

My Dad’s Fiance’

by Rachel Jordan


MY DAD’S FIANCE’

Copyright © RACHEL JORDAN

2024

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties.

Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from the author/publisher

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental


The Rachel Jordan Staple:

Massive, juicy titties. Huge areolas that almost take up the whole titty. Fat, jiggly, big ass. Thick, shapely thighs. Phat, wide, and hairy pussy. Because there is no Rachel Jordan heroine in ANY book without those.


I love to write books like I’m watching porn. You get a close-up, voyeuristic view on everything. I’m heavy on the sounds and visuals, and I love spelling them out. I want my readers to feel like they’re experiencing it for themselves or watching from across the room. I want you to hear it, see it, and feel it. Every slurp, smack, lick, suck, kiss, squish, scream, nasty moan, and dirty word; I want to make your pussy super wet. I want you out of your mind horny. I want to make you wish it were your pussy being devoured or your mouth doing the devouring.

With each dirty book I write, I want to keep pushing the envelope and driving you out of your mind with arousal. If I can manage to do that and write a good, entertaining story on top of that, I’ve done my job. 
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SHE SHOULD BE MINE

Damn, she got some big ass titties…

Simone was thankful for the dark sunglasses adorning her mocha-colored face. That way those around her couldn’t see the lust darkening her eyes as she watched her husband to be Deshawn’s 18 year old daughter jiggling and wiggling all over the place as she jumped in and out of the underground pool he’d recently had built.

It was her first time meeting her boyfriend of six months’ daughter Belle and her visceral reaction upon meeting the girl had taken her by surprise. She was a closeted gay woman so being attracted to women was nothing new, but she hadn’t expected her body to respond in such a wicked and feral way. She had to refrain from pouncing on her when Deshawn introduced them. He hadn’t wanted to introduce Simone to his daughter until he was absolutely sure they were serious and going somewhere. They hadn’t been dating long so she was surprised when he asked to marry her. But shit, the man was rich and lived in a mansion, so why the fuck would she turn him down? She would have stability for life and could finally stop waiting tables at that restaurant, which is where they’d met.

Deshawn was beyond overjoyed that Simone accepted his proposal and decided to throw a big cookout in his backyard with his family and some of Simone’s friends. He was stoked everyone got along and seemed to be enjoying each-other’s company. 80’s music was playing on the Bluetooth speaker, he and his best friend were managing the grills, and Belle and her friends and cousins were running around the yard and splashing around in the pool.

Simone was hardly paying attention to her husband to be’s master grilling skills and focused primarily on the forbidden fruit in her eyesight. She was glad he’d waited so long to introduce her to his daughter, because the way she’d been lusting after that girl since they’d greeted and shook hands… When Belle hugged her, Simone feared she would cum on herself. Belle’s body felt so soft and warm. And those big ass titties pressed against her chest… Jesus. They were almost as big as watermelons and every-time Belle jumped in the water and floated on her back, they looked like balloons floating on water.

And when she got out of the pool and that water was dripping all over her body and saturating her long, pretty, wavy black hair… Oh my God. And that pussy print of hers… Simone couldn’t stop staring at that either… It was fat and looked so juicy. She licked her lips every-time she looked at it and her mouth filled with water. She was dying to see what it looked like. She knew it was pretty. And she prayed it had hair on it. Simone hated a bald pussy. There was nothing she loved more than smothering her face in a bushy pussy.

Would Belle be receptive if she came on to her? Would she tell her Daddy and ruin Simone’s ideal happily ever after? Would she give the pussy to her if she asked? Would she scream and resist if she tried to take it?

So many desires. So many fears. So many risks. Simone decided it was all worth it. She couldn’t keep looking at them jiggly titties and that fat, wiggly ass and not have them. She didn’t care that this girl was going to be her stepdaughter in a matter of months or that she was barely out of high school. She had to have her. And she was going to.

Still keeping her covered eyes on her delicious stepdaughter to be, Simone sashayed over to where Deshawn was minding the grill and kissed him on the cheek.

“Babe, I’m going inside for a while,” she sweetly told him. She ran her hand over his broad back and smiled. “It’s too hot out here.”

Deshawn gave her an understanding smile and winked at her. “It’s okay baby. I’ll call you when everything is done.” He gave her a lingering kiss on the lips and Simone swallowed her nausea.

Deshawn was a good-looking, kind, and gracious man, but he was simply a means to an end. Outside of a few ladies she worked with at the restaurant, Simone had no support system. Her parents were deceased, and she didn’t get along with family, so she was pretty much alone. Having Deshawn in her life made up for all that. But this was by no means love. She loved pussy and that was never going to change. She got it on the sly from time to time from chicks she met online, but she never got serious with any of them. She didn’t want her cover blown. She had too much to lose. If Belle acquiesced to her aggressive and adopted masculine charm, she’d have to be even more careful. They both would. But she was way ahead of herself. She hadn’t even made her move yet.

“Sounds good,” she said to him. She gave him a light hug and turned to go inside the house. Then, remembering something, she turned back to him. “Oh, can I have Belle’s number? I meant to get it from her earlier, but I didn’t want to interrupt her fun with her friends.”

“What do you need her number now for?” Deshawn asked, frowning. “You can just get it from her later.”

“I just want it, just in case.”

“Just in case of what?”

Goddamn, why was he asking so many questions? “Well, she is going to be my daughter soon…”

“Which is why you can just get if from her later,” he said, chuckling. “It’s not like the two of you are going anywhere. Or just go over there and ask her.”

Simone suppressed her frustration and put her hands on her slender hips. “Oh, for God’s sake De, can you just give it to me? I have a favor I need to ask her.”

“That you can’t ask in person?”

“Oh my God!”

“864-918-2269,” Deshawn’s best friend Matthew threw in, laughing hard. “You two are ridiculous!”

“I’m ridiculous?” Deshawn incredulously asked, looking offended. “She’s the one acting like she’s too scared to approach her own future daughter.”

You have no idea…

“Maybe she just doesn’t want to disturb or annoy her. They don’t know one another that well yet.”

“That doesn’t make any sense though.”

Simone shook her head, quickly punched Belle’s number in her phone and saved it before she forgot.

“Neither does you holding her number hostage like it’s some closely guarded secret,” Matthew retorted.

“See you guys later,” Simone breezily said, secretly giving Matthew a thumbs up. He winked at her in return and she traipsed up the long hill leading back to her massive new house. She glanced back at her future stepdaughter and was surprised to find her studiously watching her.

A feeling of aggression rushed through Simone and she swallowed, anxious and hungry. Still thankful for her shades, she allowed her eyes to possessively crawl over the young woman. She wondered how wide she would have to stretch her mouth to fit one of them tits in it.

