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Grad Night with Her Best Friend’s Daddy

	 

	Richard would never tell another soul that he found Brandy attractive. 

	That at night, while his wife slept beside him, he would think about the way her hot, round ass moved and flexed in the bikini that he'd seen her in at the beach.

	And the last person he would tell would be Brandy's father, Jeremy. Because he and Jeremy had known each other since grade school. And they'd raised their daughters together. Brandy and Roxanne were pretty much sisters.

	So Richard knew just how fucked up the whole thing was. But that didn't matter much to him when he'd stroke himself to an aching, pulsating orgasm in the shower thinking what it might be like to fuck his best friend's daughter.

	"Hey, almost ready to go?" he called upstairs, leaning against the banister. He glanced at the hall mirror and finished tying his tie.

	"Soon!" a youthful female voice called down. Roxanne.

	"Almost ready, Mr. Jackson!" Brandy shouted.

	Richard glanced down at his watch and shook his head. The girls were running perilously close to being late to the own graduation.

	They were both January girls. Both 18.

	Legal, a small voice in the back of his head said. He did his best to ignore it.

	Then the girls appeared at the top of the staircase in their grad clothes. Black gowns and pasteboard hats. Richard breathed a sigh of relief at that. You couldn't see Brandy's hot little body underneath all that.

	Roxanne took after her mother: a brunette beauty who loved varsity sports. Brandy was a blonde with a tight little body and lips that always seemed curved in a sort of mischievous, sultry smile.

	"You guys look great!" Richard said as they started down the stairs.

	"You're not so bad yourself, Mr. Jackson," Brandy winked at him. His stomach tightened and he fought against the sensation. Brandy had always been such a little flirt.

	"We better hurry up. Everyone else is already there," Richard said. By there he meant the school auditorium.

	He couldn't stop himself from wondering what sort of panties Brandy had on. If any at all. He swallowed heavily, trying to keep his shaft from bulging against his nicely pressed slacks.

	"Your dad going to be there, Brandy?" Richard asked, trying to take his mind off those awful, lustful thoughts.

	Brandy and Roxanne looked at each other.

	He knew he'd touched a nerve. Had he been thinking about something other than teenage ass he wouldn't have.

	"He's still out of town," Brandy said.

	That was what everyone had taken to calling it. A few months ago, Jeremy had taken up with a stewardess he'd met on a business trip. He'd let the affair swallow him so completely that he seemed to forget about his wife and daughter back home.

	Richard just shook his head a little. He'd known Jeremy for so long, and hadn't believed it could be true until he got it straight from the horse's mouth a month or so back.

	Come on, man! That's just low! he thought to himself.

	Because he'd really thought Jeremy would be there to see Brandy graduate.

	Instead he went over to the girls, threw an arm over each one, and pulled them into a hug. "Come on guys, big day. You're both just so awesome!"

	He tried to ignore the way Brandy's body felt pressed against his. He could feel her firm breasts pushed against his ribs, and when he glanced at her, her eyes and her smile seemed to speak something forbidden to him.

	"Thanks, Mr. Jackson! You're the best!"

	"I'm certainly something," he replied, then he shooed them out the door and into the Camry out in the driveway.

	He was so grateful they'd both be off to college after the summer. He could put Brandy and her perfect round ass out of his mind and get back to being a good man and husband.

	Except it didn't go that way at all.

	The ceremony went well. He took lots of pictures from his seat between his wife and Brandy's mom, all the while tactfully ignoring the elephant in the room that was Jeremy's absence.

	"Thanks so much for agreeing to host the party," Brandy's mom said as things started to wind down and everyone began shuffling out of their seats. "I don't think I could deal with it."

	"No problem at all, Deb," Richard said.

	He wasn't looking forward to having a bunch of teenage girls around the house for most of the evening, but it seemed the least he could do.

	"Don't let them eat you alive," his own wife said with an impish smile.

	"Hah-hah," he replied. His wife had taken the smart course of action and booked a lady's night the next town over. Deb would also be going.

	Richard tried to look at it as the last time he'd have to chaperone.

	Things started off pretty well. Pizza and soda served while the gaggle of girls watched some boy band on TV in the living room. Lots of laughter. Richard mostly tried to stay out of the way, sitting around in the office going over some work stuff.

	It worked pretty well to keep his mind off Brandy. He tried so hard not to think about her that he didn't notice that every time he went to check on everyone that she wasn't there.

	In fact, he didn't notice until he went upstairs to finally change out of his shirt and tie and heard the sobbing that emanated from Roxanne's room.

	"Roxy? Everything okay?" Richard said, heart lurching with concern. He knocked quickly before grasping the handle and pushing the door open.

	"Mr. Jackson!" Brandy said from Roxanne's bed. Her eyes were puffy and red, her face flushed with sadness.

	A pile of tear-soaked Kleenexes sat beside her on the bed.

	"Brandy? What's going on? Why are you..." then he clued in. Jeremy. That asshole. And of course his wife and Deb were both out on the town so he would have to deal with the tears himself.

	The girls had all changed out of their caps and gowns when they got to the Jackson house. Brandy wore some shorts so short that the bottoms of the pockets pocked out of them, and over that a spaghetti strap tank top.

	Some part of his brain managed to remain somewhat moral. "Do you want to be alone?"

	If she'd said yes then nothing else would've happened.

	But she looked at him with watery eyes, lower lip trembling a little. "No. You're such a good dad! Why can't my dad be more like you?"

	Richard's jaw worked. He went into Roxanne's room and closed the door behind him, muffling all the noise from the living room. "Your dad loves you, Brandy. It's just... he..."

	"Stop! Just stop defending him. God, Roxanne is so lucky to have you," Brandy said.

	"Maybe I should go get Roxy," Richard started to stand up.

	"No!" Brandy put her hand on his arm, "I don't want to ruin grad night for her. She's already been too nice to me. Please, just stay for a little while."

	Richard thought it may have been the way the evening light came in through the window, but Brandy looked especially beautiful at that moment. Her face had a rosy glow to it. Her lips were full and flushed and they glistened.

	He felt the tightening of desire deep in his stomach. And he knew that he shouldn't have done what he did next, but he couldn't help himself.

	He cupped her face with one hand, locking eyes with hers.

	Then he leaned over and kissed her. Softly at first, his lips meeting and fitting against hers. She tasted warm and sweet.

	His cock throbbed hard against his slacks, which had become uncomfortably tight around his bulging manhood.

	Her hand, still on his wrist, grasped him tightly. His excitement, which he thought would turn to frustration and guilt at any moment, climbed higher up his chest.

	Her lips parted, inviting his tongue. Her breathing became ragged and hot. She pushed her body against his.

	He hadn't made out like that since he'd been a teenager himself. He promised himself to end it at that.

	Then she let go of his wrist and slid her hand up his thigh until it found the outline his shaft made down the leg of his slacks.

	She squeezed him and it was his turn to moan.

	Her inexperienced fingers continued their journey, started tugging at his belt and zipper.

	"Oh... Oh, Mr. Jackson... Richard," she kept moaning, trying to get his pants undone.

	He found some self control and pulled back. Her taste still lingered on his lips. Her nipples, he noticed, had stiffened and pushed hard at the thin layer of cotton that was her tank top. They begged for him to squeeze and pinch them.

	And his cock ached it was so hard.

	"I want you," Brandy said, "I need you. Please... please..."

