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“That little fucking slut…” Maya muttered to herself.

	She sat behind the wheel of her Camry, squeezing the shit out of the steering wheel. The Camry that her dad had bought her a couple years ago for her 16th birthday.

	Her dad. The man she’d just caught fucking her best friend.

	She couldn’t believe that either of them could do something like this to her. “Fuck! What a cunt.”

	Normally she didn’t curse like that. But normally her best friend didn’t seduce her dad and then fuck him on her bed, either. So a little swearing was warranted.

	And all this after she’d tried to help Cordelia out, tried to make her feel better about herself.

	Even though she’d actually thought Brendan was right to dump her. Cordelia was pretty hot, yeah. But also pretty empty upstairs. Sometimes a guy wants more than a hot piece of ass.

	She fumed some more, thinking about how now she’d either have to confront Cordelia or just pretend she never noticed anything. They were going to different colleges at the end of summer, so she’d just have to make it a few more months…

	But we live right across from each other! There was no avoiding her. Especially since all their parents hung out, too.

	She wondered how her dad was going to be able to look Cordelia’s father in the eye now.

	She grabbed her phone and made herself watch the video again. It was shaky, of course, but you could make out what it had captured.

	It was the last few moments of Cordelia’s encounter with Maya’s father.

	“Come inside me…” the little slut moaned. Maya squeezed the phone hard enough to hurt her palm.

	Both Cordelia’s face and Maya’s dad’s were clearly visible. There was no denying it.

	Maya started to delete the video, the pad of her thumb hovering over the button to get rid of it forever.

	But then a car pulled into the driveway across the street, the squeal of its brakes catching Maya’s attention.

	She glanced up, did a double take. It was Martin, Cordelia’s dad. He swung the door of his sedan open and stepped out, toting his briefcase along in one hand.

	He has no clue what just happened across the street, Maya thought. She envied him.

	The idea burst open in her mind with such force that her mouth dropped open and she laughed.

	It’s perfect, she thought. She hit cancel on the prompt on her phone. She’d need that video for everything to work out just the way she wanted.

	A little tingle ran down her spine and pushed its way into her stomach. Something about this excited her.

	Sure, Martin was way older than the guys she usually went after, but he was handsome in that fatherly way.

	She swallowed hard when she stepped out of her car and started across the street. Martin had climbed the three steps up to the front door by the time she reached the yard.

	Her heart started pounding, and she didn’t know whether it was from her sudden dash across the street or from the prospect of actually putting her plan into action.

	She could barely clear her throat to get her voice to work.

	Martin had already put his key in the lock and turned the bolt when she managed to find said voice.

	“Hey, Martin!”

	She took a quick glance over her shoulder at her bedroom window, hoping that her dad and Cordelia hadn’t decided to come outside or anything. Not yet, at least.

	Martin turned partway around, one hand on the doorknob. He smiled when he saw her. “Maya! What’s up? I’m not actually sure where Cordelia is right now…”

	Maya forced herself to smile. I know right where she is. “That’s okay. I wanted to talk to you, actually.”

	He frowned. “Oh? What about?”

	Maya hurried up the stairs. Her whole body trembled, just a little. She’d forgotten what a big guy Martin was. She vaguely remembered him and her father talking about how he used to be on the football team in high school.

	“Can we talk inside?” she said. She reached out and put her hand on his forearm, squeezing it gently through the cuff of his shirt.

	His frown deepened. “I suppose.” He pushed the door open and started to go inside.

	Maya began to follow him, but stopped dead, a sudden thought driving her to near panic. “Wait! Is Sondra home?”

	Sondra was his wife. And Cordelia’s mother. This wasn’t going to work if she was around to put a stop to it.

	Martin glanced at his watch. “Probably not for a couple of hours. Really, Maya, what’s going on? I don’t like the way you look. Is everything all right?”

	It will be soon enough. She forced herself to give him another sweet smile. “Of course. Just something I need to talk to you about. Inside.”

	He shook his head as though to say you’re such a silly girl, but motioned for her to follow him in.

	Maya kicked off her sandals while Martin took off his shoes and they went into the living room. Maya couldn’t hear much of anything but the thunder of her pulse past her ears.

	Actually, she could feel her pulse everywhere. The tip of her nose. Her fingers. Her feet.

	But especially between her thighs. And it tingled there. Tingled and ached.

	Martin set his briefcase down on the coffee table and turned around to face Maya. He put his hands on her shoulders. Her knees almost buckled from the touch.

	She’d never been so nervous in her life. Not even when her last boyfriend took her virginity.

	“Now, Maya, what is it?”

	“Remember when we went to the beach last month? All of us?” Maya said.

	“Sure, of course.”

