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Chapter 1

Holly

I’m so excited for spring break that I can hardly contain my excitement. I’m not sure what my boyfriend Trevor has in mind, but I have ideas.

I think there’s a chance he proposes to me. We’ve been together over three years now, ever since the tail-end of high school, and now we’re almost finished with college.

Maybe he’ll take me on a fancy getaway outside of San Diego—where we both live—and drop to a knee there. It would make me ecstatic, and the idea that it might happen is enough for me to melt!

It’s crazy to think now, looking back, that there was a time I didn’t trust Trevor. Early in our relationship, a couple friends of his accidentally spilled the tea that they’d seen him making out with a girl at a concert they all went to together.

Trevor vehemently denied it, and that was that. Furthermore, he cut his friends off, and we haven’t seen them since. That was how I started to understand that he wanted me and thought of me even more than his friends, to cut them off.

A few of my girlfriends have said I’m gullible, but I just think they’re jealous. Trevor is tall, hot, he goes to the gym five days a week, and he has a bright future ahead of him.

Being from the Goode family, he’s got his life laid out for him on a silver platter, if he wants it. At college, he studies business, so it makes sense that he’d take over his dad Mason’s family firm one day.

Mason Goode is something of a mysterious and heartbreaking tale. Being the man who gave Trevor all his hot genes, Mr. Goode works long hours and has ever since his wife died five years ago, apparently. I’ve never seen him with a woman since, any time I go to Trevor’s house.

My name is Holly Wright, and my friends have teased me about how romantic and cute it is that our names match like that. “You two are everything that is Goode and Wright in the world,” they would tell me, making me blush.

Now, I’m headed over to Trevor’s house with a packed bag, per his instructions. I’ve got a couple bikinis and a couple fancy gowns and dresses in there, because I’m not sure what I’m going to get or where he might take me.

Somewhere that’s nicer than San Diego? That’s a tall order.

When I get to the Goode mansion, my heart is in my throat. I’m so excited I could burst—more because of the possibility of him proposing to me than anything else.

It’s the middle of the afternoon on day 1 of spring break. The Uber lets me off at the doorstep, I crane my neck and fawn at the tall three-story manse for a minute, and then make my way to the front door.

I knock a few times, but no one answers.

So I wait.

Then I try again, and get the same response.

Finally, I reach into my clutch and take out my key to the house—Trevor gave me a key a year ago, which was another big step in the trust factor of our relationship. He has a key to my house, too.

Letting myself in, I walk through the airy foyer, and then the high-ceilinged living room calling out, “Hello? Uhh, is anyone home? Trev?”

No one answers but the echo of my own voice. The furrow in my brow grows deeper, and I clack through the house on my heels, peering down the hallway, through open doors of the study, a bedroom, Mr. Goode’s library, and then the elegant kitchen.

I circle my way back to the front room with my heart starting to sink from my throat to my feet. Something feels off.

And then the front door opens, just as I’m getting back to it. Startled, my heart soars again, continuing its rollercoaster—

Just as Mason Goode walks in, dressed in a three-piece suit that hugs his older body in such a delectable way it makes me feel ashamed. There are thoughts I’ve had about Trevor’s father that I would never say out loud, and I have half a mind to talk to a therapist about them, but even that is too humiliating for me.

I stand there, shocked, and he freezes in the door.

His hand goes to his hair, dark with silver around the temples, and brushes back some stray strands, with a cuff-link glinting in the sunlight coming in through a floor-to-ceiling window behind me.

“Oh, Holly,” he says in his gruff voice. The top button of the shirt under his blazer is undone, showing a tuft of hair. The man has always been so damn masculine in my eyes, with dark skin from staying out in the sun too long as a younger man, a rough complexion overall, but a glimmer in his eye that tells me he sees things. He just doesn’t talk about them.

Right now, I catch his gaze going from my heels, up my creamy legs, to my miniskirt, and then to the swell of my tits and the blouse holding them in, and finally to my face.

“Didn’t think you’d be here,” he says with a quick little smile.

There’s something off about him, too, and it frustrates me. “I’m here for Trevor, Mr. Goode. I’m supposed to go on a trip with him to . . . where, I don’t even know. I’m sure Trev talked about it to you, no?”

Mason sighs. He scratches the stubble on his cheek as he enters the house and closes the door behind him. Then he takes a few steps toward me—slow, plodding steps. With every inch he gets closer to me, a feeling of want and need consumes me, but also a sense of dread mixed in.

It makes me feel all out of sorts.

“So he couldn’t even text you, huh?” he mutters, more to himself than me.

I tilt my head. “What do you mean?” My neck slightly cranes to look up at the tall older man, and now I can smell that pervasive, potent scent of pine and crisp woodsiness that always seems to stick to him like a cloud.

Mason reaches into his pocket and finds a crumpled piece of paper, which he hands to me. “Got to make me do all his dirty work, the little bastard. Here.”

I take the paper with trembling fingers, starting to unfold it as he walks past me.

Then Mason’s steps pause before I can start reading. “I’m sorry in advance, Holly. You don’t deserve it.”

Tears start to well in my eyes as I read the short letter. There are some lines scribbled out, and some new ones written, telling me this was a rough draft.

But it’s definitely in Trevor’s handwriting.

The short of it? He’s gone. He took off to Cabo San Lucas with friends of his to party it up. Without me. Just a “boys” trip, which is obviously going to be filled with as many girls as possible. He gives me no reason why he’s breaking it off after three years, although in the letter, he starts to say something about a girl, but then scribbled it out.