	"We shouldn't," Richard said. But he wanted to. Wanted her more than he'd wanted anything he could think of. He swallowed hard. He could feel his heartbeat in his painfully rigid shaft. "Roxy and the others are downstairs. And your mom could come here looking for you at any moment."

	That last part wasn't true. He'd gotten a text from his wife about 15 minutes earlier saying they'd probably be out later than originally planned.

	"I'll be quiet. I see the way you look at me when you think I can't see you, Mr. Jackson," she said.

	Richard swallowed hard again. His heart slammed against his sternum so hard he thought he might bruise a rib. And his cock just wouldn't go down.

	He started to say something, but she stood up beside the bed, eyes locked on his. Then she pulled off her top.

	Richard's mouth went dry. Her pert breasts spilled out, bouncing a little. Her nipples were just as stiff as he'd thought. And they begged for him to kiss and suck on them. 

	Her tummy was so flat and taut, and the way her blonde hair spilled around her shoulders gave him a deep and lustful ache.

	"I know you want me," she said.

	He let go of his self control, yielded to temptation. It was an incredible relief.

	Then he hooked his fingers into the belt loops of her ridiculously short shorts and pulled her between his thighs.

	He kissed her hard all the way down her throat. She giggled softly. The giggle turned to a moan when he sucked one of those stiff nipples into his mouth and toyed with it. He did the same thing to the other, leaving them each glistening with his spit.

	"Oh... I'm so wet..." she moaned.

	"Stay quiet," he whispered to her.

	His fingers were far more experienced. They got her out of her shorts and panties in short order. He almost shot his load off in his briefs when her saw the pink, swollen mound of her young pussy.

	He kissed down that taut, flat belly of hers. Right down to the rise of her pubic bone. She kept alternating between little giggles and moans that were like electric fingers up and down his whole body.

	It was all he could do to not throw her down on the bed and ravish her. But then someone downstairs might notice the noise and come investigate.

	And he couldn't stop. Not now. Not so close. Even the idea of it left his balls tight and aching.

	Instead he put his hands on the swell of her hips. The two of them traded places, Richard going down onto his knees beside the bed while Brandy sat down on the mattress.

	He pushed her down onto her back and spread her thighs open. The flushed lips of her young cunt parted, revealing the glistening pink flesh within, along with her engorged clit.

	He dove in, devouring her. Her wetness coated his cheeks and chin. Her body writhed on the bed. When she couldn't stifle her moans any longer she grabbed and pillow and bit it.

	When he concentrated his efforts on her little love button, taking it into his mouth and torturing it with his tongue, she came for him.

	She came so hard that her lithe body arched up off the mattress. He rode her through it, bringing her to such heights that every last muscle and nerve in her shuddered and shook while she moaned his name over and over into that pillow.

	Richard wanted to take longer with her. Learn every delicious curve of her incredible body. But they both knew they were on borrowed time.

	And besides, he didn't think the ache inside of him could wait any longer.

	"I've never been so wet..." Brandy said. An incredible, sexy flush of rouge spread out over her throat and chest. She looked up at him with fuck-me eyes.

	Richard stood up, peeling his shirt off as he did. He made short work of his belt and zipper. She watched him with bated breath, which caught in her throat when he freed his thick, trembling erection from his briefs.

	"I can't wait to feel you fill me up. I've thought about it so much. I couldn't think about anything else when I first started to notice you looking at me..." Brandy said.

	She slid her ass closer to the edge of the bed and angled her hips up, ready to take whatever he wanted to give her.

	And he intended on giving her inches. Every last one. For how long, he didn't know and didn't care. Just that he couldn't stop himself. Not now. His only prayer was for a few more minutes before anyone decided to come upstairs looking for either him or Brandy.

	"I'm ready," she said, "I'm so fucking wet right now."

	He wanted to feel that tight, wet heat wrapped all around his length. His cock got even harder, somehow, as he pushed back her thighs.

	They both gasped a little when he bumped the tip against hers, using the slick slit between her lips to guide him down.

	Her tightness resisted him for only a moment before it parted around him and he found himself in heaven. Tight, silky heaven that gripped him tighter than he'd felt in a long time.

	And it was a hungry tightness. She swallowed every inch he gave her. Swallowed them all until his balls rested against her ass when he sheathed himself totally inside her body.

	"You're so big," she moaned, the tendons standing out in her neck as she pushed her head back against the mattress. "Slow. Go slow... Oh..."

	They both moaned as he withdrew until only the head remained within her. He sheathed himself again, a little quicker than before. His balls tightened. He couldn't remember the last time sex had felt so good.

	His hands explored her beautiful young body, cupping her breasts and touching her throat, running down her belly, down her well-formed thighs. He kissed one of her calves.

	He picked up a better rhythm. Slow at first. Every time he pulled his cock back it looked wetter than before. It didn't take long before her nectar turned creamy up and down his shaft.

	It didn't take long before her young body began writhing on the bed.

	And it didn't take long for him to turn those bedroom eyes of hers up to his while she said, "Fuck me harder. I need it. Please."

	He wanted to, desperately. But he also didn't want the bed to shake or make noise. It was a delicate, incredibly sexy act he found. Restraining himself just enough to keep from pounding that bed right down into the floor.

	Without pulling out, he turned her onto her side and climbed onto the mattress so that they spooned. She moaned and twisted her body so that she could kiss him, all the while rolling her hips so that the tight ring of her flesh slid up and down his length.

	It didn't take long for her breath to catch. Or for her mouth to drop open, her jaw jutting out. "I'm gonna come," she said, her hips beginning to move erratically.

	"Me too," Richard groaned. His balls tingled and tightened in a way that felt so good it hurt. He couldn't hold back. "Where?" he barely managed.

	"In me. I need it in me," she told him, "Don't worry, I'm on the pill."

	He didn't know if he believed her. But then he realized he didn't care. That nothing in the world mattered so much as filling up the pussy of his daughter's best friend with his hot load. His body demanded it.

	"Come with me... Oh, God, come with me..." she moaned.

	He couldn't stop it even if he'd tried. Their bodies slapped together over and over. She tightened down on him so much that if he hadn't been rock solid inside of her she would've pushed him out.

	Then it happened. Her first. She grabbed the pillow and screamed into it even as her pussy clamped up around him.

	His lips pulled back from his teeth. He wrapped his arms around her body and pulled her hard against him, burying his shaft inside of her.

	He groaned the first time his cock flexed. The first time he spurted into her. It felt so good it hurt. It happened again and again, every muscle in his lower stomach tightening. His balls squeezed. His body trembled with every jerk of his manhood inside of her.

	He couldn't remember that last time he came that hard and that long. When the fog of desire began clearing from his mind, he hoped like hell that she hadn't been lying about the pill. Because there was no way he could've come that much and not knocked her up otherwise.

	"A little longer..." she moaned as he started pulling out of her. 

	He wanted to stay, really. Her body felt nice against his. Especially now that they were both loose and languid in post-sex bliss.

	But anyone could come upstairs at any time.

	When he withdrew from her he thought it would be accompanied by a flood of his seed, trickling out of her pussy, down her thigh, and onto the bed.

	But none did. She'd taken all of it. Her hungry young body had pulled it up into her womb. There was something unspeakably erotic about that.

	"I'm going to shower in the master suite," Richard said, gathering up his clothes. "I suggest you clean up in the hall bathroom before you go downstairs."

	Brandy sat up on the bed, watching him, "If I can even walk straight after that. I didn't know you had it in you, Mr. Jackson."

	"Go enjoy your grad night with the rest of them," Richard said before creeping out into the hall.