	“Well…” she swallowed at a huge lump in her throat, “I never told Cordelia about the way I caught you checking my ass out when I was sunbathing. And I never told my dad.”

	His face went red and he dropped his hands. “I don’t know what you’re…”

	“Shh. It’s okay. I kind of liked it, actually. Don’t worry, I’m 18. I’m old enough.”

	“Maya, this is extremely inappropriate.”

	Her temper flared. “No, Martin, this is extremely inappropriate.”

	She queued up the video on her phone and handed it to him.

	“What is this? Oh, my God. Cordelia! And… John?” His jaw dropped open.

	“Come inside me…” Cordelia’s voice moaned through the phone speaker.

	Maya dropped to her knees at the same time. She undid Martin’s belt and started on his fly.

	Martin was in such a state of shock that he didn’t even notice until Maya fished his cock out of his briefs and started sucking on it. He was bigger than her last boyfriend.

	“Maya!” Martin yelled. “What the fuck are you doing?” 

	He was already hardening inside the tight, wet warmth of her mouth. Her lips made a tight seal around the tip, and she teased him all over with her tongue.

	“Maya!”

	She kept stroking him when she pulled her mouth off him, loving the way he kept getting bigger and harder for her. Excitement, arousal, and anger swirled around in her tummy.

	“I’m sucking your cock, Martin. That’s what’s happening. Then you’re going to fuck the shit out of me. So we can get back at them. Your cock’s already so hard, I know you want to.”

	She put her lips against the throbbing end of his shaft and pushed them down, allowing his girth to spread them open. 

	Saliva squirted into her mouth. So much that little glistening beads of it ran down his rigid length. She tasted a little salty precum when she started sucking again.

	“Fuck. Oh, fuck…” Martin said, unable to keep his eyes of the way her beautiful lips ate up inch after inch of his cock.

	She wrapped one hand around him, near the base, and squeezed. Squeezed and stroked in time to the strokes of her mouth up and down his length.

	She’d made up that story about catching him checking out her ass at the beach, but now she wasn’t so sure. Now she thought Martin was a dirty old man who had probably thought about fucking his friend’s daughter.

	Well, that was exactly what she wanted.

	Her other hand found its way between her thighs. Her pussy ached and she moaned when she touched herself.

	“Fine. Okay. Yeah, we’ll get back at them,” Martin said. “God. How can you know how to suck cock so good already?”

	Maya rubbed her pussy through her shorts harder. They already felt a little damp. Her panties would be so wet that he’d have to peel them off her engorged mound.

	Who knew revenge could be so hot?

	Or that her best friend’s dad had such a nice cock?

	She sucked and licked all up and down his length. She teased the little V of flesh on the bottom of the head with the tip of her tongue, just like she knew guys liked. His breath caught when she did that.

	“Don’t come yet,” she said, “I need you to fuck me.”

	“I knew you were a dirty girl, Maya. I just didn’t know how dirty,” Martin replied, gathering her hair up and holding it away from her face for her. “I want you to gag on it.”

	I’m the dirty one? Maya thought. But she liked it. She grabbed her phone out of his hand and started recording.

	He grabbed the back of her head and urged her mouth down his cock. She looked up into his eyes even as she started feeling tears sting in hers. Martin was big. His shaft pushed down into her throat.

	She held it for as long as she could, her whole body shaking. This was going to look so fucking good.

	When she couldn’t stand it anymore, she jerked back away from him, his cock erupting from her lips.

	Long strands of spit hung between them, his whole length glistening with it. Her lips throbbed.

	“Are you going to fuck me now, Martin?” Maya asked, her pussy throbbing in time with her lips. She couldn’t remember being so wet for a guy before.

	“Set that camera up over there and then come sit on my cock,” Martin said, nodding towards the mantel.

	He shoved his pants down and took his shirt off before sitting bare-assed down on the couch. His cock, shining with Maya’s saliva, stood up straight and hard for her.

	Maya did as he asked, checking the angle on the screen quickly first. She made short work of her own clothes, stepping out of her shorts and pulling off his top.

	She did have to peel her panties off her sopping wet pussy.

	Then she straddled him, looking down into his face with his 5-o’clock shadow. His hands clapped onto her ass, squeezing appreciatively.

	After a moment, they went to her hips and started urging her down. She reached between her thighs and grabbed his thick shaft, angling it so that when her pussy bumped against the tip it lined up right.

	Martin’s jaw jutted out, “You’re so wet already…”

	“I need to be to take a big cock like yours,” she spoke towards the camera. 

	She kept her eyes on her phone, making sure that the camera captured that moment of first penetration. The first time Martin’s hard, throbbing cock spread her tight cunt out around its girth.