Mason says, “He told me he met someone online. Was dying to meet her in person.”

I clench my jaw, feeling the weight of the world bearing down on me. The sense of betrayal, the sheer rage and abandonment the letter fills me with . . . it’s all-consuming.

“I hope he gets fucking catfished,” I growl under my breath.

Mason says, “What’s that?”

I shake my head and turn to face him, holding up the letter. “Can I ask why you have this, sir?”

His sturdy shoulders rise. “He was in such a rush to get out of here, he wanted me to give it to you when I got home from work. I was planning on driving to your house, but seems you got here first. Without warning.”

My shoulders sink and I start to shake.

Strong hands envelop me before I can completely fall apart, and I lift my chin when Mason’s finger starts to tilt it to face him. My whole body feels warm, even though he’s only touching my shoulders.

“Hey,” he says, “Trevor’s not worth all these tears.”

“I trusted him, Mason!” I cry out.

Mason stuffs my face into his chest, so I can whiff more of the pine scent, which does an odd thing and calms my nerves. I’m still shaking, trying to hold back my tears for the sake of Trevor’s father, who has always been good to me.

Always been Goode to me . . . I think stupidly.

He says, “Those friends that used to warn you about Trev? There’s a reason why you never hear from them anymore. Trevor cut them off for his own sake . . . not yours.”

My voice comes out muffled in his chest. “How could I have been so blind?” Then I punch Mason’s chest lightly, but it barely registers on his big frame.

“Love does stupid things to people, hon. I would know.”

The way he calls me “hon” makes heat pool in my belly. I slowly start to look up at his strong face, and realize he’s been staring down at me the whole time, keeping me in this protective embrace. Like he’s worried I’m going to break apart and fly away, seeping through his fingers like sand, if he doesn’t hold me tight.

I sniffle.

His bushy brow threads together as he stares at me.

“W-What?” I ask, pitifully stammering.

“I just had an idea. How offended would you be if I took over where my shitty son left off? You don’t deserve this grief after being with Trevor for so long, hon.”

I blink wildly, completely confused. “Take . . . over?”

He nods deeply, like his mind is already made up. “He was going to take you somewhere nice? I’ll take you instead. He planned to treat you to a nice dinner? I’ll keep the reservation. For us.” He lets out a small chuckle and cough. “I mean, it’s a stupid idea, but if it would take your mind off him, maybe—”

“No, it’s not stupid. It’s . . . lovely.” I beam at him through my teary eyes, which he wipes away from my cheeks with the pad of his thumb. “That’s so thoughtful, Mr. Goode.”

He smiles, and it’s such a radiant vision on his handsome older face, I can’t believe I hadn’t noticed it before today. Probably because he’s never had much to smile about.

He unhands me, and I feel a pinch of loss once his embrace is no longer swaddling my smaller frame. “Let me pop into the shower, clean up real quick, and then we’ll figure out something nice to do, okay sweetheart?”
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Chapter 2

Mason

My son is such a piece of shit.

When he’s older, maybe he’ll realize what a huge fuck-up he’s made, letting such a beautiful, sweet girl like Holly Wright get away.

I don’t think he’s always been this way, but what do I know? Ever since losing his mother five years ago, when he was eighteen, he’s been off the rails. And for me? Well, losing my wife sent me in a spiral, and I wasn’t much good at raising a kid. Especially when they were an adult by that time and could do whatever they wanted.

That’s Trevor’s problem: He’s always thought he could get away with anything. It’s because he’s a spoiled jock who’s never worked a day in his life, because he has daddy’s company to fall back on if his college days ended in failure.

When he brought Holly home for the first time, I was shocked. Shocked what she saw in Trevor—what I had possibly missed in my own son.

She’s not wrong, though: Holly was naive to think she could trust Trev. I get it though, and I don’t blame her. He was her first long-term relationship, and she’ll have many more in her life.

This can be a learning experience for her, and as long as I can show her a good time and make her forget about her sadness for a bit, then it’s a job well done on my part.

I don’t plan on anything more than that, of course.

The girl is half my age, after all.

In the shower, I put my hands on the wall and let the water purge me. Dark thoughts are swirling around me, heart twisting for Holly’s sadness, and I’d be lying if it didn’t do something down below, too.

My cock twitches to life when I think of her, and I decide that it’s a good idea to work out my aggression and anger in here, where no one can see, before I hit the town with Holly.

So I grab my dick after lathering it with soap, feeling it get heavy and thick in my hand, and start to stroke myself. I try to keep my thoughts empty, my head clear—not trying to think of that lovely, shapely girl in my living room waiting for me.

I fail drastically.

So I close my eyes, my hand working more fervently, my balls swinging as I get into a rough rhythm—

And a throat clears next to me, jolting me with such surprise that it nearly scares the skin off my body.

Holly is standing right fucking there, peeking into the gap of the shower curtain. She can see everything—all of me.

“H-Holly, what the fuck?” I gasp, releasing my cock from my hand like it’s my hand on a hot stove.

All it does it make my shaft swing and sway in the air, still jutting out from my hips—and Holly’s eyes are as huge as my dick when she looks at it. She can’t take her eyes off my length.

“Holly!” I snap, clicking my fingers to get her attention. “What the hell are you doing in here?”

“I . . .” Her voice sounds parched now. She finally looks up at me. “Well, uh, I was thinking . . . Trevor promised me a good fuck before we were going to leave for our trip. And since you, y’know, agreed to take his place . . .”

She trails off, and my mouth pops open.

No words come out.

She’s just standing there, hugging herself.