	Luck was on his side. No one else was upstairs. It still sounded like they were watching some movie down in the living room.

	As he hopped into the shower, he wondered just what sort of mess he'd just gotten himself into.

	



	



Backdoor Daddy Next Door

	 

	Mike enjoyed the summer not just for the heat, but also for his neighbor. Rather, his neighbor’s daughter, Morgan.

	She was a co-ed in college now, just finishing her first year. And she’d decided to come back home for the season.

	His own son new her, but he had moved out of state for school and had decided to stay out there and find work instead of coming back home for a while.

	This suited Mike just fine. He didn’t think his son would react well to seeing the way he liked to watch Morgan go for a dip in the pool in her family’s backyard.

	Or, even better, tan.

	It just so happened that the master bedroom window looked down onto their pool area, the angle so good that even their privacy fence did nothing.

	He knew he should feel bad about looking at her like that, but he really couldn’t help himself.

	Morgan was youthful lust incarnate for him. Her breasts were high and firm, her stomach flat and toned.

	And her ass!

	Her ass! Like two perfectly shaped half-crescents of taut, squeezable flesh.

	She liked to wear these skimpy little bikinis. But it didn’t take her long to start tanning in the nude when her folks left for the day.

	Mike stood by the window, his cock a shaft a steel in his shorts. Usually he’d go and finish himself in the shower, not wanting to attract any attention to his leering.

	Although he felt pretty confident that she hadn’t seen him lusting after her.

	What he fixed mostly on were his fantasies, though. Because he thought that she used to have a bit of a crush on him.

	He imagined her knocking on his door, asking to come inside. He imagined her giving herself to him.

	It took no time at all for him to come when he thought about what it would feel like to have her slick, warm pussy wrapped around his cock, sliding that tight ring of flesh up and down his length until he just couldn’t take it anymore.

	And lately, he’d been thinking of something even dirtier. He couldn’t stop picturing that perfect ass of hers. He couldn’t stop wondering what it might taste like. What little noises she might make if he ran the tip of his tongue in sensual circles around the puckered flesh of her rosebud.

	He wondered if she’d let any guy give it to her there before. 

	He didn’t kid himself that Morgan was a virgin. A girl dripping incredible hotness like that could get, and probably had gotten, any guy that she wanted.

	But he had a lot of time on his hands now that his son was away for school, so he let himself have his fantasies.

	Then one day he went up to his bedroom, hoping to catch sight of her in the nude out back. He’d heard the distinctive creaking of their back screen door opening and closing, and figured that she’d gone out there.

	He rubbed his shaft through his jeans, mind already awash with desire and lust.

	But when he parted his curtains with one hand, he frowned.

	The lounge she usually sat on was empty. No one was in the pool. He opened the curtain wider, peeking around.

	Morgan? Where’d you go? Daddy needs to see that ass!

	Then someone knocked at the back door. His heart jumped up into his throat.

	It had to be the back door; the front had a doorbell. Except the thing was, a fence surrounded his backyard.

	How could anyone be back there?

	They knocked again.

	Mike went downstairs, his bare feet padding silently along on the carpet. “Who’s there?”

	They knocked again.

	He opened the door. His cock throbbed and his balls squeezed tight.

	“Hey, Mike,” Morgan looked up at him, her lovely full lips smiling. She wore a bikini, her nipples pushing against the thin fabric.

	She smelled fresh and airy. The scent made the front of his stomach brush against his shirt.

	“Morgan? What are you doing back here?” he said, glancing around her. “Did you jump the fence?”

	She shrugged and bit down lightly on her bottom lip. “Maybe. I know that you’ve been watching me while I sunbathe, Mike.”

	Mike swallowed hard. He leaned forward a little to hide his growing erection. “Morgan, I’m old enough to be your father! I wouldn’t watch you—“

	She held up a finger to silence him. “I know that you have. Why do you think I’ve been going nude the last while?”

	His balls squeezed again. “You did that for me? I mean… I mean… You’re not going to tell your father, are you?”

	She smiled up at him again. God, she smelled so good. He just wanted to reach out and pull her body against his.

	“I think we can come to an arrangement. Mind if I come in?” Morgan said.

	She didn’t wait for him to answer, instead brushing past him. Her hand brushed against the growing bulge in his jeans and he stifled a groan, hoping she hadn’t noticed how hard she’d made him.

	“What do you want?” he said, his eyes moving immediately down to watch that magnificent ass of hers sway as she walked in front of him.

	It was so mesmerizing that he didn’t notice how she led him upstairs, right into the master bedroom.

	She stopped and turned around, close enough to the bed she could sit on it if she wanted. “I want you, Mike.” Her hand cupped his bulging hard-on and gave it an encouraging squeeze.

	He stepped back, shocked by her forwardness. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

	“I see the way you watch me… Especially when you can see my ass. And it got me thinking, got me… fantasizing… So, Mike, don’t you want to fuck me in the ass?”

	She went down onto her knees in front of him, undoing his jeans and pulling them down.

	He felt his cock spring up, then felt her fingers grasp it again.

	“Ooh. It’s bigger than I thought. Gonna need to be good and wet if it’s going into my asshole.”

	God! Yes, it’s happening! Mike said to himself as he felt her lips plunge down over the head of his cock. He groaned as his neighbor’s tongue slurped around him. She made gargling, choking noises as her mouth slid up and down his length.

	She was good at it. Even with his eyes closed, he knew she’d soaked him with her saliva already. He could feel gobs and strings of it being pushed down his shaft by her lips. 

	Finally, he opened his eyes and looked. She was staring up into his face as her mouth slid up and down him. That wicked look returned to her eyes when she noticed him watching. 

	“Fuck...” Mike said as she pushed her lips all the way down him. He felt the tip of her nose touch his stomach.

	She moaned on him, and he hissed. He felt those vibrations go all the way up his back. 

	She cleared her throat as she pulled her lips back all the way to the head. She kissed it, nuzzled it, let the tip of her tongue press into the little slit on the end. 

	“You’re so hard for me. Are you thinking about shoving this into my little asshole? Can you see it in your mind? Can you see my little asshole stretched around this big cock?”

	She pushed her mouth down him again before he could reply. She laughed when she pulled off him.

	“Just think about how I’m going to moan while you’re fucking me. God, you have no idea how long I’ve wanted to have this.”

	Working up some saliva, she spat down on the top of his shaft. Holding the head with one hand, she used the other to smooth the new layer of spit over his flesh. Mike couldn’t keep himself from groaning as he watched her hands lube him up. 

	As she stood up, she pulled off top. Falling back on the bed and laughing, she pushed her bikini bottoms down to her ankles and kicked them off. 

	She let her tongue slowly lick her lips and she pulled her knees back to her chest. Mike found her couldn’t take her eyes off her pussy. She’d shaved it completely. Her lips looked so sexy. He could see her juices glistening in her slit.

	“I made myself ready for you. Do you like it?”

	Mike’s mouth went dry, and his cock flexed. 

	He took a step toward her. She laughed, then turned over onto her stomach. The next instant, she’d arched her ass in the air. She pulled her cheeks apart so that he could see her tight little rosebud. She wriggled her body at him. 

	“Come on, come fuck me in the ass.”

	Mike fell to his knees by the bed. He moved her hands away from her cheeks and replaced them with his own. He pulled her cheeks apart again, squeezing them. When he spread them farther apart, her asshole opened slightly. It looked so good. 