Gay Jesus, please let this bitch say yes

She stood at the top of the hill minutes longer, allowing herself to lust and appreciate her stepdaughter’s vague interest. That young lady had no idea what danger was about to hit her.

Simone entered the air-conditioned house and sighed with relief when her body instantly cooled down. She’d lied about why she was going inside, but it was hot as hell outside. Her northern ass was never going to get used to this Southern heat. She’d be damned.

“Damned I will be if I get some of that pussy,” she muttered to herself as she headed towards Deshawn’s downstairs study. “When,” she corrected herself.

She took off her shades and carelessly tossed them on his desk. She leaned back against it and sent the text before she stopped herself.

Belle. This is your future stepmother. I just wanted you to know that I would very much like to suck your titties and eat your pussy. Today. Now. Take a minute to think about it and then text me back with a thumbs up or down. No offense will be taken if you reject me or my offer.

Not hesitating for one second, she hit send. She put her phone down on the desk and crossed her arms, waiting. She wasn’t nervous. Just anxious. She needed Belle to say yes. She needed to explore that body. Right now was the perfect time. Everyone was outside and preoccupied and wouldn’t suspect a thing.

Five minutes stretched into ten minutes into twenty minutes into thirty.

Simone restlessly shook her leg; then paced back and forth across the floor. Why was she taking so long? Had she scared her? Pissed her off? Had she told one of her friends? Deshawn?

Nervous, Simone briskly walked to the window and peeked out. The study had a perfect view of the backyard and pool so she could see everyone clearly. Her eyes zeroed in on Belle. She was off to the side from everyone else, peering down at her phone, her face pensive.

Simone audibly sighed and leaned closer to the window, her eyes intense. So, she had gotten the text. And she seemed to be thinking it over. So why hadn’t she answered her yet? Even if she said no, it shouldn’t take this long to make up her mind. She either wanted her titties sucked and her pussy ate, or she didn’t.

Simone forced herself away from the window and walked back to her husband’s desk. She plopped down on his leather office chair and threw her hands behind her head, beyond annoyed. She closed her eyes and moved the chair back and forth, restless. She swallowed the water filling in her mouth and irritably sighed.

Come on girl.

Afraid she’d accidentally put her phone on silent, she yanked the phone up off the desk and peered down at it. Nothing.

She threw the phone on the desk and swore aloud. She closed her eyes, picturing Belle’s titties jiggling all over the place and that fat pussy beneath those pink bikini bottoms. She was starving. Starving to eat that pussy. She wanted to eat Belle’s pussy so bad her skin itched.

She wondered what kind of experience she had, if any. Belle never talked about boys, least not with her, which made sense because they were still getting to know one another. She had to build that trust. She wondered if Belle was fucking or letting some unknown schoolmate or grown man eat her pussy on the low.

Her fingers balled on the arms of the chair. She better not be. Simone’s brother was a thug and in and out of jail. She would sic him on anyone who dared touch what she couldn’t. Or had yet to.

“She better say yes. She better say yes,” she muttered through clenched teeth.

More unnecessary time past and with each moment that did, Simone was becoming more and more unhinged and impatient.

For a moment she fretted, afraid she’d been too forward. Too vulgar. But she didn’t believe in beating around the bush, no pun intended. When she wanted something, she after it. Fully. Her fiancé’s stepdaughter was no exception.

“This some bullshit,” she fussed, getting up from her seat. She stomped back to the window and looked out. She was shocked to see Belle wasn’t out there anymore. Her eyes nervously scanned the yard. Her husband to be was still at the grill and his boy was on the other one… Simone’s friends and relatives were still scattered about, playing, swimming, gossiping. But she was gone. Where the hell was she?
 

Simone jumped when Deshawn’s office doors abruptly opened. And there she was. Belle was standing there in all her 5’5 and thicker than a snicker glory. Looking beautiful. Looking youthful. Looking good enough to eat.


Slut in Training

Simone closed the blinds and backed away from them. “Belle,” she said, startled.

Belle was standing with her fists at her sides, breathing hard and looking nervous. Nervous for what? And why hadn’t she answered her text?

“Did you get my text?” Simone impatiently asked her.

Belle didn’t answer her at first. Eventually, she nodded.

“Well?” Simone pressed. “What’s your answer?”

Belle just looked at her. Silently, she walked all the way in the office. She closed the double doors and leaned against them. She fixed Simone with an accusatory stare.

“Do you know?”

Simone frowned, confused. “What?”

“Do. You. Know?”

“Do. I. Know. What?” she snapped, irritated. Simone’s titties looked so big, and round, and juicy and she was dying to get them in her mouth. Why was she wasting time asking questions?

“About Mrs. Kincaid?”

“Mrs. Who?”

“Kincaid!”

“Who the fuck is Mrs. Kincaid?”

“My biology teacher.”

“What about your biology teacher?”

Belle walked close to her with tears in her eyes. “Do you know about us?”

Simone stepped back, thrown off guard. She blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Do you…” Belle stopped and nervously looked towards the windows of the study. A few of them were open, and she walked around the entire room, closing them all. She stopped at the last one and turned to Simone, seething. “Do you know we’ve been fooling around?”

Simone blinked and stumbled backwards. Her head felt like it was going to explode with rage. She put her hands to it and roughly shook it. “Wait a minute… Wait a minute… What? What are you saying?”

Belle walked towards her, looking desperate. “Please tell me you didn’t tell my father.”

“Tell your father?”

“Please tell me you didn’t tell him Simone!”
 

She grabbed Simone by the shoulders, and Simone flicked her hands off, beyond angry. “What the fuck are you talking about Belle? Are you screwing your biology teacher?”

Frozen, Belle just stood there, her eyes full of genuine tears.

“Are you?”

Belle shrank back and walked to the couch by the French doors with her head down. “You mean you don’t know?”

“I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about Belle.”

Belle plopped down on the couch and put her head in her hands.

Simone stared at her in disbelief. “You’re having an affair with your biology teacher?”

“Ex teacher.”

Simone’s eyes flashed with rage. “You were fucking her?”

Belle looked at her wide-eyed and quickly shook her head. “No. No. Not exactly.”

“Well what exactly?”

Belle nervously squirmed on the couch. She avoided her stepmother’s hard eyes as she answered. “She just… She just...” She stopped and helplessly sighed. Her hand moved erratically, and she clutched it with the other one. “She used to suck my titties,” she shamefully whispered.

Simone bared her teeth. Her fists clenched. She walked closer to Belle and stared down at her. “She sucked… your tits?”