When I stay silent for a beat too long, she starts to take down the straps of her top, peeling them off her soft shoulders.

Like she’s going to hop in with me!

“Holly,” I say in a gruff voice, catching her attention. “If you step into this shower, I can’t promise you won’t regret it.”

“Why would I regret it?” she coos. “Have you seen yourself, Mr. Goode?”

“Because you’re not thinking straight. You think you want what I have to offer—”

“You have a lot to offer, Jesus Christ.”

“—but you’re in shock, going through trauma. Seeking revenge, not love, hon.”

She blinks at me when I finish. For a moment, Holly is quiet. Then her eyes lid and flash south to my cock again, which is still shamefully hard. “Who said anything about love? Maybe what I want is a little revenge, Mr. Goode. And who better to exact that revenge with than the boy who broke my heart’s father?”

I take her in fully. She’s so gorgeous. Young, fertile, blossoming in every way. Her tears are gone, and she has a determined bent to her beautiful face.

“The other reason you might regret it . . .” I say, my voice growing thick. “. . . Once I have you, I won’t let go, Holly. I won’t stop.”

She says nothing for a moment, only biting the bottom of her lip. Then: “Fuck. That sounds like a promise, not a regret.”

She tears her top off and her big lovely tits bounce down, pert yet full in that way only girls her age can manage naturally. She shimmies out of her miniskirt next, and I can’t believe what’s playing out right in front of me.

My cock gets even harder.

She notices when she hops into the shower, unceremoniously butting her soft body against the hard curves of mine.

I run my hands through her hair and then we’re all touch and feel, now that I have her in this close, tight, confined space of the shower.

The water wets her hair, plastering it to her scalp, and I tilt her chin back to kiss her lips. She darts her tongue into my mouth, eagerly trying to play with my tongue as she goes onto her tiptoes to deepen the kiss. Her hands wrap around my middle, and the underside of my rock-hard cock presses against the slight swell of her belly.

When she pulls back from our kiss, her face is flushed with heat. Her nipples are hard and tight where her fat tits have been pressing against my chest.

She looks down at my cock between us. “Shit, I could probably give this massive thing a titjob standing, you’re so tall.”

I let out a rough laugh. “You can do whatever you want to me, hon.”

She gives me a wicked grin. “Same goes to you, Mr. Goode.”

“Careful what you wish for,” I say with a wink. “I might take that literally and break you.”

“Fuck. Another promise?!”

She laughs and presses her breasts together, creating a perfect window of cleavage for me to thrust up into.

So I do.

I grab her by the shoulders and she bends her knees, getting into a stance with her wide ass pressed against the wall of the shower.

I start to fuck the young woman’s tits right there, bouncing my heavy nuts off the swell of them, punching up into her chin and waiting mouth with every growling thrust.

Holly Wright quickly learns that I mean business with the rough way I handle her. My hands grip her shoulders tight, keeping her slightly hunched over right in front of me, her back straight as I pummel into the warm softness of her tits and spill precum into her mouth when she starts to suck on the head of my dick.

I haven’t had a woman since my wife died, and I don’t know how long I can last with this gorgeous specimen. I hold back the tension in my balls that’s starting to swell as the warm water laps and claps around us with every buck of my hips.

When Holly stops pressing her tits together, I do the honors, sandwiching those big perfect mounds in my hands, molding them to my liking as I continue to roughly fuck the window of cleavage.

I notice she’s fingering herself madly now, rubbing and moaning as she says, “Take my tits, daddy, please. They’re all yours. Every inch is yours and not your stupid son’s. He’s—”

“We’re not talking about Trevor right now, girl. You’re mine now.”

She chokes back a sound, and then quickly starts to go to her knees so she can suck my dick and throat as much as my length as possible. She’s like a ravenous animal—not the sweet, bubbly girl I remember from when Trevor first brought her to this house.

Your loss, son, I say to myself, is my gain.

But I don’t need the sight of Holly on her knees in front of me. Not yet, and not now. Not when I know she’s hurting, and even though my cock will stretch her little throat to its capacity, she needs me.

So I lift her up under her armpits like she weighs nothing at all, and the girl yelps as I raise her higher and higher—

Until her feet are dangling and she’s giggling and kicking, yelling, “Oh my God, sir! What are you—”

I plant her pussy right on my fucking face. My tongue laves her beautiful folds and tight pink slit, earnestly tasting her juices and wetness mixed with the water from the shower.

“Fuuuck!” she moans, folding herself over my face. I have her big ass held up with my hands, legs on my shoulders and kicking past my head while I gorge myself on her pussy. “You’re gonna make me come on your face, daddy!”

“Do it,” I growl. “You deserve to come wherever and whenever you want, hon. You taste like fucking rainbows.”

She laughs again, her palms on the ceiling now, trying to give herself leverage in case she writhes and bucks too hard and falls out of my grip.

But I have her in a vise grip, my fingers and palms embedding in the soft fleshy curves of her ass cheeks. “I won’t let you fall, girl. You aren’t going anywhere while I’m around.”

“Oh God, when you say that—when you talk to me like that—fuck! Ah!”

Holly’s voice cuts off on a whimper as her whole body tightens. She explodes, squirting all over my stubble and lips, directly into my mouth because she can’t hold back the sheer pleasure of my tongue doing a number on her perfect little pussy.

I gently lower her back to her feet, and she wobbles in place from the aftershocks of her orgasm, before falling into me chest-first. Her face fits perfectly in the hollow of my throat, and I can hear her rapid breathing start to slow.

I hold her tight, just like I did in the living room, but now we’re naked and she just came all over my face and I know it’s only the first step of this new discovery.

