eyes open, I crane my neck forward, and blink through blurry, gummy eyes. “Huh?”

James glides into the room. He’s wearing one of those white hotel robes that every fancy hotel hands out to guests. It’s open at the front, down the middle, showing off his hard muscles and abs, his chest hair, his toned thighs.

I can see my roadie’s cock, too. It’s huge and soft and meaty, swinging between his thighs with every step he takes into the room.

With a gasp, I crawl backward to the headboard. I’m naked, no sheets on me, and I have a shameful boner throbbing against my belly.

I know I’m awake now, and this is no dream. James, my friend and subordinate, is at the foot of the bed, half naked. He looks delicious, and I can’t believe how fucking big his dick is. Even soft, he’s got to be twice my size. It’s crazy.

My mouth falls open. “J-James?” I stutter, still not sure if I’m dreaming or not.

He crosses his muscled arms over his sturdy chest. “Yeah, Zach. Did you hear me?”

“Something about atonement?”

“Do you want your punishment now, or later? Maybe after your last show tomorrow?”

I blink in shock. My cock throbs at his lewd words, his gravelly tone. I look over to the window to my right, where the blinds are pulled. It’s gray beyond them, starting to get light. “What time is it?”

“Around seven AM. Answer the question, Zach.”

“Who . . . Tara put you up to this?”

He nods deeply.

“. . . Punishment now . . . or after San Diego?” I eke out. When he nods again, I bite my lip and tuck my long shaggy hair behind my ears. James looks like a bear in front of me. “Um. Now, I guess.”

“What was that? I couldn’t hear you.”

“I’ll take my punishment now, James. Please.”

He smiles. “That’s what I thought.”

“Where’s Tara? Sleeping?”

“Probably.”

He reaches down and takes my ankles. Then he yanks me to the edge of the bed and I gasp, my back and ass sliding toward him and giving me rug-burn.

James parts my legs by the ankles, putting me in an incredibly vulnerable position. He looks down at my hard dick spurting precum, my balls tight against my asshole.

“Hmm,” he mutters. “I can work with this.”

My eyes bulge. “You—”

He spins me over before I can finish. With another girly yelp, I find myself on my stomach. My boner presses hard into the bed and into my stomach.

James reaches between my legs, grabs my cock, and pulls it back so it’s facing down to the edge of the bed like a tail. He strokes it in his big meaty palm, my entire dick disappearing in his hand.

I groan, looking sideways. My eyes roll when he presses something thick against my asshole—his fingers.

“You might be a rockstar to the rest of the world, Zachie,” he says, “but you’re a sissy little bitch-boy to real men.”

“I know,” I groan. He won’t stop playing with my asshole or tugging on my dick. And why am I not stopping him? Why does it feel so amazing and—fuck!

Cum spurts from my cock. It’s the combo of James fingering my hole, massaging my prostate, and pulling down on my cock that does it. He milks me like I’m his pet.

And I realize I’d love to be his pet.

James puts his larger body over mine. His strong arms frame my head, muscles taut and thick. I inhale sharply when the warmth of his huge cock planks over my ass, reaching from my balls all the way up my crack to the small of my back.

“Fuck you’re huge, James,” I whine.

“That’s what Tara loves about me.”

He flosses my little ass crack with his dick. His girth pries my cheeks apart, and I find myself grinding against the mattress, lifting my ass to meet his shaft. My cum dribbles down the edge of the bed, and I’m about to let my friend own my ass.

“Do it,” I groan. “Please, James. I need it.”

“It’s gonna hurt.”

“Good. I want to hurt!”

His cockhead wedges against my anus. I gasp at the slick, sticky, lubed dick ready to destroy me.

When he pushes in, a bitchy groan comes from my lips. My mouth falls open and my tongue comes out as he sinks deep, deep inside my guts.

It isn’t until his huge ostrich-egg nuts are pressed against my smaller, hairless sack that I start to squirm and lose my mind. Pain spears up my asshole, through my canal, and slowly melts into numb pleasure.

James starts moving and my eyes roll. “F-Fuck, fuck, beat my guts up, Jamesy! Oh my God!”

I’ve never felt anything like it. He came into my room like a ghost in the night, a specter, and now he’s doing push-ups on my body and reaming my asshole for all it’s worth. I feel so spread and widened, and the way his balls swing and clap weightily against mine—I’m going to be a bruised little bitch tomorrow!

Once James gets moving, I’m helpless to stop him. He’s twice my weight, three times my size, and I’m a toy underneath him. I start to moan and whine like a baby, and he just keeps pummeling my rear until he’s satisfied.

James planks on top of me, putting his weight on, and I come for a third time. I can’t stop. He’s so deep in my insides, it’s like I’m impaled on him. The man could stand straight and have my hanging off his erect cock, and my feet wouldn’t even touch the ground.