“Yes. A lot.”

Simone inhaled and exhaled through her nose. She put her hands to the side of her head and turned away from Belle. She had never been so furious in her life. She wanted to kill that girl right now. “While you were in school?”

Belle gnawed her lip and hugged her arms. “Yes.”

Simone abruptly turned back to her future stepdaughter and incredulously looked at her. She was too stunned to say one word. Too angry to trust herself to speak at that moment.

“She… She used to write me letters and secretly give them to me after class. She talked about how ashamed she was; that she knew she shouldn’t feel that way about me. But she said she couldn’t help it. She was attracted to me; loved my body. Fantasized about me…”

Simone began blowing through her cheeks. She tried counting to ten but that did nothing to satiate the fury boiling in her.

“It turned me on,” Belle self-consciously continued. “Mrs. Kincaid is an attractive woman. Nice. I loved how she looked at me. I never experienced that before. It intrigued me. I didn’t know until that moment she liked girls, being that she’s married and all. She later told me she’s been gay her whole life but only got married because her father is a minister and she didn’t want to embarrass him.”

She paused and dreamily smiled. “She said she’d never looked at a girl my age in that way before. But I wasn’t an ordinary girl, with my body and everything.” She giggled bashfully and covered her mouth. Her eyes flitted to her dad’s bride to be and she halted, alarmed at how aggrieved she looked.

“Simone are you upset?” she worriedly asked. She quickly stood to her feet. “You look angry. Are you going to tell my dad? Please don’t tell my dad.”

“When did it start?” Simone slowly asked her. She refused to look at her. If she did, she was going to fling her thick ass from one side of the room to the other.

“Not long after she started writing the letters. She asked me to stay after school one day and asked if she could see my tits…”

“See your tits…!” Simone began. She threw her hands up in the air and distanced herself from the girl. “Jesus!”

“I know, I know it’s awful and I should be ashamed, but I’m not. I know I should’ve told someone… reported her… but I didn’t.”

“So, the two of you just began this torrid, inappropriate affair,” Simone said with a downward smirk. She had nerve talking about inappropriate. She’d been thinking about eating her future stepdaughter’s pussy all afternoon. Hypocritical pervert she was. She was worse than her teacher.

“Yes,” Belle said, looking down. “She sucked my titties that day, and I liked it. I liked it a lot. I loved it! She was so good at it.”

Simone clenched her jaw and shook her head, seething.

“She used to play in my pussy too.”

Simone’s head whipped back in her direction. Her eyes blinked fast.

“I used to love that,” Belle admitted with a faraway look in her eyes. She closed her eyes, lost. Remembering.

Simone wanted to kill someone right now. Anyone. Especially Mrs. Kincaid. How could another woman get to that pussy before she did?

“Simone?” she heard Belle call to her. “Simone, are you okay? You look like you’re about to pass out.

And how.

Simone sharply looked at her for a long moment. She wanted her so bad and wanted to snatch her hair out all at once in that moment. She had to talk herself off that cliff before she lost everything.

She put her hands on her hips and slowly walked back and forth. “When was the last time?”

“What?”

“When was the last time she… Touched you.” She said the last part through her teeth.

“Oh. Last week.”

A sharp, unbearable pain shot through Simone’s head at that confession. The bitch said it so damn casually. Like it was okay. “Last… week.”

“Yeah.”

“So… this has continued… Even after you graduated?”

“Of course.”

“Of course,” she mocked the young girl. She sucked her teeth and shook her head again. “So, this is still going on.”

Belle’s face fell. “No. She ended it.”

Simone sniffed. “Why?”

“Her husband found out.”

“Her husband found out?”

“Yeah. He found all of the letters. He knew it was one of her students, he just didn’t know it was me. She never used my name in the letters. He threatened to tell her family and take the kids and leave her. So, she called it off.”

Simone dryly cackled and pinched her nose. It did nothing to squelch the pain in her head. “Of course, she did. After she sullied you and ruined your life.”

“My life wasn’t ruined,” Belle insisted with a defiant lift of her head. “I don’t regret any of it. I enjoyed every second of it. Every. Naughty. Second.” She teasingly smiled at her stepmother; then froze when Simone’s eyes dangerously narrowed at her.

“So… You like girls?”

Belle frowned. “Do I like girls? No. I just like Mrs. Kincaid and what she did to me.”

“So, did you reciprocate? Please her in return?”

Belle wrinkled her nose and shook her head. “God, no. I didn’t like her like that.”
 

“Oh, so you’re a pillow princess. You only like receiving. Typical.”
 

“What do you mean by that?”

“Not a goddamn thing.” Simone stared past Belle, lost in her thoughts.
 

Belle nervously jumped to her feet. “You’re not going to tell my Dad… Are you?”

Simone haltingly looked at her. She put her hands on her hips and slowly walked back over to Belle. “Now why would I do that?”

“Because you’re mad.”

“Oh, I am mad. I’m goddamn furious.” Simone paused for effect. “But not in the way you think.”

Belle looked confused. “Oh.”

Simone walked closer to her, and Belle cautiously stepped back. “Are you still in contact with that pervert?”

Belle sucked her teeth and tiled her head in annoyance. “She’s not a pervert Simone.”

“She was your teacher. There was a power dynamic that was broken.”

“So? I wanted it.”

Simone critically looked at her. “Young and stupid.” She said what she didn’t feel. The jealousy was almost choking her at that point.

Belle looked hurt. “You don’t have to insult me.”

“How old was this bitch?”

Her stepdaughter was taken aback by the word. She casually shrugged. ” Forty… six?”  

Simone’s eyes stretched in shock. “46!” Damn. She was eleven years older than herself.

Belle casually shrugged again. “I liked the fact that she was older. I got off on it. Plus, she had experience and knew just what to do.”

Simeone’s hands flexed at her sides. She wanted to grab her and kiss her and give her a ruthless spanking at the same time. “So, you’re just a little old slut, aren’t you?”

Belle’s face fell. She’d hurt her feelings again. “I’m not out there like that Simone.”

“So, who else has it been?”
 

“Why do you want to know? So you can tell my Dad?”

“I’m not going to tell your goddamn Dad!” Simone snapped.

Belle winded her neck back and pursed her lips. She pondered. “I’ve been with… a couple of guys.”
 

“By been with you mean fucked.”

Belle flinched then thinly smiled. “Yes. I’ve had more than a few go down on me as well.”

“I’m assuming they were older too?”

“Of course. I don’t like boys my age. They don’t know how to touch me.”

“What was the oldest one? 50?”

Belle titled her head and stretched her eyes at her. “Yeah. How’d you know?”