Trevor royally fucked up letting Holly Wright go, and I’m going to make sure he’s punished for his sins . . . while pleasuring this girl the way she deserves to be pleasured, and giving her whatever she fucking asks for.
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Chapter 3

Holly

I don’t know what came over me in the shower—where that confidence and audacity stemmed from.

All I know is there’s no turning back after Mason Goode hoisted me into the air, wrapped my legs around his strong shoulders and my pussy around his face, and ate me out like his life depended on it.

Trevor can get fucked.

His dad is twice his size anyway, and I can’t wait to have that thing plunging inside me, stretching out my tight pussy and making me scream bloody murder.

It’s all I want now, after making the first move and barging into his shower time while he was busy jerking off that mammoth slab of meat with his eyes closed.

I can only hope he was imagining me while he jerked off.

I suppose what I figured while out in the living room, was that I can’t let Trevor Goode dictate the terms of my life. I’ve been a fool for letting him lead me on, thinking the idiot was going to propose to me, for fuck’s sake?!

And so I got out of my self-pity party—with Mason’s help—and decided that what I really wanted was right in front of me the whole time: An older, experienced man. Not a loser boy who tosses aside his girlfriend of three years because his loser friends whisk him away to Mexico for spring break.

I hope Trevor not only gets cat-fished by this secret admirer online, but that he also gets crabs from her.

And that’s all I’m going to think about Trev for now, because he is dead to me.

His father, though? Mason Goode is very much alive to me. All I can do is see where this leads me.

The first thing I want to do is see that huge cock of his spraying cum all over me. I want this older man to lose control, and I want to be the one who makes him lose it.

But for some reason, maybe because Mason is more of a gentleman than that—which is hard to believe after he just took me airborne and gave me a face-splattering orgasm.

“I’m built for your pleasure, Holly, and that’s what I’m going to give you,” he tells me as we step out of the shower.

I’m slightly disappointed that he didn’t fuck me immediately. Again, maybe it’s that chivalry, gentlemanly thing about him.

“I want your dick impaling my pussy, daddy. Isn’t that obvious?”

God, where is all this nastiness coming from?

I think, deep down, I’ve been repressed while I’ve been with Trevor. And here I go thinking about him again . . . but there has to be something to it. Like, all the trust issues I had with him early on in our relationship, maybe that never really went away.

So now my revenge will be that much sweeter knowing it’s with his more-than-capable father. The man raised Trevor after his wife died, but by then I think the damage was done.

Trevor couldn’t be rescued . . . so I’m going to just rescue my-fucking-self.
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“So,” Mason says to me after I pull some new clothes out of the suitcase I brought and change.

Now I’m in a dress rather than a miniskirt, looking a little more put-together and clean after the shower and naughty time with Mason. He’s in a different suit this time, also looking put-together and ridiculously hot.

Now that I’ve seen him naked . . . I can’t believe what I’ve been missing.

And I still haven’t tasted the main course of this delicious meal, because he hasn’t let me yet.

“So?” I ask, perching on the side of the couch with my arms back. My confidence has flared to new heights—it must have, to lead me into the bathroom while he was taking a shower.

“What would you like to do now? What would Trevor usually do on a nice date night?”

I don’t want to admit that we haven’t had any “nice date nights” in quite a while, because we’ve fallen into the routine of our relationship before . . . this.

Now, everything is fresh and new and fills me with hope. My immediate hope, I tell Mr. Goode, “He’d usually fuck me as hard as he can before taking me out to dinner.”

Mason scoffs when I give him a little smirk. “Let’s do that in reverse, if that’s what you really want.”

“I think you know I do.”

We stare at each other for a minute. I can see the cogs working in his head, as if debating whether he should rush over, rip the dress that I just put on off my body, and take me right there on his expensive couch.

The man manages to keep it together, though, to my utter sorrow.

He gets on his phone, clicks around for a while, and says, “There. We’ve got a lunch reservation at George’s.”

George’s is one of the most expensive eating places in La Jolla, with an oceanside view from their elegant balcony.

My eyes widen. “Shit. That was . . . fast.”

He winks. “Reservations were booked through the weekend, but I know the bartender, Paul.”

“Thanks, Paul.”

He laughs and walks over, holding out his hand so I can take it. “Don’t thank Paul, hon. Thank me.”

An hour later, we’re soaking up the sun on the balcony of George’s by the Cove, with all the other weekenders. There’s a lot of botox and fake tits and hair implants on this balcony, and it’s impossible not to notice.

This is where the rich and powerful come to eat, and I’m not that . . . but Mason is. Luckily, he’s managed to keep himself au naturel, which I certainly appreciate.

While I’m eating some of the best soup I’ve ever had, sucking down oysters, and drinking up the chilled champagne that Mason insisted we buy, I feel his large hand fall over my kneecap under the edge of the table.

Mind you, this is a table where almost everything can be seen if you’re at a certain distance, at a certain angle, with the sun hitting just right. And the sun is certainly hitting just right for anyone to get a snapshot of Mason toying with me under the table if they knew where to look.

A thrilling sensation fills me when his hand curves past my knee to my inner thigh, draped over my dress. I eat an oyster all wrong from the suddenness of it, and start coughing.

Mason laughs, patting my back, and I give him a wry smile. Then I play handsies with him and put my hand on his thigh under the table.

But I’m not hesitant and sensual like he is. I’m young, horny, and needy. And after that shower session, something is sorely lacking from this day.