	Her breath caught. She sucked her lower lip between her teeth. He was big. But the way she stretched around him felt so nice. It hurt, but she liked the way it hurt.

	His urging hands kept pushing her down. She slid down every inch of him. And this time when she lifted up, his cock glistened with her wetness.

	Part of her wanted to go slow at first. Get used to his big tool. But that wouldn’t look as good. As raw.

	“I’m going to pound your cock,” she said right before kissing him.

	Right before slamming her pussy down his length. They both moaned. Her fingers dug into his bare shoulders.

	But she didn’t stop. Neither of them stopped. Their bodies slammed together with a wet slap on each thrust.

	And each time her moan turned a little sharper, a little harder. She could barely take him. And she certainly couldn’t control herself.

	It didn’t take many strokes before she came all over his cock. Her whole body trembled and shook. Martin wrapped his arms around her and squeezed her close, driving his cock up into her again and again.

	“Martin! Fuck! Fuck!” was all she could scream, over and over. Tears tumbled down her cheeks. The most intense waves of pleasure she’d ever felt rolled through her body.

	Martin sucked one of her rigid nipples into his mouth and sucked on it. Squeezed her ass. Used her young body for his pleasure. And she loved every moment of it.

	When she calmed down he moved them so that she lay back on the couch. He pushed her thighs back to her chest and fucked her again. And from this angle they could both watch the way his cock slid in and out of her. They could watch the way her tight young pussy gripped and squeezed him with every stroke.

	“I didn’t know something so wrong could feel so fucking good,” Martin said, turning towards the watching eye of her camera phone.

	“If I’d known my best friend’s dad had such a big cock I would’ve fucked him so much sooner,” Maya managed between moans.

	He fed her long, even strokes. Slid every inch up into her and pulled it back out. His shaft dripped with her wetness, which had become all creamy from when she came on him.

	She could still feel him stretching her out with each stroke, but the pain had gone. Now it just felt good. Better than good.

	She let her hands play over his stomach and chest, murmuring to him about what a nice cock he had. About what a good fuck he was.

	“Are you going to fuck me hard again?” she said.

	“Turn over,” he told her.

	She faced the back of the couch and gripped it, thrusting her ass back at him. He took her by the hips and pushed back into her, both of them groaning.

	She knew her pussy was going to be so sore after this. But it was so, so, worth it.

	“You want it hard?” he said.

	“So bad,” she replied.

	He rammed himself into her so hard the couch slammed into the wall. He did it again and again, his balls slapping against her pussy.

	“Don’t stop!” she said, “Don’t you fucking stop!”

	He didn’t. He pounded her until the sweat poured off the both of them. His big cock punished her tight little cunt again and again. Until once more she couldn’t take it anymore.

	Until once again she came for him.

	Her whole body seemed to blush. Her pussy clamped down. And still he fucked her good and hard.

	He rode her nubile body through another intense climax.

	“I’m gonna come,” he said, breathless.

	“Not in me,” she said, glancing at the camera.

	“Where?” he said, lips pulling back from his teeth.

	“I’ll show you,” she said, moving so that they parted. Her legs felt like two limp spaghetti strands, but she didn’t fall over.

	No, she went onto her knees in front of him again.

	This time when she took him in her mouth she tasted herself all over him. She sucked and stroked him.

	It didn’t take long for his hard cock to tremble and throb. For his balls to tighten and for him to grimace.

	“Fuck…” he groaned.

	She pulled his cock far enough back so that when it started flexing in her hand the camera caught the way the thick ropes of his load spurted into her mouth.

	And he came a lot.

	It didn’t matter. She swallowed all of it. Every last drop. And when he finished she sucked on the head a little, making his breath catch.

	She cleaned him with her tongue. Then, still holding onto Martin’s throbbing shaft, she turned to the camera and gave it a wink and a smile.

	Maya waited until the next day. She came over to Cordelia’s house while Cordelia’s parents were at work.

	She could tell Cordelia felt guilty. But not guilty enough. They sat on the same couch that Martin had fucked Maya on.

	“Maya? I have to tell you something…” Cordelia started.

	Maya’s heart lurched. It was time. She pulled her phone out. “Ok. But you have to see this first.”

	“Can it wait? This is really important.”

	“So is this. Just watch it, okay?” She sent the video. It was a larger file, so she knew it would take a minute or so. “I’m gonna go to the bathroom,” she said to excuse herself.

	She waited close to the front door, waiting.

	“What… What is…” Cordelia started, then, “Maya!”

	“Fuck you!” Maya shouted. Then she ran out the front door and across the street, back to the safety of her own house.

	Again, she’d never thought revenge could be so hot.
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