That’s it. Simone was going to have an aneurism. In less than a minute, she was going to be singing at the pearly gates or burning and wailing in the pits of hell. “Damn Belle. You’re only 18. Don’t you want to save something for your husband?” she sniped.

“That’s out of date patriarchal rules Simone. And I have no intentions of getting married. It doesn’t interest me.”

It didn’t interest Simone either, but when a rich guy offers you a lifetime of luxury without you having to work or pay bills…

“Any more teachers or just the perverted married one?”

Belle heavily sighed and rolled her eyes. “I’m done having this conversation. I’m going back outside.”

She turned to leave; then winced when Simone dug her nails in her arm and yanked her back around. “I’m not done talking to you!”

Belle cowered beneath Simone’s harsh eyes and rubbed her sore arm. “I want to go back outside Simone. Let me leave.”

Simone blocked the door. “No.”

“What is this? What is your problem? Why won’t you let me go back outside?”

“Did you get my text?” Simone spoke over her.

“What?”

“Did you get my text?” Simone stressed each word.

Belle uneasily shifted on her feet. “What text?”
 

“The one I sent you almost an hour ago about eating your pussy.”

Belle swallowed hard and took a few steps back. She hugged her arms again and averted her eyes. In that moment she seemed smaller to Simone. Weaker. That fake bravado was gone. She knew the girl had gotten that text and it obviously unnerved her.

“So, you did get my text.”

Belle looked at everything but her. “Can I please go outside Simone? I want you to let me go outside.”

Simone boldly approached her. “Not until you answer me.”

Belle crossly looked at her. “Girl, you are not my stepmother yet, you don’t tell me what to do.”

Simone was ready to strike, but she held herself back. This girl had a smart mouth, and she needed to be punished and broken down into submission. But first things first…

“Did you see my text or not?”

Belle looked back down at the floor. “Yes,” she whispered.

A warm sensation drifted over Simone. “And?”

Belle quietly shrieked and put her hands to her face. “Jesus Christ. And, what?”

“What do you think about it?”

Belle didn’t answer her at first. “I don’t think anything about it,” she said with a small shrug.

A feeling of insecurity engulfed Simone. She quickly pushed it away and reminded herself she was an alpha bitch and in charge. This youngin would not sway or intimidate her, no matter how fine and stacked she was. “Liar,” she said through her teeth.

Belle shrugged again. “I thought you found out about Mrs. Kincaid and sent it to try to rattle me and throw me off. Threaten to tell my dad.”

“Could we please stop talking about Mrs. Perverted Goddamn Kincaid?”

Belle’s neck jerked up. “Could you stop calling her a pervert?”

“I’m calling her what she is.”

“Says the grown ass fiancé of my dad who’s over twenty years older than me and trying to get in my panties?”

Chastened, Simone blanched. “I’m not in my 40s.”

“So what? It’s still weird.”

“Why? You’re not attracted to me or something?”

Belle wrinkled her button nose again. “You’re going to be my step-mother! And I just met you today! I don’t even know if I like you or not. Especially after the last hour.”

Simone smirked. “Liking me has nothing to do with letting me eat your pussy.”

Belle’s cheeks turned bright red. Simone thought that shit was adorable, and it turned her on to a wolfish degree. She wanted to make that bitch blush when she came.

“I… I…” Belle stammered.

“I guarantee I can make you feel better than that old lady. Ten times better. And whatever niggas that ate your pussy… I can say with confidence that don’t come close to my muff diving skills.”
 

“Muff… diving?”

“Look Belle,” Simone began, losing more patience. “Can I eat your pussy or not?”

Belle frowned and backed away from her. She headed back to the double French doors. “Your seduction skills are poor to say that least.”

“So, you’re saying if I approached you with more swag and finesse, you’ll say yes?”

Belle looked at her with an attitude. “You’re my father’s fiancé.”

Simone smoothly walked over to her. “So, if I wasn’t… you’d say yes?”

Belle tightly crossed her arms and tapped her foot. “I don’t look at women that way.”

“So, you never wanted to bang the Old Pervert? Have her eat it?”

“Unfortunately, we never made it that far.”

“Unfortunate for you maybe… Definitely not unfortunate for me. I would hate for another woman to have tasted it before I did.” Simone eyed her like a predator stalking its prey.

Belle stiffened when Simone put her finger to her bare shoulder and caressed her soft skin. “My pussy eating skills are unmatched and unlike anything you’ve ever experienced. Or will ever experience. All you have to do is say yes and find out for yourself.”


Say Yes

Belle trembled beneath her touch. Simone skimmed her finger against her hard nipple, and she stifled a cry of pleasure. “You’re marrying my Daddy.”

Simone stood almost nose to nose with her. Her finger traced the younger girl’s other nipple in slow, agonizing circles. “I won’t tell if you won’t.”

Belle flopped against the French doors and crumbled. “I-I don’t like girls. I mean, I’m not a lesbian. I mean…”

“That didn’t stop you before.”

“Tha-That was different. I knew her. I don’t know you.”
 

“Ever had a one-day hookup?”

Belle shivered as her stepmother to be’s hands caressed her bare stomach. She swallowed and closed her eyes. “Yes.”

Simone’s hot breath hovered over her ear. “How did you like it?”

“It was hot.”

“Now imagine doing that with someone you shouldn’t and it being out of this world amazing. Try not to spontaneously cum at the idea.”

Her hands caressed Belle’s prominent hips and Belle moaned. “Damn, you feel good,” Simone gravely whispered. “Your skin is so soft. So smooth.” She kissed the shell of Belle’s ear.

“Oh,” Belle softly crooned.

Simone smiled against her ear. “Seems to me you’re warming up to the idea.”

The 18-year-old weakly pressed against her. “I ca-can’t…”

Simone fondled her hips. “You can.”

“I…”

“I love how fat your ass is.”

She slapped Bella’s chubby cheeks hard; the slapped the sides repeatedly to make them bounce. Belle sharply gasped and leaned into her hands. Embarrassed, she moved away from them.

“Don’t fight it baby girl. You know you like it.”

She moved her hands up her small waist to her back and around to her generous mounds. “And these titties… Lord, don’t get me started on these titties. I don’t blame your perverted old as Methuselah teacher.”

Simone tweaked her nipples; then thumped them. Hard.

Belle swallowed hard and suppressed a moan. “Simone…”

“You like that? That feel good?”

“My daddy…”

Simone’s hands circled her tits.

Belle’s eyes rolled to the back of her head. “My daddy… I love him… I love my daddy…”

Simone rolled her pussy against Belle’s and licked the side of the girl’s mouth. Her hands remained glued to her tits. Fondling. Caressing. Massaging. “I like your daddy very much but not as much as I like these titties… Your body is amazing Belle.”