So it takes me all of five minutes to start massaging the massive bulge in his pants, near his hip where his cock lengthens and spreads as it hardens.

At the same time I’m rubbing his crotch with my hand, he dives in with his, slipping his fingers into my panties and curving them inside my pussy.

I let out a weak little sound when he penetrates my soaked cunt with his fingers, gently probing and moving them back and forth inside me.

Then I lean my head against his shoulder, wrapping an arm around him, trying to keep myself under control so I don’t explode right here in front of fifty other patrons.

I never expected exhibitionism to be part of his game, but I have to say it’s incredibly hot and delicious, acting like nothing is amiss while my entire body lights on fire from his fingers prodding my drenched pussy. The sounds that come from my mouth are dry and pinched, but the sounds coming from my cunt are wet and squelching.

“W-We have to get out of here before I come all over your hand, daddy,” I whisper into his ear.

“Do it. Be a good girl for me, then we’ll leave.”

I nod diligently, loving the praise, and close my eyes to make myself completely present. I try to imagine that there aren’t countless conversations on this balcony, that I’m not slightly buzzed, and that the heat in my belly is nothing bad. Then I imagine everyone turning over their shoulders to stare at me—

And I come on the spot with that thought in mind. My toes curl in my heels, my body writhes for a moment on the bench where I’m sitting next to Mason, and I let out a little coo of breath as I climax.

His finger brushes over my clit on its way out, making me twitch with pleasure, and I watch as he puts his sticky fingers in his mouth and licks them clean, murmuring, “Mmmm,” as he does it.

“Fuck, sir, we have to go,” I beg. “Please!”

He nods, lifts my wobbly, boneless body as he rises like a sentinel from the bench, and then he drags me out of George’s.

I give our booth one last look as we make our wet escape, noticing that I left a puddle of juices in my wake for someone to clean up.
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Chapter 4

Holly

Next, we decide to take a little stroll on the boardwalk while the sun is starting to lower on the horizon. We hold hands, and it’s utterly romantic.

No one looks our way or gives us any weird glances, because we’re in La Jolla, rich people town: This sort of age gap is unfortunately very common here.

If anything, the walkers probably think I’m his escort or paid to be by his side.

How wrong they would be.

I keep smiling demurely up at Mason, and he grins down at me, with the lovely late-afternoon breeze keeping us both happy. It’s our company, too, that’s keeping each other happy, knowing what we’ve already done today—in public, no less, at a fancy restaurant.

I wonder how we can take our adventure to the next stage, the next level.

The idea comes to me quickly, as I realize we’re starting to walk away from the main traffic surrounding the beach, and little nooks and crannies are starting to pop up around us. Boulders and rocks and walls that hold showers for surfers, or alcoves where people can, in theory, have some peace and quiet.

It’s at the furthest alcove on our walk that I make my move, going onto my tiptoes again to kiss him hard on the lips.

He leans back from me once I fall to my feet. “What was that for?”

“For giving me a lovely day despite everything. I know you didn’t have to.”

“It’s my pleasure. I want nothing more, Holly, honestly.”

God, does he ever say the wrong thing?

I should have been pining after Mason Goode all this time. But I was stupidly attracted to his crass, idiot son instead.

What a waste of time.

I get a little sad, thinking of all the fun times we could have had over these past few days.

“I want to make some memories,” I blurt. “And I want it to be our pleasure, not just mine. Or yours.”

He smiles at me. “Lead on, hon.”

With a mischievous smirk, I take his bigger hand and drag him toward the alcove.

Once we’re there, I look conspiratorially over my shoulders a few times, seeing that the nearest passers-by are a bit above us now on the alcove, and it would be hard for them to see us

I press my body against his, my nipples pebbling as they drag over his strong chest. Our lips lock in a kiss and his hands dig into my back and my ass while he holds me like a trophy.

I say into his ear, “Take me here, daddy.”

“We could get caught,” he says in a breathy tone.

“I know. It’s perfect, isn’t it?”

I feel his cock throbbing through his slacks, pressing against my middle again. This time, I’m determined to give him all of me though—to lock him in this entrancement so he can never escape and never wants to escape.

“As you wish, Holly,” he tells me . . .

And then he pushes me back against the nearest human-sized boulder. He lifts my dress and I bunch it around my waist, revealing my tiny panties, which he quickly slips aside.

I fish around with his belt and buckle, eagerly working with my smaller hands to lower his pants just enough so his huge fat cock can swing out.

“Goddamn,” I groan as he reveals himself to me. “So much bigger than your loser son.”

He laughs, pressing against me. My pussy is still wet and needy from George’s—it was only an appetizer on the balcony that I got, when I need the whole meal.

And Mason Goode’s cock is more than a whole meal. When I guide him with both hands, leaving still more of his shaft past my double-handed grip, my mouth falls open when he plunges the first few inches inside me.

I lift my leg and my eyes roll. It’s the biggest thing I’ve ever taken, and he’s only stuffed a third of his dick inside me. My voice comes out in a guttural groan as he keeps sinking in, pressing forward, pinning me to the boulder behind me.

My big ass flattens against the rock. He cups under my lifted leg and presses inside, cock surging up into my canal and spreading my pussy lips further apart than I’ve ever felt.

“God, you’re bigger than dildos I’ve ridden—and that’s saying something!” I moan into his ear. My arm curls around the back of his neck, fingers digging into his silver-tinged hair.

Mason grunts and fucks me straight-on. We hold each other’s gazes, and it’s so sensual and erotic, I could explode.

In fact, I do explode within the first five minutes. My body does its customary shimmy and writhe while he bucks his hips and slams into me.