I’m just a fleshlight for my roadie’s pleasure. I can’t believe it’s taken us so long to do this—so deep into the tour before he drove inside my guts and decided to rail me.

Maybe he isn’t happy as a roadie. Or maybe he just likes my sweet ass and has always had his sights on it.

My lack of resistance is alarming. It’s an awakening I never knew I needed until he showed up in here like a wraith, giant dick swinging and begging to be pleasured.

While he’s on top of me, he hooks his arms under my armpits. Then he grunts and starts lifting me up.

Before I know it, he has me in a full-nelson. My shoulders are up to my ears and I’m still planted on his cock. He’s strong enough to lift me completely off the bed, then off the ground, and fuck my tight asshole in a reverse-carry. I’m facing out, toward the bed and the window, watching the sky grow brighter as dawn approaches.

My body feels useless—like it doesn’t belong to me. Like James owns me now, bouncing me in the air while my legs kick and my little cock flops around and sprays cum when he starts beating up my prostate again.

Then the door to the hotel room creaks open, and James spins me around with him, to face it.
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Chapter 4

Tara

I walk naked into Zach’s room, and I’m delighted by the sight. My boyfriend is propped up like a scarecrow, arms above his head, legs dangling, feet inches off the ground, his ass firmly planted on James’ thick cock.

My cute rockstar boyfriend has sweat lining his face. He was rudely woken up this morning by a cock in the ass and I’m sure he never saw it coming.

But he looks so hot, lined up like this for me, staring in awe as I walk in, all my curves and body jiggling for him.

“Hi, honey. You’ve been a bad boy, haven’t you?”

“Y-Yes. So bad, baby.”

His eyes go south to where I have a big strap-on dildo attached at my wide hips. “Then we need to fix you, don’t we?”

“Yes!”

I saunter in, closing the door behind me. The room is dark, growing lighter by the minute as morning quickly approaches.

I step up to my scarecrow boyfriend, smiling. My hand roams down his cheek to his chin, tapping and lifting his chin so I can lean forward and kiss him hard on the mouth. “You taste like booze still.”

“I’m sorry, Tara.” He grunts, and I imagine James is rock-hard in his asshole right now.

My hand moves down, ghosting over his narrow chest, down to his hard cock. It’s spurting cum, long strands of jizz dripping down between his legs.

I take my boyfriend’s hard dick in my hand, along with his balls, and cup his package. “You’ve been using this useless thing on all these poor girls, haven’t you?”

“All night, baby.”

“Hmm.” I lift his sack and scoot closer, dropping them to let them drape over my dildo on either side. I can see where his asshole is widened by the thick cock stuffed inside him.

James lifts him higher and he moans. I watch as a protrusion forms in his flat belly, and my hand roams over to the cockhead that looks like it’s ready to pulse out of his stomach. “You can feel James right here, can’t you, baby?”

“Y-Yes. Fuck, he’s so big.”

With him lifted, I have easier access. I line up my dildo along James’ shaft, ready to slide in.

“Wait, fuck, Tara. I don’t think it’ll fit.”

“I’ve pegged you before, honey,” I remind him.

“Not with such a huge dick in my ass!”

“I’m sure he’s gotten you ready for me, gaping your tight little anus, Zachie. What do all those girls always say? How cute of an asshole you have?”

He blushes. I grin and grab him by the legs.

Then I lift, higher and higher, until his ankles rest on my shoulders. “There we go, baby. It’ll be easy. You’ll love it.”

“I . . . I know.”

I’m glad he’s a limber, bendy little bitch-boy, or else this wouldn’t be possible. I have him sandwiched with his roadie holding him up like a sentinel. Ready for me to demolish.

Slowly, I glide my dildo along James’ cock, then squeeze it into Zach’s ass.

He wails.

I go deeper.

He wails harder, until his balls are resting on my belly.

I smile wide and kiss him gingerly on the lips. He’s slobbering and drooling now, eyes rolling wildly. My boyfriend is losing his mind. “There we go, baby. Told you it would fit!”

I start jiggling my hips, bouncing and clapping my fat ass so I can thrust up into him. James does the same, and we work in a seesaw rhythm that has Zach croaking and crying out: “Oh my Godddd, fuck, you two are crazyyy!”

James and I laugh. Over Zach’s bony shoulder, our eyes meet and smolder. We grin as we destroy my rockstar boyfriend together. It feels so nice sliding him up and down on my dildo and James’ cock together, coring him out, gaping him beyond belief.

He’s a changed man after tonight, I know.

He’ll come begging for this treatment from now on, and I’ll give my sweet baby boy as much cock in his ass as he wants. That’s what a loving girlfriend does.