Belle helplessly moaned. “I can’t…”

“Yet, you’re standing here and letting me.”

Simone teasingly slid her tongue inside Bella’s mouth. She flicked it against hers.

Belle’s eyes opened wide in surprise. “Oh.”

Simone evilly grinned. “Salacious, isn’t it? It’s almost excruciating how sinfully delightful this is.”

Belle clumsily moved against Simone’s masterful hands.

“What I’m doing to you feels good, doesn’t it? Imagine how good it’ll feel beneath your clothes.” She tenderly kissed her stepdaughter’s soft, full lips. Her tongue possessively darted inside, and she heatedly kissed her.

Belle collapsed against her, whimpering.

“You can’t deny it baby, even if you wanted to. You want me to do this to you. You want me to do all kinds of nasty things to you, as much as I want to do them.”

She kissed her with great force and Belle’s arms impulsively wrapped around her. Shocked at her own reckless behavior, Belle immediately pulled back and turned to unlock the French doors.

“I can’t do this! I can’t!”

Simone abruptly turned her back around and kissed her again, groping her massive tits.

Belle helplessly pressed her shaking hands against her. “No, please. I can’t. You’re going to be my stepmother. You’re too ol- “

Simone yanked her head back and crossly looked at her. “If you say I’m too old I’ll slap your face right now. After what you did with that teacher?”

Chastened, Belle shamefully looked down at the floor. “It’s different. You’re marrying my daddy.”

Simone was losing patience again. If she didn’t get those tits and that pussy in her mouth right now, she was going to die. She fought against the urge to slap the shit out of Belle and pulled the girl back towards her. She softly caressed her arms. “You need to stop talking about your daddy. It’s killing my flow.”

Belle awkwardly laughed. “I can’t tell.”

“When I marry your dad, we’ll be at each-other’s disposal all the time. We can hookup whenever we want.”

“I’ll be in college in a few months.”

“It’s only an hour away. You can come home every weekend, or I’ll come there. We’ll make it work.”

Belle couldn’t look at her. “This is insane.”

“How bad I want you is driving me insane.” She placed her open palms on Belle’s breasts and rubbed them. Belle visibly trembled. “I want you naked. Now. I want to see these titties.”

“I’m afraid.”

“Afraid you might like it?”

Belle timidly nodded her head.

Simone smirked. This bitch thought she was stupid. “You ought to be used to older women playing with these titties by now.”

“It’s different,” Belle stressed again.

“Young lady please stop talking and let me have these titties.”

Impatient, Simone undid the string at the back of Belle’s neck and yanked the sides down, exposing her mountainous breasts. Simone gawked at them, swallowing excessively.

“Oh my God,” she gasped.

Those mother fuckers were big, juicy, round, and fat with huge caramel-colored areolas and dime-sized, taut nipples.

Simone licked her lips. Never in her life had she seen anything so sexy and beautiful. And they were on an 18-year-old.

“Damn baby,” she slurred. She grabbed them and immediately began sucking, pulling and releasing them slowly as she stared at them.

“Uh,” Belle cried out, watching her. Her hands clenched at her sides. She bought them up to her face, opening and closing them. “Uh. Uh.”

Simone’s head yanked back and forth as she hungrily sucked the gigantic pretty things. She inhaled them greedily, almost gorging herself. Belle watched her in stunned silence, crying out.

“Oh my God,” Simone exclaimed. She squeezed them together and licked her nipples fast; then wildly licked her titties up and down, before sucking them again.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

Groaning deeply, Simone let her hands drift down to Belle’s fat ass and seductively caressed it, digging her nails in the soft, supple skin.

Belle awkwardly moved against her stepmother’s greedy mouth. She shyly put her hands to Simone's thick natural hair and attempted to run her fingers through it. It was too coarse to get her fingers through it, so she just gripped it and pulled.

“Mmm-hmm!” Simone encouraged her. Her head winded around in circles as she French-kissed Deshawn daughter’s beautiful breasts.

Simone creeped her hands beneath Belle’s tight bikini bottoms and raked her nails over her hips. She looked up at Belle and inwardly groaned at the look of desire mixed with sweet torture on her face. The girl was enjoying what she was doing to her for sure, but Simone felt she was holding herself back. She didn’t want that. She wanted Belle to let loose and enjoy herself. Embrace her inner hoe.

She had to work harder. Had to do more. Had to let the nasty butch bitch take over and work her magic.

Pressing her hands down hard on Belle’s prominent ass, she moved her back and forth against her in rhythm with her sucking.

Belle gulped; then gasped, losing her breath. Her eyes stretched wider and searched the ceiling, looking for something, anything to focus on but Simone’s penetrating eyes.

“Look at me,” Simone demanded. “Keep watching me. Don’t stop watching me. Watch me suck your titties. I know you like it, and you know I do too.”
 

“I can’t,” Belle whined, closing her eyes and shaking her head. “Its’s too much! Too much!”

“You shouldn’t be so sexy.”

Belle uselessly pressed against her, trying to shove her off her titties. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head. The back of her head thumped against the door, repeatedly. She was losing control, and it was driving Simone crazy.

Taking it easy on her, just for a moment, Simone gave her titty one more slurp and pulled away, watching in fascination as a trail of spit lingered from her mouth and dropped to the floor. This bitch’s titties literally had her drooling. Damn.

She would let her rest, but she was not stopping. Not by any means.

She put her hands back to Belle’s humongous toys and fondled them. She slowly slapped them around in circles, fascinated by their size and how they jiggled and shook as she teased them. She pulled them apart, separating them, then let them go to bounce back against each other. She did this several times as Belle watched, herself fascinated by the sight.

“You really have no idea how beautiful and sexy you are, do you?” Simone whispered. “But I’m showing you right now. This looks good to you, doesn’t it?”

Blushing deeply, Belle nodded.

“How were you so easy with your ancient teacher but so resistant when it comes to me?”

“She wasn’t my step-mother,” the girl spat through gritted teeth. “This is different.”

“But it feels good, doesn’t it? It’s okay if you like it. It doesn’t make you a bad person.”

“This is wrong.”

“So?”

Belle looked at her, annoyed. “You don’t feel bad?”

“Not at all. I feel amazing. On top of the world. You’re making me feel that way. You. You and this…” She paused, staring at Belle’s tits. She continued to grope, bounce, and play with them. “… This sexy body of yours. You can’t be walking around with these big pretty things and expect someone not to want to touch them… Suck them…” She rudely sucked one and Belle gasped in delight.