It’s when Mason nearly bottoms out inside me that I come, suddenly clutching both of his concave ass cheeks with each hand. They’re firm cheeks, muscled like his son’s, toned from working out.

My pussy slathers his cock in juices, and he keeps fucking me through the orgasm, bringing up a second one right behind it.

That’s when I hear a voice that isn’t either of ours, say, “Oh shit, look at that.”

Another says, “Damn, he’s giving it to her.”

I gasp, rolling my head back and looking past Mason’s shoulder to see people walking by on the beach, spying on us.

The newcomers are complete strangers, and it makes it even hotter. It’s two boys, around my age, looking nice and toned and hot with their sunglasses and board shorts that only go halfway down their muscled thighs.

“Don’t l-look now, daddy, but we have an audience,” I say into Mason’s ear.

“You want to give them a show?” he asks, moving his hips faster.

Fuck, if he bangs me any harder, my whole body is going to get embedded in this fucking boulder, I think.

“I want more than a show, sir,” I answer, with the new lewd idea coming to me.

I suddenly know how I can elevate us to the next stage of this debauchery.

“Oh? What do you have in mind?”

I hold onto Mason’s hair and neck, my body rocking from the lovely rhythm of his hips pounding into me.

“If you really wanna know, daddy, I could really use a dick plugging my asshole and mouth while you rip my pussy in two.”

The sound that comes from deep in his lungs is inhuman. It frightens me, because he sounds like a gorilla—as if he never expected me to talk so dirty.

Then he looks over his shoulder. “Well, boys, you gonna just watch, huh?”

They look shocked. I can see the boners they’re trying to hide in their board shorts, the idiots.

They remind me of Trevor.

And maybe I can get a little revenge on my boyfriend in this way, too, by using guys he might hang out with to satisfy my deepest, darkest desires.

“W-What’s that?” asks one of the boys.

Mason growls back. “I said either get your asses over here and join us, or get the fuck out of here. Your choice, boys.”
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Chapter 5

Mason

For horny young twenty-somethings like this, it’s hardly a choice at all.

I mean, taking one look at Holly’s beautiful face, much less her young curvy body, and any man worth his salt would run at the opportunity.

These two guys aren’t pussies, either. They’re probably fuckboys of the same caliber that my son is, and to get invited to this secret rendezvous in the alcove along the beach is just what they’ve always dreamed of.

Suffice to say, the boys come running.

My cock is lodged deep inside Holly’s pussy by this point. I’m close to coming and she’s already squirmed and came her brains out three times in ten minutes.

I would have liked to keep possession over her, of course, because that’s the kind of man I am. But I also promised to give her anything she wanted today, after my good-for-nothing son decided to break her heart.

And it sounds like what she really needs is a cock clogging each one of her holes, so she can finally slut herself out completely and see what all the fuss is about.

For once in her life, Holly Wright wants to be the complete center of attention.

The boys come running over. We don’t ask their names or where they’re from, only identifying them by their accessories: the shaggy-haired surfer bro has sunglasses on even though the sun is beginning to set; his long-haired friend looks like a hippie with his weak little mustache, like he’s trying to play at being a real man.

These boys will learn what a real man is, and if they’re any good, they’ll step up to the challenge.

“What you guys trying to do, huh?” asks Sunglasses.

“My girl here wants one of your dicks in her ass and the other one in her mouth,” I tell them nonchalantly.

Mr. Mustache scoffs and his mustache twitches. “We can do that, right, dude?” He looks to his friend.

The guy looks scared or confused for a moment, as if he thinks he’s getting conned—

And then Holly reaches past me, hand darting, and grabs his package. He’s already getting hard, and the guy yells, “Shit, girl!” as she lowers his waistband and his dick pops out.

Sunglasses is half my size, but that doesn’t mean he’s tiny. I’m a really big dude, so it’s not like I expect these twenty-somethings to compare.

In the end, it’s not really about them. They’re simply the tools to bring Holly as much desire as she can handle—to really test the boundaries and capabilities of her needs.

Mustache is much quicker to whip his dick out once he sees his bro getting a quick handjob from my girl. He’s bigger than Sunglasses, thicker, but not long.

“You’ll be good for her ass,” I tell him, nodding appreciatively. “Should stretch her out just right.”

“Fuck man, with that hammer pounding her other hole?” Mustache says, glancing down at my enormous cock stretching Holly’s pussy out. I have her hilted, yet half my cock is still visible from her widened hole.

“You worried about touching balls, guy?” I ask him, lifting my brows.

His mouth pops open, while Holly and Sunglasses laugh. Their laughter steels his resolve, and then he says, “Fine, your girl is hot as fuck. Never had a threesome—”

“Then hopefully you’ll enjoy a foursome. Hon, you ready?” I turn to face down at Holly.

She blinks up at me. “F-For what, daddy?”

I lift her without preamble, hands cupping her ass and keeping her impaled on my cock just like she wanted. Her legs kick out and she wraps her arms around my neck as she squeals with delight.

Then I take her ass cheeks—all the fluffy doughiness and softness of them—and spread them apart so Mustache and Sunglasses can get a good look at her winking asshole. “Beautiful, isn’t it?”

“Fuck yeah, dude,” says Mustache, stroking his dick to a full, fat boner. He steps forward, sandwiching Holly between us. “Hold her steady, man.”

“You ready for it, sweetheart?” I ask Holly. I have her folded in my grip, holding her tight. “Daddy won’t let you go.”

She gasps, face flushing and turning bright red, just as the sun is setting behind us. “Yessss!” she wails.