	She squealed when he put his lips on her. His tongue flicked out, licking the wrinkled ring of flesh. She kept wriggling as he rubbed his tongue against her hole, getting it good and wet. 

	When he finished with that, he let his tongue slide down to her pussy for a moment. He stuck the tip into her, moving it around. She gasped. The taste of her juices intoxicated him, and he felt his cock pulse.

	Standing up, he gave her ass a small spanking. She kept laughing, smiling back at him, as he moved closer to her. He put the sopping head of his cock against her wet asshole. 

	Morgan’s mouth opened wide as he pushed against the tightness of that hole. Her laughs disappeared as her teeth gritted and she frowned in effort. 

	“Get that cock in there,” she said, pushing back against him.

	Her asshole was the tightest thing he’d ever felt around his cock. Even so, all the lubing they’d done began paying off. Mike hissed as he watched her rosebud begin stretching around him. He’d flexed his cock as hard as he could; the head was so taut that he could see his reflection in its purple flesh.

	“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Morgan kept muttering.

	Mike kept her ass cheeks spread apart, trying to stretch her asshole as much as he could.

	After the ridge around the head entered, it was almost easy from there.

	Morgan’s mutters and gasps turned to moans. She squeezed handfuls of his comforter as Mike grunted. He pushed inch after inch of his cock into her asshole. She cried out, begging him to shove it all into her. 

	He did his best to oblige her request. He watched as her tightness gripped him, pushing back against his cock. Keeping himself flexed in her, Mike moved his hands to her hips. When he pulled, they both groaned. More of his cock slipped through that tight hole. 

	It was different from anything he’d felt before. There was tightness all around his shaft, and warmth. She felt so hot on him, as though the heat of her lust permeated her entire body. 

	As his hips bumped against her cheeks, he let out a little triumphant laugh. 

	“Do you like it?” he said. He flexed harder in her, and she yelped. Her body stiffened, and she squeezed him harder. 

	“You feel so good in me. It’s so hard and big.”

	Mike gritted his teeth, pulling his lips back in a snarl. He began pulling back out of her. Her asshole pulled back along his length. It still felt so tight around him. Then Morgan squeezed it around him, like she didn’t want him to leave. He pulled back harder, watching her tight ring stretch back along his shaft. 

	He stopped when it started trying to stretch back over the ridge of the head. Taking a breath, he thrust back into her. 

	Morgan got a look that was almost pain on her face, and she pushed her nose against the mattress.

	The first few strokes back and forth were the hardest ones. He started spitting down onto his cock each time he unsheathed it. Soon, he found he could fuck her harder and faster. When this happened, he began slamming into her. 

	She moaned and yelped as he crammed his cock as quickly as he could into her asshole. The bed began shaking.

	“Harder!” Morgan cried out.

	Mike squeezed her hips harder. Her backside slammed against him every time he pushed forward. She began shoving her ass back as well. 

	His cock was a blur as it disappeared into her tightest hole and then pulled back out, over and over. 

	“Fuck me, Mike! Fuck me in the ass! Oh, yes...” Morgan said. She couldn’t even keep her eyes open. 

	The urge to change positions took him. Grabbing her around the waist, he turned Morgan around on his cock, putting her on her back. She held her own ankles up as he pushed at the back of her knees. 

	The lips of her pussy darkened as her body had flushed with blood and desire. 

	Mike laid into her again, giving her long, full strokes with his shaft. She moaned, and kept sucking her lip into her mouth. From that angle, she could put her chin against her chest and watch his cock as he slid it back and forth.

	When he put the ball of his thumb on her clit, she started shaking. Morgan shoved the back of her head against the bed, arching her back up. 

	Mike kept playing with her little erect love button, moving his thumb in circles over and around it. 

	He went faster when he noticed how hard she was gripping her ankles.

	“Are you going to come?” Mike asked, feeling his own cock swell at the thought of making her come on him. 

	“Mike, I’m so wet, Mike. I... I think I’m going to...!” She couldn’t speak anymore.

	Mike just rubbed her faster, fucked her asshole harder. 

	His eyes widened as he watched her pussy trembled.

	“Oh fuck!” Mike said as she squirted on him. Her juices spurted from her pussy in a torrent, landing on his bed and on his bare shaft.

	Morgan let out a wordless yell as her climax overcame all other senses. Her sex glistened with her juices as her body shuddered. She pushed a handful of the blanket into her mouth and bit down, trying to stifle her screams. 

	As soon as she was able, she spoke again.

	“Come on, Mike. Come in my asshole. Shoot your hot cum into me. I want it, I want it so bad.”

	Mike took his thumb from her pussy. He squeezed her thighs as he gave up control of his body to his desire. His cock slammed in and out of her asshole as hard as he could make it. 

	“Oh!” Mike groaned. 

	The long, full thrusts stopped. He moved his cock back and forth against her tightness only a few inches as he swelled in her. The first spurt shot from him into her so hard it almost hurt. He gritted his teeth, all the tendons in his neck standing out. 

	“That’s it, Mike. Fill me up. It’s so warm in me...”

	She squeezed him with her asshole as he spurted into her again and again. 

	He couldn’t believe how many times his cock flexed in her, shooting out more and more cum. 

	His whole body shook with exhaustion when he finally finished. He left his cock in her for a little bit longer, savoring the tightness of it, letting her squeeze out the last few drops of his seed.

	As he pulled out of her, some of his cum came out as well.

	“Stay on your back. I don’t want any of that cum getting into your pussy,” he said.

	She smiled at him devilishly, as though she was considering letting it happen anyway. Mike shook his head.

	He sat beside her on the bed. His cock had begun softening. It looked like he’d rubbed it red. It was still coated in a mixture of her spit and his cum. She put her hand on his thigh, and he looked at her.

	Then she kissed him, smoothing one hand up and down his softening length. She tasted nice and fruity.

	“I think we can keep this our little secret,” she said when she pulled back, “That is, if you want me to come over again?”

	“Yes, I do,” he replied.

	 




Revenge: A Next Door Daddy Story

	 

	I didn’t mind that my son started to date the girl next door. Literally the girl next door, the one he’d grown up next to.

	I did find it kind of funny that it took them until they went to college to figure all this out. But hey, they were both 18 and could do whatever they wanted.

	She was always coming over to hang out with him. And she only came over more when she really started budding into a woman. Had I been my boy, that was when I would’ve made my move.

	But he always seemed content to keep it at friendship. Until they’d moved away to the same school, that was.

	They went to the state school 20 miles from our town, and were often back on weekends. They tended to alternate between my house and her parents’. Though more at mine, since I tended to be a little more forgiving of them sleeping in the same room.

	But hey, they were adults, right?

	Though I also wasn’t really certain how Beau, my boy, managed to get Angela. Because she was far prettier than you’re given girl-next-door.

	My son wasn’t the best looking guy, so that always kind of mystified me. I never brought this up, of course. 

	Who would tell their son that they thought his girlfriend was out of his league? Not a good dad, anyway.

	Actually, I caught myself looking at her sometimes. I have a pool in my backyard and in the summer they like to use it.

	And I have to say, Angela always made me do I double-take. I’d walk by the window and catch an image of her round, firm ass in those revealing bottoms and stop to watch the water drip down her taut young body.

	She caught me at least once. I hoped that she couldn’t see the way my cheeks burned and I waved and walked away.

	And the clothes young women wore these days! Those tight yoga pants she wore just killed me sometimes.

	The tops weren’t much better, providing only the bare minimum of coverage so that I had to no choice but to look at her perky tits and the smooth firmness of her stomach.