“You know what I think?” Simone asked. She continued to explore Belle’s hooters as she spoke. “I think I was meant to meet your Daddy, just so I could meet you and have access to these.”

Belle wrinkled her nose. “You’re twisted.”

“I could just play with these things all day.” Simone squeezed them together and licked her nipples simultaneously.

“Oh,” Belle quietly sighed.

Simone moved them up and down against one another. She couldn’t stop looking at them or playing with them. “These pretty mother fuckers. I don’t blame your teacher for risking her job or her marriage. You are hard to resist. These, are hard to resist. It don’t make no goddamn sense to be so young and this tempting and this fine.”

Holding her tits in place, Simone leaned to them and sucked them hard, releasing them with nasty pops. “Mmmmmm,” she moaned. She sucked them again in the same fashion. “Mmph.” She jiggled them and hissed through her teeth. “Huge, pretty mother fuckers.” She sucked them again in that disrespectful way, making Belle’s pussy twitch and pulsate.

Simone’s tongue teased her stepdaughter’s pretty, supple nipples. She wildly flicked her tongue against them.

Belle tightly closed her eyes, still uselessly trying to fight the pleasure.

“Stop denying yourself of what you want,” Simone gently fussed.

Belle shook her head, refusing to look at her.

Simone sank her teeth in her nipples, hard.

“Ow!” Belle screeched, looking down at her in alarm.

Simone continued to bite them, watching her.

“Ow! Ow!”

Simone traced Belle’s huge areolas with her tongue in wide, lazy circles. She puckered her full, bee-stung lips and tenderly kissed them. She gave her nipples little kisses. “That feel better?”

Belle’s young body vibrated. “Simone…”

Simone heavily sighed and turned her eyes skyward when Belle twisted against her in an attempt to push her away again.

“Why won’t you let go?” she asked Belle. “Just let me please you. Make you feel good.”

Belle’s pretty eyes filled with tears. “My Dad. I don’t want to hurt him.”
 

“What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.”

Belle looked at her in disbelief. She was still and Simone could feel her immense desire for more, but she pressed on in her resistance. “Don’t you love him?” she asked Simone.

“Your dad is a cool, decent, and honorable man. I like him a lot. But I love pussy more.” She lecherously smiled.

“I love my Daddy.”

“You’re going to love the way I eat your pussy more baby. I guarantee you that.”

“We have to stop.”

“No way.”

“This isn’t right.”

Simone dismissively shrugged. “You’re right, it’s not.”

Belle deeply frowned. “Then why– “

“Enough with all this damn stalling and talking.”

Simone grabbed her by her arms and pulled her close, kissing her lips, sucking them hard, and inhaling what little innocence Belle had left, swallowing it, ingesting it, and breathing reckless sin into her soul.

Overcome, desperate, and helpless, Belle kissed her back. She surrendered all and allowed her stepmother to be to take full advantage of her.

“Yes,” Simone growled, kissing her harder. She touched the younger woman all over, kneading, possessing and caressing. Her hands found the gigantic melons again and she fondled them, laughing wickedly into her mouth in delight.

After kissing her for minutes, she pulled away and went back to her happy place, those big ass titties. She loudly sucked them, pumping them up and down, moving them around in circles, swallowing and gobbling them; releasing them with obnoxious pops and smacks. She looked up at Belle as she French-kissed them, her own pussy dripping with arousal; her own nipples tingling and hardening as her tongue circled Belle’s nipples.

“Yes baby,” she sighed. She held one of the titties in her hands and attacked it with greed. The desperate, wanton look on Belle’s face as her stepmother inappropriately seduced her made Simone happy to be alive and lesbian. This was what all of her erotic, nasty dreams and fantasies had been made of.


Give me That Pussy

She shook the titty up and down as she sucked it; then moved to the other one. Her eyes remained possessively trained on her stepdaughter as she went back and forth between both big, beautiful titties again.

“I wanted these titties so bad the minute I saw you,” she mumbled against the girl’s warm flesh. She deeply inhaled the cinnamon scent of her skin. “Walking around out there wiggling and jiggling with your fast ass. You knew what you were doing.”

“What was I doing?” Belle dazedly asked, moving sensuously against her.

“Making this alpha butch crazy with desire for you.”

With her mouth still trained to her tits, Simone let her hands trail to the drenched spot between Belle’s legs. “You’re so wet. Damn baby.”

Belle shyly arched her body to her and partially spread her legs.

Simone sharply gasped at the touch of Belle’s warm, soaked pussy. “Goddamn baby.” She moved her hands over the flimsy bikini panties. She pulled back and looked down at them, holding the material tight against Belle’s body. “Your pussy’s so fat. I love it. I want to feel this pussy.”

She roughly stuck her hand down deep in Belle’s panties and bit Belle’s perky, hard nipple again when her fingers made contact with her tight cunt. Belle yelped and looked down at her, wild-eyed.

“Damn, you feel good.” She stuck her finger deep in Belle’s furry treasure and probed her mercilessly.

“Awwww!” Belle cried out, throwing her head back.

Simone aggressively fingered her.

“Simone! Simone!”

“Hold your titties while I suck them and play in this bushy pussy.”

Belle trembled against her and did as she told. Simone buried her face in her tits and fingered Belle’s tight, young pussy like she’d lost her mind.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Huh! Huh! Ah! AH!” Belle wildly moved her hips against her. “Simone! Simone!”

Simone moved from one fat titty to the other sucking them wild and hard. She inserted another finger deep inside the 18-year-old and moved both fingers swiftly.

“Oh my God! Oh my God! You’re so good at this! You’re so good!”

“If you think this is good baby, just you wait for the final chapter.”

Belle’s chest rose and fell with harsh, whimpering gasps. Before long, she exploded all over Simone’s fingers, screaming.

Simone viciously swore and smacked the girl’s fat ass hard, stilling her fingers as she rapidly moved her thumb against her engorged clit, drawing yet another thunderous orgasm out of her. She held her titty in her mouth and arrogantly watched her explode again and again, each orgasm seemingly harder than the last.

Belle pressed her small hands against Simone’s breasts, trying to push her away. Her eyes were in the back of head and her mouth was dropped open, wide. Her head jerked up and down with each shocking jolt of her chest.

Simone wickedly laughed and backed her stepdaughter to the leather couch, with her fingers and mouth still attached to her spasming body.

Belle weakly shook her head. “No, no. We can’t possibly stay in here all day. Dad’s going to come looking for us.”

“Then I guess we’d better keep going until we caught.”

Belle looked over at the door. “The door’s unlocked.”
 