Mustache spits on his dick to lube it, plays with my son’s ex’s asshole to prep her, and then starts to feed his dick inside her.

“What about me?” Sunglasses whines. He’s standing there with his smaller dick in his hand, right to my side.

Holly makes the expert decision to kick out with her leg, then puts the sole of her foot on his dick where her leg stretches off my hip behind me. “How about you use these bad boys until my mouth is ready for you, big boy?”

He chirps, “Oh shit,” seeing the slutty girl’s foot on his dick. He takes the other one, presses them together like defibrillators, and starts to hump her feet like a damn weirdo.

Holly laughs, her face becoming redder by the second as she stares into my face. “It hurts, daddy. He’s a thick boy, and you’re huge. I can feel you both stretching my tight little holes.”

“And tight you are, girl!” Mustache groans. “Fuck, your ass is like a clamp on my dick.”

“Ready to lose your mind, baby?” I ask her. “The pain will go away.”

She nods profusely, saying, “Please, sir, take my holes and make me your cute little cumdump. I don’t want to think anymore.”

I wink at her—

And then start bouncing the girl on my thighs. Keeping her aloft in the air, just like in the shower, but now I have her folded against me, ass cheeks clapping between me and Mustache as we seesaw the girl on our cocks.

She cries out, her voice echoing past the alcove to the street above and the ocean beyond. The sounds of our sex get lost on the sounds of the cresting waves. The setting sun basks us in an orange glow, and I’m shocked Holly suggested something like this.

Two strangers. Three, if you include me. Pounding her holes, stuffing her full, while the other one fucks her feet like a pervert.

It’s insane.

The tight grip of Holly’s pussy has me in a chokehold before long, and I start to groan to match her moans. Her body claps, bounces, big tits jiggling between us. She doesn’t face Mustache as he fucks her ass, and she can’t, because I have her locked in place. Completely immobilized.

Finally, I bring us down to the sand. It’s not that her shared weight is too much for me and another guy to handle, even while stuffing her holes. No, it’s that I want to be able to fuck her harder.

So I do, ravaging her pussy when I’m on my knees, hugging her against me, using her like she’s a fleshlight while my arms pin her to my body.

“Fuck, you’re so perfect, Holly. My son doesn’t understand what he let go.”

“The fuck?” Sunglasses quips, and I curse myself for saying that part out loud.

That doesn’t stop the horny fuck from moving over to our side, grabbing Holly’s face, and plunging his cock down her throat. “Let’s shut that mouth up before you say anything stupid, huh, you little slut?”

Mustache is on his knees like me. He’s fucking her from the back, holding onto her while I keep her embraced against me like a fuck-toy. I jiggle the girl in my arms, lifting her and dropping her on my dick, punching into her pussy and trying to reach her womb with my length.

Holly cries out, chokes, coughs, and starts convulsing and trembling constantly. The pressure in her ass is too much to handle when it’s combined with my cock spreading her pussy.

It looks like Holly is having a seizure with how hard she’s coming from our combined cocks. And when Sunglasses pulls out of her mouth, letting her froth and cough in peace, and then squeezes in behind with his buddy, I know things are finished for Holly.

“Do it! Double stuff my big fucking ass, boys!” she wails in a raspy, throaty voice from having her neck bruised from the inside.

Sunglasses isn’t a big guy, so it’s not hard, but any asshole is tight, only getting elastic when it needs to be.

Now is the time when it needs to be: Sunglasses plunges inside her ass, limbs dangling awkwardly around Mustache’s while his cock remains lodged inside her. They start to move like rabbits, the young inexperienced buck-fuckers, and power-slam into Holly with their four hands groping her soft, curvy flesh.

I hold Holly up while she’s bouncing on my dick, and suddenly her holes are too stretched to handle.

She went from going through this day thinking she wasn’t going to get to have sex with me . . . to banging two strangers and me in the dying sunlight of the afternoon, right in public where anyone can see.

Hell, getting caught is how this fun started.

It takes Sunglasses two minutes to blow his load deep inside her ass. Mustache has a bit more decorum, groaning and pulling out, stroking his dick at the base, and spraying ropes of cum across her wide abused ass and her backside.

“I’m going to fill you like you deserve to be filled, babygirl,” I say into her ear, and she lets out unintelligible words and nods profusely. “I can’t hold back,” I add.

Then my thick cum floods her system, balls tightening against my taint as I loose myself completely inside her warmth and wetness. She shakes at the same time, mingling her orgasm with mine, and we unravel together. Our moans even mingle, and I fall from my knees onto my back, letting out an oof as her body lands on mine.

Sunglasses and Mustache rise on shaking legs, cum dripping from their cocks. Holly’s ass is up now, facing them, and I know they want nothing more than to plunge back inside her, get lost in her warmth again, and fill her with more cum.

“You two can get the fuck out of here now,” I say, not lending them the opportunity. “Thanks for your hard work.”

They laugh, Sunglasses salutes, and they stuff their dicks away. They might have thought about it for a second, seeing how delicious Holly’s gaping asshole looked . . . but not on my watch.

They would never try something when an older, taller, meaner man with a bigger dick is ordering them around.

Because, in the end, they’re more like Trevor than I even realized: Little bitches. They got to give Holly what she wanted only because she wanted it, and they can’t get it twisted.

She makes the rules around here.

I just enforce them.
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Chapter 6

Holly

The week goes in a whirlwind. My spring break turns into one long fuck-session with Trevor’s dad Mason, and it’s the best week of my life.