	So yeah, I didn’t mind them coming to stay on the weekends.

	Me, I was pretty content to stay single. After Beau’s mom left, I liked the freer lifestyle. Liked going down to the bar and bringing a woman back if I wanted some company. Liked that she left in the morning and I didn’t have to worry about her coming back.

	No, I had no qualms about being a single parent these last few years.

	It was Friday evening and Beau and Angela arrived just as the sun began to set.

	As soon as they came in, I could tell something was wrong. Angela didn’t really look at Beau. When she did, her eyes went icy.

	He didn’t seem to notice either way.

	They stayed quiet all evening, and Beau actually ended up turning in early. Angela stayed down in the living room with me.

	Except she didn’t stay still. She paced back and forth in front of the TV, arms crossed tightly beneath her breasts. I didn’t mind; she wore some nice tight pants.

	“Something the matter?” I said finally.

	She stopped in front of the TV and turned to face me. Blossoms of rosy blush bloomed in her cheeks.

	They were angry blooms.

	“You could say that,” she said.

	“And what would you say?” I pulled myself into a more upright position on the couch.

	“Beau cheated on me,” she said.

	My mouth opened and then closed. “Beau? Are you sure?”

	That seemed beyond belief. As I said before, Angela was way out of his league. Why would he even want someone else?

	She unhooked her arms long enough to wipe hard at her eyes, “I was going to visit him in his dorm and he’d left his door open a crack. I saw the two of them in bed… doing it.”

	That explains the iciness, I thought. But it didn’t explain why Beau appeared completely cavalier about the whole thing.

	“What did he do when you confronted him?” I said.

	“I didn’t. He doesn’t know that I know,” she replied.

	“What? Why not?”

	She threw her hands up. I couldn’t help but notice that all her high feelings made her nipples perk up against her bra. “I don’t know. I don’t want to talk about it, okay? I shouldn’t have even told you. Ugh, I’m going to bed! In the guest room, if that’s cool.”

	“Sure, why not?” I said.

	She stomped so hard up the stairs and slammed the door I thought for sure that Beau would go check on her, but I didn’t hear his door open at all.

	I shook my head. I have an idiot for a son.

	Then I made a decision. I wanted to help.

	I went upstairs, no clue what was about to happen.

	I knocked on the door to the guest room, heard crying inside. My heart pattered in my chest when I pushed the door open.

	Angela stood with her back to me, leaning against the dresser. Her whole body shook.

	I closed the door behind me. She turned around at the door. She wasn’t actually crying, just trembling a lot, holding the tears back.

	“He’s an idiot,” I said, “But maybe you guys can fix this if he owns up to it. I can be there, if you want?”

	“Maybe…” she said, leaning back against the dresser. Her nipples still pressed hard against her bra and shirt.

	I tried to ignore the tingles low in my stomach. She’s your son’s girlfriend! You’re old enough to be her father!

	“What can I do to help?” I said.

	“I don’t know,” she replied, her head dropping down.

	She looked so alone, so upset. 

	Walking right in front of her, I wrapped my arms around her waist and rested my hands on the small of her back. She felt so warm, even through her shirt. 

	It was just supposed to be a comforting hug. But I could smell the light scent of her body. And I loved the way she felt against me. 

	It just happened. There was no explaining it.

	Bending over, I kissed her. She kissed back. 

	Then she started rubbing my hard shaft through my pants.

	Pulling back, I said, “Are you sure he won’t wake up?”

	I didn’t think Beau would. If he hadn’t come out for all the stomping and door slamming, this certainly wouldn’t rouse him.

	“I’m sure,” she said, “Watch this.”

	I frowned, not knowing what to look at. Then she slapped me across the face. Hard. The crack of her palm on my cheek sounded like a gunshot, and there were no sounds of stirring from Beau’s room. 

	I started saying, “What the—“ but Angela went up on her tiptoes and sucked my bottom lip into her mouth. Her teeth sank into the soft flesh of my lip and she looked up into my eyes. My grip around her tightened as the pain mounted, and my cock got so hard that it was pushing the waist of my pants away from my body. 

	Angela noticed my straining cock. She undid my pants and slipped her hand in around my shaft. Every time she squeezed or ran her hand up and down, she bit into my lip.

	Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I managed to get my lip out from between her teeth, and I pulled back a bit.

	“You’re not a virgin, are you?” I said. I couldn’t be certain. Beau always seemed so… disiniterested.

	She gave me a wicked smile, and I again marvelled at how nice that smile was without her braces. “I think you know the answer. It’s all just been practice, though.” As she said this, she reached behind herself and grabbed one of my hands. She guided it down to cup her ass. Her flesh felt so firm under my fingers.

	“Practice for what?” I asked.

	“You. When I come here you’re showing off that tight body like it’s nothing. Do you have any idea how many years I spent fingering myself, trying to imagine that my finger was your hard cock in me? Why do you think I come over so much?”

	I was shocked. I’d always figured she had a bit of a crush on me. It just seems to be a thing; women like older men. I had no idea that she had wanted to fuck me all this time. 

	She’s 18 now, I kept telling myself. Legal.

	Angela let go of my cock. I saw that her palm and fingers were all slick with my precum. The smile still on her face, she slowly licked it from her hand.

	“And now,” she said, drawing her arms back, “You’re all mine. Because I want to get back at Beau. And I’ve always wanted you to fuck me. Two birds with one stone.”

	Then she shoved me, hard. My hands slipped away from her as I stumbled backwards. My knees caught on the side of the bed and I fell down onto it hard enough that the headboard smacked against the wall. 

	Starting to sit up, I said, “Whoa, girl. Let’s take things nice and slow.”

	Angela came up and shoved me over again. “Don’t get up until I tell you to. I have been waiting for this for far too long. Besides,” she smiled and I saw a wicked glint in her eye, “I thought boys always want it rough?”

	I was speechless. Up to now, all of my sexual experiences had been pretty vanilla. I’d slapped a girl on the ass once while we were fucking and she seemed to like it, but we hadn’t gone any farther than that.

	Facing away from me, Angela began taking off her clothes. My cock stood straight out from my body as she removed her shirt and unhooked her bra. She had a nice, petite figure, and the curves of her back made me want to touch her. But I so wanted her to turn around so I could get a look at her tits. 

	Unbuttoning her pants, she pulled those and her panties down. She bent over, and I saw that her pussy was shaved. I wasn’t certain, but I thought I saw a bit of wetness there, too. 

	She looked over her shoulder at me and saw me staring at her ass. “Like what you see?” She wiggled her butt at me.

	“Umm, yes,” I said as though there could be any doubt. 

	Then she jumped at me. I yelped as she grabbed my pants and ripped them roughly off my body. I felt her nails scratching along my thighs as she pulled my boxers off. Grabbing my shirt, she pulled it most of the way over my head and stopped. I couldn’t really see anything.

	Her lips pressed against mine, and her tongue slipped into my mouth while I felt her hand wrap around my cock and stroke it up and down far too slowly than I wanted. She used her other hand to hold my wrists above my head on the bed so that I couldn’t even reach down and touch the magnificent body she’d revealed. It was so frustrating. 

	I felt her let go of my cock, and I raised my hips a little in protest. She stopped kissing me, and I had only a moment to wonder why.

	She slapped me again. It stung so much. I gritted my teeth. I forgot momentarily about that cheek when she hauled off and slapped the other one.

	“Are you going to be a good boy, now?” She said, talking like I was a baby.