“Don’t worry baby; I got it. You just lie back right here on the couch and wait. I’ll be right back.”

Simone left the trembling girl on the couch and went to the double doors, locking them. She grabbed a chair and tilted it backward, placing it beneath the knobs.

“Ain’t nobody going to stop me from getting this pussy,” she muttered. She purposely walked back to Belle and stood there looking down at her, enjoying the view. Her breasts were splayed out to the sides, her fat ass took up most of the cushions, and her legs were widely spread. Her bikini panties were saturated, and the dampness covered the entire material.

Simone didn’t speak for several minutes. She wanted to savor the moment. Belle timidly watched her with one of her fingers in her mouth. Her hand went to her pussy and she mildly touched it. Her body vibrated and trembled beneath Simone’s lustful stare.

“You have no idea how sexy and beautiful you look in this moment,” Simone muttered. She put her hand to Belle’s breasts and softly caressed them; them moved down to her flat stomach. “Your skin is so soft and flawless.” She put her hand to Belle’s on top of her panties. “I want to see your pussy…” She paused for effect and traced the girl’s pussy with her finger. She crookedly grinned when Belle softly cried out and arched to her. “You want this, don’t you? You really do. You want me to eat this pussy. You’re desperate to feel my mouth on you. My tongue in you, all up in you. It’s okay to admit it. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

Belle slowly nodded. “Yes.”

Simone’s eyes flared with dangerous excitement. She bared her teeth as she put her hands to Belle’s panties and roughly pulled them down. She crumbled the panties in her hands and held them to her nose, watching Belle as she deeply inhaled them.

Belle’s lips parted and she squirmed on the couch.

Simone closed her eyes and slowly licked the crotch of her stepdaughter’s panties.

Belle’s mouth opened wider. A weak cry of surprise crawled up her throat. She put her hand to her titties and stroked them.

Simone looked at her with fire in her eyes. She looked at the open pussy before her and deeply growled; then moaned. She put her hand back to Belle’s open pussy. “God damn. This is a pretty pussy. And good and hairy. I love a hairy pussy like you wouldn’t believe. The hair alone is going to unleash a beast from me you have never seen. And it’s fat too…” She shook her head in wonder. “You are a blessing.”

“Simone please,” Belle desperately begged. “Please. I want to know what it’s like.”

“Young lady, I’m going to tear this pussy fat, hairy pussy up.”

Not wanting to waste any more time, Simone dropped to her knees and placed her palms inside Belle’s thick thighs, spreading them wider. She immediately began eating her pussy, moaning nastily.

Belle bit her fingers, watching her. Her body jerked in surprise at the foreign touch of the older woman’s mouth and tongue. “Uh,” she softly cried out. “Uh.”

Consumed with her smell and taste, Simone dug her fingers into Belle’s soft skin. Her eyes were closed in foolish desire and concentration. Her tongue wildly flicked and licked the tasty, juicy pussy and her lips greedily sucked and slurped it with intensity.

Belle grabbed her knees and held on to them, shocked by the immense pleasure she was feeling. “Oh! Oh!”

“Oh my god, you taste so good. You are delicious! You got some good pussy!”

Belle desperately stared down at her older stepmother’s roving, shaking head. “Oh! Oh! Oh! Simone! Simone, that feels so good! Ah! Ah! Ah! AH! Uh! UHHHHHHH! Uh!”

Simone haltingly opened her eyes and looked up at the younger woman as she hungrily ate her pussy. Juices were sloshing and flying everywhere, she was so wet. Belle tasted better than she expected. Her taste was instantly addictive. It was hard for her to take her time; slow down. She wanted to keep eating this good pussy until her lips were too tired to move. Until they hurt. Until they melted.

She put her hands beneath Belle’s wide ass and pumped her pussy back and forth to her mouth. Belle screamed and threw her head back, closing her eyes. The sound of her lips and tongue on Belle’s pussy made even Simone want to come undone. She couldn’t stop looking at her, couldn’t pause even for a second to catch her breath. She didn’t care if she died in that moment. She never wanted to stop eating that good pussy.

“Damn, you got some good pussy,” she feverishly repeated. She sucked hard on Belle’s fat pussy lips, pulling them between her lips. “Oh my God, this pussy.” She snuggled her face deep in Belle’s cunt and shook her head fast.

Belle screamed again, winding against her like the fast slut she was.

“Good pussy,” she muttered from the cavern of her snatch. “Such good pussy. I’ve honestly never tasted anything so good in my life.”

She buried her face and nose deeper in Deshawn daughter’s pussy. She could barely breathe at this point, but she honestly couldn’t care less. She was convinced she was trying to commit suicide. Not only because she was risking it all for a taste of her fiancé’s younger daughter, but because she was also in his office with said daughter spread out before her naked with her legs gaped open, and they could get caught at any time. Deshawn was a big, burly man and could take her out with one punch or snap of her neck. Then, not only would she be dead, she would miss out on a life of luxury, money, and comfort. This pussy was good as fuck, but even it was not worth the risk of losing all that.

So, if this continued, they were indeed going to have to be very careful and mindful of everything so they wouldn’t lose it all. Belle would be going to college soon sadly but thankfully, so sneaking around might be easier at that point. But until then…

You’re thinking too much bitch. Just enjoy this good pussy. Just keep eating this delicious, juicy pussy…

Simone inserted her finger inside Belle’s tight cunt, moaning deeply at how warm it felt. She plunged her finger in and out of her at a steady speed, drawing wild gasps of delight from the beautiful young woman. She deeply inhaled as she aggressively licked and finger-fucked her super wet cunt, groaning at her scent. This bitch smelled like heaven.

“Damn, you got some good pussy,” she mumbled. “Oh my God… This some good ass pussy.”

“Hah! Hah! Huh! Hah! Uh! Uh!”

While keeping her face glued to Belle’s pussy and her finger knuckle-deep inside of her, Simone inserted a finger into her ass.

“Hoh my God!” Belle screamed, looking down at her in shock. She pumped her pussy back and forth against her stepmother’s face. Her insides fluttered like butterflies at the vision of her juices all over the older woman’s face, chin, and mouth. She was literally eating her up. She was lapping at her like a dog-drinking water, and along with her dirty, nasty moans, it was one of the sexiest sounds in the world.

“I swear, I’ve never tasted anything so good in my god damn life,” Simone feverishly repeated. God damn, this pussy!”

Belle’s pussy tasted like broken homes, infidelity, empty bank accounts, divorce, heartache, heartbreak, crimes of passion, and eternal damnation. It was a beautiful, delicious, lethal combination. This pussy was clearly going to be a problem. And she welcomed every bit of destruction it would bring her.