Zach starts spurting, and I make a tsking sound. “Aw, baby. Go ahead. Let it out. Come all over your girlfriend’s big fat tits, yeah?”

He nods diligently. His arms must be aching from the awkward way they’re lifted, but he doesn’t complain. All he can feel is utter pleasure as we ruin him together.

I look down and watch as his little dick starts spewing cum along the swell of my belly. We hit a sensitive spot of his prostate and he launches more ropes of cum up to the base of my belly. Some of it squirts to my cleavage, between my tits, making me sticky and sweet with his seed.

Zach becomes a boneless heap in our arms. We carry-fuck him to the bed, keeping him lifted and dominated between us. His legs on my shoulders, his back sliding up James’ chest.

Then we drop him, together, onto the bed like he’s a piece of trash we’re discarding.

He flops down, squirms, and rolls around in his cum. He keeps twitching and jerking, until his cock is flaccid and flopping and tiny.

“How quickly can you get hard, baby boy?” I ask.

“You know . . . how fast,” he groans.

True. He’s a quick comer, but quick to get boners, too.

“Why?” Zach moans, going onto his back.

“Because after I suffocate you, I want you breeding me with your roadie. It’s only fair.”

His face lights up. “R-Really? You’re not just fucking with me?”

“I need you in my curves, baby. To remind me how much I love you. How much I love that little dick pounding away at my tight pussy. Isn’t that right, James?”

“Sure is, hon.”

“Good.” I stroke James’ bulky bicep. “Isn’t it fun to see how much more of a man James is than you, Zachie? How you’re made you pleasure superior men like the rest of us?”

He nods diligently, quickly. He looks confused, getting mixed signals like this, but I can’t help it. I’m having fun teasing my boytoy, and it’s true: I do want him plowing into my soft curves.

There’s nothing like an energetic skinny guy humping away at you to make you feel superior and in-charge, when you’re a curvy beauty like myself.

While he’s on his back on the bed, I crawl over him, unhooking the dildo and letting the strap-on drop to the flood at my feet. My huge tits hang down and slide across his body and face. He licks my hard nipples, tweaks them, and then I carry them past his face . . . until my sopping-wet pussy, still filled with James’ cum, settles right over his mouth.

“Here you go, baby. Your prize.”

I plant my huge ass on his face. His cute mug disappears under my weight, a rustling and smothering sound coming from him. He sounds like he’s being strangled, squirming under me, yet his arms come up and cup my cheeks, molding them in his palms, coaxing my cunt and asshole deeper onto his face.

Zach loves the asphyxiation of me sitting on him.

He starts licking and laving—Zach has always been an expert at cunnilingus because he’s had to make up for certain cock-sized deficits in the bedroom.

“Oh fuck, Zachie, there we go! What a good boy!”

I grind my ass down on his face. His legs kick—

And James grabs him by the ankles and lifts his legs again. I hear sloppy flesh-clapping sounds.

Before I know it, I look over my shoulder and see James is pounding away into him at the edge of the bed. Zach’s legs are lifted, his cock bounces on his belly, spewing more cum, and we have him ruined once more.

I also know he’s going to pass out between my huge cheeks and pussy soon. He can’t be getting enough air, surely.

But he never stops groping and slapping my ass and begging me to sit harder on his face, until I have him embedded in the mattress with a Zach-sized body shape.

I laugh, grab my tits, and squeeze my nipples as I come on his face. I let myself go and squirt all over him, because I want to shower him in my ladyjuices.

Then I get up, James pulls out of his ass, and I crawl to the edge of the bed all my hands and knees.

“Come to me, boys.”

I’m much different looking than those three floozies earlier, on my hands and knees. Curvier, thicker, with an ass bigger than all of theirs combined. My tits are, too.

Zach staggers onto his knees, drunk with lust. His face is covered in cum and juices and sweat, shining brightly like a little angel. “Fuck, Tara!” he croaks, and then latches himself to my ass.

His dick is already hard, plunging into my asshole from the back. His hands wrap around my wide hips and he falls into me, thighs pelting my wobbling cheeks.

I can hardly feel him in my anus, because I’ve had James drilling my pussy all night and he’s three times the size of my boyfriend.

In fact, maybe I’d like James railing my rear-end, if only to make me scream to the heavens. It would surely be an experience.

James moves in front of me, saying, “Me and the rockstar are going to make an Eiffel Tower out of you, baby.”

I lunge at his hard cock in my face, wrapping my lips around his broad ridge and forcing my lips down his shaft. I’m needy to taste him, to feel his huge cock, and he slides down my throat like butter.

Eventually, my nose presses against James’ hard abs. I can feel his cockhead halfway down my esophagus, and it becomes hard to breathe.