	I didn’t know if I could talk yet, so I just nodded. As soon as I had, I heard and felt her grab a pillow. She must have taken the case off it, because the next thing I knew, she’d twisted it around into a rope and tied my wrists with it. Experimentally, I tried to move my hands. I couldn’t; she’d tied them to the headboard as well. 

	All ten of her fingernails pressed against my chest. She pushed down, letting me feel each point dig deeper into my pecs. Then she dragged them down my torso. It felt like every muscle in my body flexed as I arched my back and held my breath.

	When her hands reached my cock, she let her thumbs brush against my shaft as she continued running her nails down my body. I shivered as I felt my cock get wet with precum leaking from the tip. 

	I jumped as I felt her teeth lightly rest on the head of my cock. She brought her hands back up my thighs, grabbing my cock with one and cradling my balls with the other. She started biting down on me, making my nerves go wild. Just as it started to hurt too much, I felt her tongue start rapidly licking up and down the little slit at the tip of my cock. I wrenched at my bonds, but she’d tied to pillowcase too well. All I succeeded in doing was making the bed creak a little. 

	Angela must have noticed, but her teeth left my cock. I felt her shift on the bed.

	“Did I tell you to try to get free?”

	I immediately stopped all efforts to get out, saying, “No.”

	“Fuck!” I yelled in the next moment. She’d grabbed both of my nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and pinched her nails into that sensitive flesh.

	“Are you going to do anything else without me telling you to?”

	“No!” I said.

	She twisted my nipples then, and said, “Are you sure?”

	“Oh Jesus, I won’t!”

	Letting go of my nipples, she bent over and gave each a gentle kiss. “Good. Now, hold still.” 

	I felt her straddle my chest. The next second, she sat on my face. Her hot little pussy pressed against my mouth. I felt how wet she was on my lips. Sticking out my tongue, I found her clit with it.

	“Oh yeah, that’s it,” she said. She started grinding her pussy against my face, shoving the back of my head painfully into the mattress. I didn’t care. I held my tongue steady as I felt her clit get stiffer and her pussy get wetter. Her juices leaked into my mouth, and I felt myself get harder. 

	She must have seen it, because she wrapped her thumb and index finger in a ring at the very bottom of my cock. She squeezed them tightly, holding my cock in place. 

	Her teeth touched my cock again. This time, I felt her mouth slip farther down my shaft. Her lips wrapped around my rod as she slowly moved her mouth up and down my length, letting her teeth excite the nerves while her tongue concentrated on the head.  

	Angela’s grinding grew more insistent. Her teeth pressed a little harder against my cock, and I wished I could grit my own teeth at the feeling. But I’d have to pull my tongue back into my mouth, and I was currently using it to lick her little clit and I didn’t want to stop. 

	She had to pull her head back while she came on my face. She jerked my cock hard as her juices flowed down my cheeks and her hips went wild. 

	“Yes. Eat my pussy,” she said. 

	Letting go of my shaft, she pressed her nails low on my thighs and dragged them up towards my torso. That time, I did grit my teeth, nearly biting my tongue in my haste. 

	“Give me that nice big cock,” she said. 

	She turned around on me. A shock of excitement flooded me as I felt her grab my dick again. She angled it as she lowered herself. I felt my head bump against her sopping opening. More of her juices ran down my shaft as I eagerly waited to feel her pussy envelope my cock in its wet tightness. But she didn’t lower herself down on me. 

	“Do you want me?” Angela asked.

	“Yes,” I said.

	She slapped me again, so hard that I saw spots.

	“Yes, what?”

	I swallowed, trying to think of what she wanted me to say. All I could think about was how tantalizingly close I was to fucking her. My cock was against her pussy, and the tip was actually inside the tight ring at her opening. 

	She slapped me again, the sound leaving a ringing in my ears.

	“Yes, I want to fuck you, Angela!” I yelled.

	I felt her hands on the sides of my face. Hooking my shirt with her thumbs, she slowly drew it up over my eyes. I looked up at her naked body. Her tits were round and firm, with hard nipples. My eyes travelled down her body. I saw her poised over my cock. My dick was actually trembling against her hole. 

	Angela lowered herself onto me. I opened my mouth and exhaled as I watched my cock enter her. She was the tightest girl I’d ever been with, and I watched the skin on my shaft get pushed down as she let me fill her. Angela started slowly at first, lifting herself so that I could a look at the bald, wet lips of her pussy moving along my shaft. Angela moved her hands to my chest to better support her weight. I saw her breasts and chest suddenly pebble with goosebumps, and a moment later, her pussy squeezed me more tightly. We both gasped.

	It was like her pussy was massaging my shaft with its warmth and tightness, travelling up and down my length. Soon, Angela was practically bouncing up and down on me. The bed creaked and rattled as her hips slammed down against mine over and over. 

	“Suck on my finger,” she told me.

	She jammed her middle finger into my open mouth. I eagerly closed my lips around it and started sucking as hard as I could, wrapping my tongue around it and getting it all soaked with my spit. 

	As my mouth tightened around her, her pussy clenched and squeezed around my cock.

	“I’m going to come on you,” Angela said. She pulled her finger out of my mouth and grabbed my chin, “You’re going to come with me. I want to feel your cum in my pussy, I want you to blow your load in me.”

	She put that hand back on my chest. She started to come first, digging her nails so hard and deep into my chest that I thought she cut into my skin. My body tightened in response, and I felt the first spurt of cum shoot out of my hard, trembling cock.

	“Yeah, fucking come in me,” Angela screamed, “Oh God, I can feel it hitting the back!”

	Angela was still jamming her tight pussy up and down my shaft even while we both came. My balls tightened and my cock jerked each time I shot more cum into her tight cunt.

	I felt her pussy’s grip on me relax a bit. Angela slumped forward, lying on top of me. Her whole body trembled. I wanted to reach down and hold her, but the knot she’d tied just wouldn’t budge.

	Even though we’d finished, my shaft remained at full hardness inside her for several minutes.

	“Do you think he heard?” Angela said, resting her head on my chest.

	I listened for a bit, but didn’t hear any activity from Beau’s room. “Not sure. Maybe?”

	She kissed my chest and my shoulder and neck. Her lips were lovely and soft and warm. “Then we’re going to fuck every day until he does. What do you think of that?”

	I thought it was a terrible idea. But she was such a good lay. “Sounds fine to me.

	 




Rough: A Daddy Next Door Story

	 

	Donovan couldn’t believe it.

	How could his best friend for the past 20 years have done this to him?

	But it was true. Donovan’s daughter, Kayla, had come clean to him last night. She had been fucking Brent for months now.

	Part of him knew that his daughter was 18 now and could legally do what, and who, she wanted. But that didn’t help him at all.

	Especially since Brent had even bragged to him about fucking a hot younger girl.

	Brent and Donovan were both single dads with daughters. Both daughters the same age. They’d went to the same high school. Had known each other pretty much forever.

	“This is not okay!” Donovan told Kayla that night.

	Kayla, not wanting to be around her angry dad, went to stay with a different friend for a while. Which Donovan thought was a good idea.

	And to make matters even worse, it was the weekend. He didn’t have work to go to.

	How was he supposed to deal with all this time with all these thoughts on his mind? He just didn’t know.

	He lowered himself down onto his couch and pushed his face into his open palms. His fingers pushed hard against his forehead.

	“You wouldn’t believe this hot little piece of ass I’m fucking now,” Brent had told him.