“I love this pussy girl. I love this pussy.”

Belle began rotating her hips in rhythm to Simone’s eating. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head at the sound effects of her amorous slurping, kissing, and licking. She opened her eyes and frowned down at her as Simone began eating and fingering her pussy and fingering her ass faster. The sounds coming out of her turned her on so much it made Simone cum. The crippling intensity of her orgasm was so mind-blowing it made her attack Belle’s pussy with fervor.

“Simone! Simone! Oh Simone! Simone, yes! Yes!”

This young bitch was dangerous indeed. If she could make Simone cum from eating her pussy… Without either of them touching it… She was kryptonite.

She rapidly wiggled her tongue all around in Belle’s pussy and growled when she grabbed the back of her head and pressed her face deeper inside her.

“You like the way I’m eating this pussy pretty girl?”

“Oh fuck!”

“You like what I’m doing to this pussy, don’t you? Don’t you, naughty girl?”

“Don’t stop Simone! Don’t stop!”

Simone heatedly looked at her. “You like seeing my face in this pussy, don’t you?”

Belle’s legs trembled in response.

Simone briefly paused and licked her lips. “So tasty… Put your hands on your knees and hold them back. I love you being wide and nasty for me like a bad girl.”

“Mmmm,” Belle moaned in response. She put her hands to her knees and did as Simone requested; then screamed when Simone began feasting on her good pussy again like a savage.

“Simone, you’re making me crazy. Oh, my God, that feels so good. So good!”

Simone added another finger to Belle’s pussy. She smothered her nose inside of her and moved her head round and around in circles.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” Belle closed her eyes; then slowly opened them to look down at Simone. Her blood sizzled at the fire in her stepmother’s eyes. She loved how she looked at her; how she demolished her pussy. How she just took ownership of it like it was hers; like she belonged to her.

Simone stopped suddenly and sat up on her knees, pulling Belle further down on the couch. She stuck the girl’s legs straight up in the air and spread them wide. Thankful that the plush leather seats were wide enough to accommodate them both, she laid at the foot of Belle and got on her knees. She held her pussy lips open and buried her face back inside.

“Hah! Hah! Hah! Hah!”

“Nom, nom, nom, nom, nom,” she obnoxiously munched. “Nom, nom, nom, nom, nom…”

Belle blindly stared up at the ceiling, crying out and screaming.

“Play with your tits,” Belle hoarsely demanded.

Belle put her hands on her titties and softly massaged them.

“That looks good baby. Yeah, keep doing that while I eat this pussy.”

Simone began licking Belle’s pussy in long, lengthy licks. Belle kept playing with her titties and emotionally watched her. Her chest jerked and released in sharp, jerky breaths. Simone began fucking her pussy hole with her tongue, and her mouth stretched wide in fascination. She came back to back, soaking her stepmother’s face and the couch, squirting in multitudes.

“Damn baby,” Simone groaned, lapping it all up in greed. Her mouth was literally all over the place, all over the girl’s pussy, her tongue fucking, plunging, and probing. She stuck her hand deep in her shorts and began playing in with her pussy, moving it in perfect rhythm with her tongue.

She quietly prayed no one could hear Belle’s screams… Hear her nasty moans and dirty words she uttered to Deshawn’s daughter like she was a slut off the street. She prayed no one would come to the door and stop them. She didn’t want this moment to stop. She didn’t want to ever stop eating her stepdaughter’s pussy.

The minutes stretched and she kept showing Belle exactly what a woman could do and why they were the best at it. Why the risk of what they were doing was undeniably worth it.

Weak, Belle just lay there stroking her titties, in complete surrender.

“Euh,” she murmured. “Euh. Euh.”

Another stream of creamy liquid shot out of her as Simone literally began French kissing her pussy. Her vision of her stepmother’s head between her legs became blurry, because her eyes were filled with tears. The sounds of Simone eating her pussy was as sexy to her as the woman actually eating it.

Simone kept eating and playing in her pussy for minutes… It had to be over an hour, and she was still coming. The woman was insufferable and wouldn’t give her pussy a break or let her rest. She wasn’t mad at her for it.

By the time they were finished, almost three hours had passed. They quietly got dressed; then Simone pulled Belle in her arms for a long, sexy, kiss. It dragged on for minutes. Simone stuck her hand deep Belle’s bikini panties and played with her pussy while they kissed.

“Why do I feel like I’m going to regret this?” Belle soberly muttered, vulnerably looking at her Dad’s girlfriend.

Simone indifferently shrugged. “You might. But you’ll have happy memories to go along with it.”

Belle shyly smiled and allowed Simone to engulf her in another long, passionate kiss. They both jumped and jerked apart when they heard Deshawn calling both their names.

They uneasily looked at one another; then immediately jumped to attention, straightening the pillows on the couch and adjusting their clothes. Simone quickly removed the chair from beneath the door and opened it just as Deshawn began twisting the knob.

“Hi honey,” Simone warmly greeted him. She desperately prayed he couldn’t smell pussy on her breath.

Deshawn’s handsome face was mired with confusion. “Why was the door locked?”

Simone cocked her head and looked down at the doorknob. “Was it? We didn’t know.”

“What were ya’ll doing in here?” he asked, looking back and forth between them.

“Nothing,” Belle coolly answered for them both. “We were just talking. Getting to know one another.”

Simone gave her a grateful smile.

“Great,” he said, beaming with excitement. “I’m glad to hear that. I figured you’d come in here to talk to ‘Mone when I saw you wander off. Matthew and I figured you guys were trying to get to know each other.”

“Indeed, we were,” Simone smartly said.

“I was worried the two of you wouldn’t get along. I didn’t want to bother you at first, but then you took so long to come back. I was afraid you had fallen out or one of you had left.”

“No baby,” Simone assured him. She reassuringly ran her hand over his broad back. “We got along just fine.”

“Yes Dad, no worries.” Belle hooked her arm through Simone’s and snuggled close to her. Simone looked at her in surprise but kept her composure. Belle happily smiled at her and looked back at her Dad. “We’re going to be the best of friends.”

Simone playfully bumped against her and winked.

Deshawn shook his head at them, grinning. “That’s a relief. You have no idea how much.” He kissed them both on the cheek and gave Simone an extended hug. Simone’s eyes locked on her stepdaughter’s over her husband to be’s shoulder.

She lovingly smiled at him when he pulled back to kiss her on the lips. “Come on,” he said, taking her hand and then his daughter’s. “Let’s go back outside. I know the two of you have got to be starving.”

“Baby, you have no idea,” Simone wisely replied.

She and Belle secretly smiled at one another as the three of them headed back outside.
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