He grabs the sides of my face and starts face-fucking me like he owns me. From the back, Zach pummels into my ass, and the clapping is so loud and vicious now, I’m sure it can be heard out in the hotel hallway.

Once James is finished bruising the insides of my throat, he pulls his big slippery dick out of my gullet and smiles at me. “Ready for the same treatment we gave your baby boy, hon?”

I nod furiously. “Yes! Take my ass together, Jamesy boy!”

He climbs onto the bed. It creaks from his weight.

Then he does the craziest thing to find a way to get at my ass with Zach embedded in my cheeks behind me: He settles in behind Zach, spearing his giant dick through the skinnier, smaller man’s thighs.

I gasp when I look back and see Zach’s little nuts lift from James’ girth, then plop down on the top of his shaft. James’ cock keeps going until his cockhead kisses the entrance of my tight asshole.

Zach has barely widened me at all. But when James starts to push in next to him . . . well, I scream. I’ve never had double-anal penetration, and even though one of the guys is huge and one is less-than-average, it makes me come immediately.

My whole body jiggles from the massive orgasm. I squirt onto the bed, my skin rippling and jiggling.

James presses into me, squishing Zach’s smaller frame between us. I start to throw my ass back and Zach is caught in the middle like a toy, moaning and losing his mind. He can feel James’ huge balls launching up against his cheeks and taint, while they both take my ass together.

Eventually, James has had enough of having the barrier of Zach in front of him. He wants at my ass completely, so he lifts Zach again by the armpits—like he’s a toy—and tosses him away onto the bed.

“Squirm under her and punch her pussy with that little thing, Zach,” James tells his boss. “Your girlfriend’s ass is mine now, you see?”

Zach nods like a diligent pet. He slides onto his back, gets under me, and takes my hanging tits into his mouth. They’re bouncing and slapping against his face every time James rails into me from the back, but he doesn’t mind. He lives for this kind of treatment now.

My boyfriend pumps into me from below. He hangs on for dear life, fucking my wet cunt and drilling me like a jackhammer. I have to admit, even with the size difference between these two men, it feels amazing to have the smaller guy fucking my cunt like a piston while the other gives me long anal strokes from above.

Their dicks meet somewhere in the middle, only separated by a thin partition inside me. I moan, come again, and then feel my arms getting tired and wobbly.

I let myself fall onto Zach, planting my entire body on him until he’s like a cartoon character trapped under all my curves. He groans, keeps humping up into my jiggly flesh.

James power-fucks me from above in this new position. The roadie crouches, legs framing us in a wide stance, and guides his cock down into my anus. His balls slap my pussy and Zach’s drilling cock.

My eyes roll, I drool all over the top of my boyfriend’s head, and then I hug him against me. “Zachieeee!” I scream, because I can’t hold on—and it’s not even from him.

I blow out a huge orgasm just as James roars, throbs inside my rear, and starts to lose it. Thick ropes of cum fill my belly from the back, coursing through my colon like a river. Zach spurts inside me at the same time—a much weaker, smaller gout of jizz from the smaller, inferior man.

When they pull out together, at the same time, unplugging my anus and pussy, their two loads of cum mingle and spill out in a great heap. It piles onto the bed and I keep shaking and twitching past another shocking orgasm.

Zach makes me roll off him so he doesn’t suffocate. James sits back, wiping his forehead and breathing laboriously with his huge dick sitting soft on his thigh.

They look down at me . . . and we all start chuckling. It’s contagious and spontaneous.

“Fuck, that was an amazing night,” Zach mutters. “I don’t think I’ve ever had one like that.”

“I know you haven’t, baby,” I say to him with a wink. Slowly, I groan and roll over to him, so he can pet my hair.

A girl like me, dominant as I can be, also needs sufficient aftercare after my insides take a double-beating like that.

And at least Zach is good at that.

My wild rockstar bends his neck and kisses my lips upside down. With my legs, I blindly pull at James, until he’s crawling over . . . and joins in the three-way kiss. Our lips lock, sealing our crazy throuple.

“It’s a new stage in our lives, boys. Are you guys ready for it?” I say to them with a happy smile.

Zach clears his throat. He looks out the window, and through the drawn blinds, it looks bright now. “Speaking of stage. Uh, we should probably hit the road soon, yeah?”

James nods. “Breakfast first. I’m famished after such a long night.”

“Right.” I sit up, ready to head for the elegant shower in the other room. “Come join me in the shower, boys. We’ll wash off. And then, next stop, home! Down to San Diego we go!”
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The End!
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I hope you enjoyed this super spicy bi awakening three- and foursome erotica! Stay tuned for more steamy episodes from the ongoing “Snared and Shared” series – each book with a new cast of lovable horny characters!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

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

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

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