	It was almost funny. Because he really wouldn’t have believed the truth. He wasn’t sure whose betrayal hurt more: his best friend’s or his daughter’s.

	Ex best friend, that was. If Brent even came around here Donovan intended on slugging him right across the jaw and then shoving his boot into his ass once for every time he fucked Kayla.

	Of course, he didn’t expect that to happen. Kayla had told him that she’d told Brent she was telling her dad about the whole thing.

	So if the guy knew what was good for him, he wouldn’t come around.

	Then a car pulled up into the driveway, its engine purring for a moment before cutting out. A door slammed.

	Donovan went over to the picture window that looked out onto the front yard. 

	His stomach went tight. It was Brent’s Corolla!

	He’s fucking here. I can’t fucking believe he came. Donovan hunted around for a baseball bat or something, but couldn’t find anything good. His fists would have to do.

	The doorbell rang.

	His teeth clenched hard. His fingers balled up into tight fists.

	“That fucking prick,” he kept muttering, stalking his way over to the door. He didn’t bother to look through the peephole.

	Instead he wrenched the door open, every muscle in his body tight and an enraged bellow ready on his lips.

	“Hey, Mr. French.”

	His anger deflated. His shoulders relaxed. “Sally?”

	Sally and Kayla were of an age, both 18. They’d known each other their whole lives. Sally had turned into a lovely, petite little thing with a beautiful face and a body that probably left the guys she went to school with aching with desire.

	Actually, Donovan would’ve been lying if he said he didn’t find her attractive. Last week at the pool he’d had quite the time keeping himself for staring openly at her bikini body.

	“Kayla told me everything,” Sally said, “I can’t believe they’d do this to us!”

	Donovan didn’t know how to respond. He hadn’t expected her, or this, at all. “I don’t know. I just don’t know, Sally.”

	She glanced up at him, her face flushed. He wasn’t sure if the flush was from anger, tears, both. “Can I come in? I want to talk with you about all this.”

	Kayla wasn’t home, although he thought that Sally already knew this. Anytime Sally came knocking at his door and he was home alone, he told her to come back later. It just wasn’t appropriate for them to be alone with each other.

	But now? After all this? Brent had thrown propriety out the window when he and Kayla had started fucking.

	“Sure,” he said.

	He led her into the living room and they sat on opposite ends of the couch. Donovan tried to keep his eyes off her bare thighs. The shorts she wore showed off her lovely legs, and her small but perky breasts seemed to push hard at the material of her top.

	He wondered how warm and smooth her skin might feel beneath his hands, beneath his lips.

	The anger inside flared again. Made him wonder what it sort of sounds she might make as he jackhammered his hard cock in and out of her tender little pussy while he tugged on her hair and smacked her round, firm ass…

	“Who told you?” Donovan said, shifting his legs to hide his growing desire.

	“Kayla,” she said, shoving her hands between her thighs, “I didn’t believe her, so I asked my dad.”

	“Do you know who…?”

	“Started it?” she said.

	Donovan nodded.

	“He did, they both said. But she told me that she’d been flirting around with him for a while,” Sally said.

	“I can’t believe they would do this to us,” Donovan said, “What in the ever-loving shit were they thinking?”

	“I don’t think they were,” Sally replied.

	Donovan shook his head, “I just don’t know what to think anymore. I don’t know what to do about it.”

	Sally scooted a little closer to him. Donovan couldn’t help but notice the way her nipples perked against the tight material of her top. His cock stirred.

	“I do,” she said.

	“That makes one of us. Care to let me in on the plan?” Donovan said.

	Sally chewed on her bottom lip for a bit, kept glancing up at him and then away. Something about her demeanor set his heart racing.

	“I think you should fuck the shit out of me,” she said.

	His balls tightened and an electric pulse of desire ran from the base of his shaft to the tip. His initial instinct was to tell her no. He was old enough to be her father, she and Kayla were best friends, all that.

	But your dad fucked Kayla, he kept thinking.

	Besides, he didn’t think there was a better way of getting back at Brent.

	“Okay,” he said, “But we do it my way.”

	She scooted over closer to him until their bodies touched. She felt so hot already. Shyly, she nosed her face beneath his and they kissed. She tasted sweet.

	“Just fuck me hard. Do whatever you want to me,” she said.

	“Come with me,” he said, taking her by the hand. He led her up to the master bedroom. He and his ex-wife used to get up to some pretty kinky shit, and he still kept all the supplies in a gym bag in his closet.

	He shoved her down onto the bed. He yanked her clothes off, eyes eagerly drinking in the warm, firm, youthful flesh of her body.

	Her pussy was clean-shaven, and her nectar glistened in the slickness between her flushed lower lips. His cock pushed hard against his pants, and he didn’t keep it imprisoned long.

	Her breaths came quickly, her small breasts rising and falling. She lay on his bed and spread her thighs open, giving him a better look at what waited for him.

	“Stay right there,” he said.

	He grabbed the bag out of the closet and rooted around in it for a moment. He found the blindfold he was looking for, along with a few other choice things that would be fun.

	Oh, Brent, if only you knew what I’m about to do to your precious little girl.

	“I’m going to put this on you,” he said.

	“Okay…” she replied.

	He climbed up onto the bed and put the blindfold on her, taking a moment to inhale the scent of her smooth young skin as he did.

	Then he took her head in both hands and guided it down until her smooth, full lips bumped against the tip of his throbbing shaft. Clear precum from the tip smeared her mouth like gloss.

	Her soft lips and hot mouth made Donovan jump as she wrapped them around his shaft and began sucking on him. He sucked in a breath, then laid back. He wanted to get as much enjoyment out of all this as possible, and Sally did give good blowjobs. 

	His hands crept over her back, moving over her smooth skin toward her head and neck. He grabbed one of her shoulders, and then a handful of the hair on the back of her head. In his excitement, he felt his heartbeat quicken. 

	“Take it all,” Donovan said. He pushed roughly down on the back of her head, shoving her mouth down around his shaft. He felt her nose bump against his body. She tried to pull back, making gagging sounds, but he held her there. He knew she had to be at least partly enjoying it, as she made no move to bite him. 

	When she started struggling against the lack of air, he let go of her head and instead grabbed both her shoulders. Perhaps a little bit harder than he’d meant, he sat up and then shoved her down onto her back.

	“I didn’t know you liked it so rough, Daddy,” Sally said. Donovan couldn’t be certain, but he thought she was smiling. She reached back down and grabbed his cock again.

	Donovan straddled her waist. She immediately pressed her tits together around his cock. Donovan grabbed one of her nipples and twisted. He felt her body stiffen under his and she yelped.

	“Don’t start off so hard,” Sally said. 

	Donovan gave the tit he hadn’t pinched a slap. Then he reached up and wrapped his fingers around her long neck. Sally started to say something, but he choked it off. She started shoving her tits up and down his shaft as his fingers pressed more deeply into the soft flesh of her neck. He wanted to just squeeze and squeeze, but he knew the plan was much better. So he let go and he heard her take in a deep breath.

	Getting off her, he said, “Stay there.” 

	Donovan reached into the bag, feeling around. The first things he pulled out were two lengths of nylon rope. Next, he reached back in and grabbed a large dildo and a gag.

	“What’s that stuff?” Sally said. There was a hint of worry in her voice that made Donovan’s cock get harder. 

	“Open your mouth,” Donovan said. 

	He held the gag by its straps. It was the kind with the rubber ball that goes into the person’s mouth and then is strapped around their head.