After our first-day escapades, when Mason realized that I embraced exhibitionism and threesomes and raunchy shit just as much as he did . . . he had some ideas of his own.

The man was always trying to raise the stakes to keep me satisfied, and I appreciate his abilities to do that.

First, he invited a friend to share me. They fucked me in the living room for three hours before we took a wash in his hot tub out back—which also led to another fuck session.

Then it was a different friend the next day, and with his dinky dick they managed to double-stuff my pussy.

It was a revelation to have my hole stretched even further than with Mason’s solo cock. The man is hung like a damn elephant, and I thought it would be impossible to fit anything else in there when he has me impaled on his dick.

That was my bad, thinking he wouldn’t do everything in his power to make it fit.

By day three, I was starting to learn the names of his friends who banged me with him . . . just for him to invite more of them.

And now it’s the final day of spring break, and I have to go back to class tomorrow.

There just so happens to be seven men in the house, and all of them are fucking me. They’re running a train on me, bending me over and spreading my holes, leaving me a sopping, cock-addled, wailing mess as they wrench orgasm after orgasm out of me.

It’s absolutely earth-shattering, the sheer number and force of climaxes that rifle through my body. My mind breaks, molding into a little cum-slut for my ex’s dad.

And the best part about it?

We’re fucking in Trevor’s bed, because he hasn’t returned from his Mexico trip with his friends yet.

Boy is he going to get a rude awakening when he does show up.

Mason makes sure to keep me pinned to his cock as long as possible. But when he can’t hold back from my bouncing ass and the way my curves ripple around his hips, he’s forced to pump me full of another load and then step back so another man can take his place.

This one is Jason, I guess a coworker at his company. He’s got a nice dick and a nicer face, and I bet Trevor is going to be shocked when he finally ends up working at his dad’s business and finds out the entire third floor of employees fucked the life out of me while he was on spring break hopefully getting crabs from a catfish.

I throw my ass back into Justin’s narrow hips and he stumbles back, gasping, spraying cum into the air and into my hair. I laugh happily, while his buddies and coworkers also laugh, and then the next guy steps in.

This one is Blake, the treasurer at Mason’s company. His hard little dick pumps into my ass twenty times before filling it with as much cum as he can muster, mingling his spunk with all the other boys who have filled me so far today.

I keep my eyes on Mason the whole time, waiting for him to get hard again—and it’s already starting, just a few minutes after busting his nut inside my pussy.

“Keep breeding me, daddy, so these employees of yours don’t get any ideas about who’s the boss,” I tell him, out loud so everyone can hear.

There are some nervous chuckles that ring around the room, and then Mason comes up, lifts me from my bent-over position across the bed, and flings me onto the bed.

I yelp, going to my hands and knees, and everyone steps back.

Then he sets himself up behind me, roaring, and dives into my asshole with his half-hard dick. It grows inside me, stretching my tunnel, spreading my asshole more than I thought possible—even with Sunglasses and Mustache stuffed in my ass together—and colors shoot out behind my eyelids as my eyes roll back.

I shake and come and lose my mind.

And then I hear a new voice from behind everyone—

A voice I hoped I would never hear again.

“Hello?”

Mason pulls out of my asshole, sticky and wet and with a thick gout of cum dripping down my used hole. I keep my ass raised in the air for the other six boys, because I know they’re not finished yet, and I’m not finished coming yet, either.

It doesn’t matter if Trevor has come home or not.

I don’t even want to look at him.

“I’ll be right back,” he grumbles, and then hops off the bed.

He walks out naked, huge dominant dick swinging between his thighs, lathered with my juices.

“Hello, son,” I hear him say outside.

There are too many bodies between the door to the room and my raised trophy-ass on the bed for Trevor to see me yet. It’s probably for the best.

“D-Dad? What . . . what’s going on in here? Why are you naked? Who is . . . in there?”

I shake my ass, purring, “Come on, boys. Who’s next?”

A new stranger hops onto the bed, strokes his dick, and pumps into me. Three others get onto the bed, staying standing while pumping their boners around my face, eager to spray their loads across my pretty cheeks and forehead and chin, mess up my nice hair, and ruin this young cum-dump who stumbled into their boss’ life.

Everyone wants to claim me, but only Daddy gets that honor. Everyone else is just a bit player—unless you’re Trevor, who is no player at all.

“How did the girl in Mexico work out?” Mason asks from the hallway.

“It didn’t. She was stupid.”

Mason laughs. “Well, you lost your chances here.”

“Lost my chances? I need to hit up Holly, Dad. Any idea where she—”

“Holly is lost to you, son. You lost the right to call her yours when you left her heartbroken.” I hear people parting in the room, to give a better visual of my used body from the hallway, up on the bed where the men are busy giving me a bukakke and fucking my ass.

“She’s mine now,” Mason growls to his son.

Trevor gasps. He lets out a sick sound, like he’s going to lose his lunch, and then I hear his footsteps pounding on the steps, receding as he runs away from his father’s house.

Mason comes back into the room after his friends have finished coming on my face and in my holes. He smiles down at me, curling strands of sticky hair around the back of my ear. “You hear that, sweetheart? You’re mine now, and forever. I’ll never treat you like my son did. I won’t break your heart . . . I’ll only break your body.”

My entire body fills with bliss, knowing he’s telling the truth, and loving this new slutty side of me that’s come out over the past week.

It has turned out to be the best spring break ever.

“Break my body?” I quip, starting to sit up on boneless legs from all the pummeling my body has taken over the past three hours. “That’s a promise I’m going to make you keep, Mr. Goode!”
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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.

[image: ]

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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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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