	 Shifting his grip on the gag, Donovan grabbed Sally by the throat with one hand. He put his thumb on her chin and pulled down to make her open her mouth. When she did, he jammed the gag between her teeth. He pushed until most of the ball was in her mouth. Moving his hand from her neck to her scalp, he grabbed her hair and pulled her head off the pillow. He strapped the gag tightly into place.

	The whole time he was doing this, Sally had grabbed his cock and was jerking him off as quickly as she could move. Donovan smiled. He realized as well that he was going to need something to lube up the dildo so that he’d be able to use it the way he wanted it to be used. 

	Using his forearm, Donovan ran it under Sally’s knees. He pulled those back to her chest. He started slapping Sally’s pussy, which was already really wet. She squirmed in his grip as his smacking got harder and harder. He heard her whimpering around the gag.

	Enough of this, he thought. Donovan grabbed the big dildo. It was both long and thick. He put the end against her slippery opening and jammed it in. He felt her whole body get stiff, and she rolled her heard around on the pillow.

	“Shh...” Donovan said, trying to contain himself so that he wouldn’t blow the ruse. Her fingers had clenched up painfully around his shaft, but he didn’t care. Grabbing the dildo by the end sticking out of her pussy, he slowly pulled it back until it was just barely touching her pussy. He slammed it back in, feeling it enter her more deeply. She’d never really liked rougher sex with him, he remembered. And now it seemed like she was much more of a slut than he thought. 

	“I think you’ll really like this,” Donovan said. “Turn over,” he told her, letting go of her legs.

	 She did so, the huge dildo still jammed most of the way into her straining, wet pussy. Donovan grabbed her ass and started kneading her cheeks. He squeezed harder and harder until she moaned around her gag. Spreading her cheeks apart, he ran his index finger down her cleft until he felt her asshole. She whimpered when he shoved the finger into her up to the second knuckle. It was so tight. She never had let him fuck her in the ass before.

	Pulling the finger out of her, he grabbed one of the nylon ropes. He collected her wrists and ankles, and pulled her hands and feet to a central point over her back. Passing the rope around them a few times, he tightened it into a tight knot, hogtying her. He used the second shorter length of rope around the loop he’d made with the first length, tightening the hold. Donovan so badly wanted to flick on the light to see what she looked like, hogtied and with a big dildo shoved into her.

	Leaning, Donovan ran one of his hands down her arched back, running his fingers through the groove of her spine. The hand came to rest on one of her ass cheeks, which was now quivering as she strained to maintain her position. He ran his hand over her bare ass, letting his fingers move down the cleft and over her asshole a few times.

	Then Donovan began spanking her. The first spank was light. The next one was louder and harder. He alternated between each ass cheek, revelling in her squeals. When he finished, he gave each cheek a nice pinch that made her jump. 

	Sliding off the bed, he stood up. He grabbed her by the thighs and pulled her towards the edge, letting her knees hang off. He felt the back of the dildo smack against his erection.

	It’ll be wet enough by now, he thought. He pulled the dildo out of her, and heard her sigh of relief. It was short-lived. He ran one finger down the length of the dildo. Yes, her pussy had soaked it in her juices. 

	Before she could react, Donovan spread her ass cheeks apart again and pushed the sopping dildo into her asshole. He stopped pushing when he couldn’t make it move any farther into that tightest of her holes. He moved his fingers down the dildo again and ran them along the strained ring of her asshole. She moaned and squirmed at the touch. He wanted to fuck her, but his dick was so hard and he felt so turned on that he wasn’t certain if he would be able to contain himself or simply fire his load into her as soon as he entered her pussy. 

	Whatever, he thought, it’s not like I’m trying to please her or something. Pushing the knot of her wrists and ankles farther toward her head, Donovan stepped between Sally’s thighs. His cock felt like it was straining to be jammed into her, and he knew she liked it that way.

	Instead of just giving it to her right then, he toyed with her and teased her. Grabbing his cock, he rubbed the head all around her pussy, leaving a wet trail of his precum all over her hot flesh. She squirmed, trying to position her hips to give him a better angle. Instead, Donovan shoved his cock between her lips and ran it up, feeling her hole pass by. He didn’t stop until his cock hit the warm rubber of the dildo.   

	Donovan repeated this tease a few more times until even he couldn’t take it anymore. His whole body practically tingled with desire. Feeling the tip of his cock at her hole, Donovan entered her. He slid every inch of his cock into her pussy, which he’d loosened up for this with the dildo. She was so wet that when he got balls-deep into her he felt his stomach get some of her juices on it. 

	Despite the loosening, her pussy was still tight enough to make him shiver. It didn’t help him calm down when she started squeezing his member, either.

	Getting a grip on himself, Donovan grabbed her ass with one hand and the dildo with the other. Simultaneously, he pulled the dildo and his cock partway out of her. He waited, letting her tension build, letting her wonder when he would fill her up again. 

	He shoved the dildo back in at the same time he thrust with his hips. Her whole body rocked with the force, and the headboard hit the wall behind the bed. She tried to scream around her gag, but it only came out as a muted moan. 

	Donovan was doing some moaning himself. She’d tightened up around him, and he was acutely aware of how tight and wet her pussy felt around his rock hard shaft. He also discovered that if he used his thumb to push down on the end of the dildo that he could actually feel it moving inside of her. There was a little bit of pressure on his cock when he pushed on the dildo, and if he let go or pulled it out slightly, the pressure was gone. 

	“I bet you are really enjoying this, aren’t you?” Donovan said. 

	She didn’t answer him, so Donovan shoved down on the dildo and flexed his dick in her. She moaned at the feelings.

	“Yeah, that’s right. My cock feels much better in you than Donovan’s did, doesn’t it?”

	Sally made an “Umm hmm” noise around her gag.

	That was all he needed. Donovan pulled the dildo from her asshole and tossed it on the floor, where it landed with a wet thunk. He pulled his cock all soaked in her pussy juices out of her, and in the next instant jammed it into her ass. He almost came right there. It was tighter than her pussy, and just as warm. With how lubed his cock was, he had no problem moving his cock around inside her. 

	Grabbing her ass again, he pried her cheeks apart and stretched her asshole out while he ran his cock in and out of her. She wriggled on the bed. When he finished playing with her like that, he commenced with the spankings again. Every slap made her jump, and made her asshole clench around his shaft. Donovan knew he was going to come soon; he had that feeling of tightness in his balls and the head of his cock felt like it was shooting sparks. 

	“Do you want me to come in your ass?” Donovan said, his cock already hardening for the first spurt.

	She made another “Umm hmm” noise.

	“Good,” Donovan continued, “Because I was planning on doing it anyway.”

	As he felt himself start to come, he crammed his cock as deeply into her as he could manage. His toes tried to curl up against the floor. A grunt escaped through his clenched teeth as he climaxed, his cock jumping after each shot like a gun. 

	He pulled her blindfold off and undid the gag so it fell from her mouth.

	His cell phone sat on his nightstand. He reached over and grabbed it, then recorded when he slowly withdrew from Sally’s asshole. Creamy cum covered his cock, and she pushed more out of her body. It ran down over her wet little cunt.

	“Turn around and say hi,” Donovan said, bringing the phone back a bit to capture her entire bent over body.

	She looked back and smiled, “Hi, Daddy!”

	Donovan ended the recording and sent it off in a text to Brent.

	“You know…” Sally said, “If you really want to get back at them, we should fuck some more.”

	“Sounds good to me,” Donovan said.

	He had more things he wanted to do to that delightful, youthful body of hers.
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